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PRELIMINARY NOTICE. 


— 

present edition of my Dictionary of Englisli 
"^oetical Quotations is a verbatim re-issue, with a few 
slight corrections, of a volume printed for private dis- 
tribution in July, 1867, of which the history is given- 
in the original preface hereinafter annexed. That 
volume was printed in a conventional form, rather 
larger than the present, under the auspices of the 
Philobiblon Society^ of which sometime previously I 
had the honour of being elected a member. The 
edition consisted of 500 copies, a number which seemed 
to me suflSSlSbtly large for^s object ; but these were 
speedily dispersed ^among fitei'ary and social friends, 
an extra demand book having been creatc-d 

by an elaborate ^d-cC^plimentary review of it in 
the Times, January lih, 1868, from which review, 
:braving the charge of egotism, I indulge in quoting 
' the subjoined extracts. Out of the said 500 copies, 
printed nearly fourteen years ago, it is somewhat re- 
markable that only four should have turned up at 
public auctions, three of which sold for 5 guineas 
each, and the fourth for £i 14s. 6d. ; this last at tlie 
sale of the late Mr. De Lane^s library, in November, 
i878. As applications for the book continue to be, 
made, many of them with considerable earnesthe^^' 
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occasionally coupled witli a remonstrance against in 
making it so exclusive, T have at length consented t. 
comply with what seems to be a public demand, an 
hope the result will justify my concession. 

It seems, perhaps, necessary that I should say somt 
thing about the verses marked MS., as they ha^ 
excited occasional inquiry : they are all, as far as m 
memory sers'e**, my own composirion, being portior 
of longer poems written in my sentimental days, be 
tween fifty or sixty years ago, chiefly for ladiei 
albums, of which I occasionally had several at a tini 
on my table Unfortunately I have no longer an 
complete record of these poems, for the volume cor 
taining thorn, as well as my wife^s album, in whic 
there were many, have both been stolen, the attractive 
ness of the volumes to thie^es having no doubt beer 
the morocco bindings and gold fittings. 

The only poetry I have ventured to attempt of late 
years has been a few translations from Martial 
Petrarch, and Schiller, for various volumes of m 
Standard and other Libraries, which have now become 
the property of my successors in that department^ 
Messrs. George Bell & Sons, at my old residence in 
York Street, Covent Garden, 

Henet G. Bohn, 

North End House, 

TWICEENHAMi 



EXTRACT PROM THE TIMES, 

January 7th, 1868. 


** Mr. Bohn has been successful in making an honest and 
“ worthy book of Quotations from English Poets. It is im- 
possible to define its exact value without searching it for 
“ verses which are needed ; we have tried it, however, in this 
“ way to a limited extent, and found it to answer the demand 
“ upon it in every instanca The principle of the arrange- 
* ment is reference to the subject of a verse, and not, as in 
“ some cases, to the chief word of a first line, or to initial 
“ letters. Mr. Bohn has spent his life among books, and has 
consequently caught the trick of extracting from them the 
“ valuable essence they may contain, and of keeping it where 
** it may readily be found when wanted. Tliis acquirement 
“ he uses to the best advantage in a volume of over 700 pages, 
“ stored with lines from nearly 460 poets. One special and 
“ distinctive merit of this careful work is that in many in- 
“ stances chapter and verse are given for the references, so 
“ that anyone who searches for a verse may find not only the 
“ answer, but the particular poem in which it occurs. Mr. 

, ‘‘ Bohn's volume has the rai’e recommendation of being en- 
“ tirely free from the rubbish which is commonly thrust into 
“ similar collections. His selections have been made from a 
“ long and extensive course of reading, and it everywhere 
“ bears evidence of a scholar's eye and taste. There must be, 
“ as we judge, nearly 8,000 quotations in this volume, ranging 
“ from Chaucer to Tennyson, and they are all pithy, apposite, 
“ and good. We have not attempted to verify aU the 8,000, 
“ but those we have compared are faithfully given ; and we 
may safely award credit to Mr. Bohn for the accuracy, as 
“ weU as the labour, of his work. The large number of ex- 
“ tracts alone will show that, although no great pretensions 
“are put forward on behalf of the work, it forms a useful 
. “ addition to the literature of the class to which it belongs.” 




The present volume is the result of a taste for collecting 
poetical quotations^ which beset me in the days of my 
nonage, now more than half a century ago. At that time I 
belonged to a society of exuberant youths, who rivalled 
each other in spicing their conversation with scraps of 
poetry, sometimes Latin, but oftener English ; and one 
of them, who had an extraordinary memory, never failed 
to be profuse in this kind of embellishment. Being of 
an age and temperament to imbibe the contagion, and 
naturally emulous of distinction among my companions, 
I read the poets diligently, and registered, in a portable 
form, whatever I thought apposite and striking. 

At that period there existed scarcely any books of 
English quotations practically accessible : Allot^s 
'England's Parnassus,' published as long back as 
1600, and which gives only the earlier poets, used to 
sell for upwards of five pounds. Poole's 'English 
Parnassus,' which followed in 1657, was compara- 
tively useless, being ill digested and entirely without 
authorities; and Hayward's British Muse, published 
in 1738, though very satisfactory as far as it goes, 
and always within reach of a moderate purse, stojia 
short at Herrick, and consequently omits Milton, Butler 
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Waller, Dryden, Addison, Prior, Gay, Pope, Swift, 
Thomson, and a great many others who flemished within 
his time; and these were precisely the poets we most 
cared to cultivate. In later years, hut too late for my 
youthful purposes, Messrs. Whittaker brought out a 
Dictionary of Quotations from the British Poets, in 3 
vols. post 8 VO., one for Shakespeare in 1823, another 
for Blank Verse in 1824, and the third for Rhyme in 
1825, all anonymous, hut known to he by Wm. Kingdom. 
This work, which subsequently became my property, is 
a very careful and excellent compilation, and has been 
largely used by subsequent compilers, English and 
American, especially the latter, without in any instance, 
as far as I can discover, having been acknowledged or 
even mentioned by them. 

Within the last few years there has been a perfect 
deluge of Quotation books of every kind, some con- 
sisting merely of short consecutive extracts fix)m a few 
of our principal poets, which it seems to me any in- 
telligent reader might make qxdte as well for hiDiself ; 
others inconveniently arranged under initial letters, or 
the principal word of a first line, which often carries 
a quotation far away from its natural place; others 
again, without any authorities whatever, or giving 
them so sparsely, imperfectly, or faultily, as to 
render their books teasing and of scarcely any literary 
value. The most exempt from these short-comings, 
and the most satisfactory, so far as my examination 
has extended, is Mr. Grocott^s small volume entitled 
an ^ Index to Familiar Quotations,^ This gives the 
authorities with exemplary precision, and possesses 
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a good Index, wliich is a great convenience for tiacing 
required lines; but the selection is very limited, 
out the least obsen’-ance of chronological ordei*, and 
the arrangement, though professedly according to sul)- 
^ects, is too often determined merely by a leading u^ord ; 
ibr instance, Popc^s fine lines on Providence, ending vith 
whatever is, is right, are placed under the word All,^^ 
because they so commence. Mr. PriswelVs recent volume 
entitled ^Familiar Words^ has exactly the same ad- 
vantages and disadvantages, even to the extent of placing 
the same lines in the very same place. But principles 
of ajTangement have ever been open to . iscussion, and 
some may prefer what I disapprove to what I have 
adopted ; neither is it my province to criticise my prede- 
cessors, and I do so, in the present instance, only by 
way of shewing my divergence from their plans. 

My own volume must speak for itself: it has grown 
by slow degrees from its original embryo to the portly 
shape it now assumes, and has been especially cn- 
xarged since I came to the determination, some four or 
five years since, to prepare it for press. The arrange- 
ment of subjects, as will be seen, is alphabetical, in the 
manner of a common place book, and the qiiotations, so 
far as printing convenience w'ould permit, are placed 
chronologically. Some few duplications will be found 
under synonymes ; a defect, if it is one, which I have 
found unavoidable. 

I had not in my early selections afldxed chapter ami 
verse references to the extracts, but merely the author’s 
name ; in some instances trusting to my memory, in 
others unable to give them, owing to the then prevalent 
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want of editions in wliicli tlie poet^s lines ■vrere niim- 
Ijcrcd. And in connection with this explanation, I take 
leave to say that no edition of a poet should be printed 
'w ithout a proper numbering of the lines or stanzas, sc 
as to afford ready means of reference ; and the few 
which I have myself edited or published are so provided ; 
but I regret to sec that many editions, even of recent 
date, are in this respect conspicuously deficient. Al- 
though I have endeavoured to remedy my early neglect 
C’f minute references, hy subsequent reading, I have not 
in all instances been successful, even in respect to poets 
with which I presumed myself to be perfectly familiar, 
such as Butler, whose Hudibras, I have had occasion to 
read through, for editorial purposes, some three or four 
times, I hope, however, to remedy whatever omissions 
or imperfections may from time to time be discovered 
by an Appendicula of Curm postmores ; for which object 
I court criticism and communications. 

I have only to add that this volume, whatever its 
merits or demerits, will have cost me, independently of 
my -personal labour, several hundred pounds; and that it 
is not printed for sale but exclusively for presents to 
my friends and acquaintances, or persons of public 
esteem, with whom I have had, or may hereafter have, 
social relations. 

HENEY G. BOHN. 

NoaxH Knd Hottsb, Twiokbitham. 

JTufy, 1867 . 
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WISH BATES OF BIBTH AND DEATH AS NIEAX AS THEY CAN BB A3C£B* 
TAINEB. 

Jn * oiterUk pr^ed to either date denotee xauieridantf. 


An expianatkn is introduced of such abridgments as seem to requin Ut 
Where the titles are distinctly quoted they are not repeated here. 


Addison, Joseph, born 1672, died 1719. Camp, CampaU/n, a Poem, 
Akenbidb, Mark, 1721 — 1770. PI. Im. Pleasures qf Imagination, 
Aletn, Charles, 1600 — 1640. H. 711, Henry VII, 

Abbuthnot, Dr. John, 1676 — 1735. 

AbmbtbonQ-, Dr. John, 1709 — ^1779. A P. II. Art qf Preserving Health, 
Bailey, Philip James, 1816, liring. Fest, Festus. 

Baillib, Joanna, 1764 — ^1851. D, M, He Monfort, a 7V*aperfy.— 

Ethw, Ethwaldy Tragedy, 

Balfe, Michael William, 1808—1870. ' 

Baebaitld, Anna Letitia, 1743—1824 

Babham, Biohard, {pseud. Thomas lngoldsby)» 1788 — 1816. IngobL 
Ingoldsby Legends. 

Bartx)W, Joel, (American), 1755—1813. Col. The Cohimhiad, a Poem, 
Babnakd, Lady Anne, 17^ — 1825. A. R, G, Auld Robin Gray, 
Babok, Bobert, <*1680— 1680. 

Babbett, Elizabeth (Mrs. Browning), 1805—1861. 

Babton, Bernard, 1784—1819. 

Bastabd, Thomas, *1660—1618. 

Batlt, Thomas Haynes, 1797—1889. 

Beattie, Dr. James, 1735—1803. Min, Mrnstrel, 

BEOEiKaHAM, Charles, 1699—1780. 

Beaumont, Francis (and Fletchbb), 1586 — 1616. Copt, Captain, a 

Comedy.^Four P, Fbur Plays in One.—H, M, Fort. Honest Afan’i 
Fortune, a TrayuComedy.--Loy. Sub Loyal Subject, a Tragicomedy, 
— Sp. Cu. Danish Curate, a Comedy. 

Beadmont, Sir John, 1682—1628. 

Benjamin, Park, (American), 1809—1864 
Bickbbstaff, Isaac, *1785 — 1805. 

Bisuop, 1781-1795. 

Blaczmobe, Sir Bichard, *1660 — ^1729. 
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Bi \iit, Robert, lfJ99 — Gra. Grave^ a Poem, 

BiOJMPrELD, Rob. 1766—1823. F.B. Farmers Hoj^.^R.T, Rurai Tain, 
Bowles, William Lisle, 1762—1860. 

Bowring. Sir John, 1782— 1873, 

BwATitWAiTE, Ricliard, 1588—1673. 8. A, The Smoking Age. 

Blome, Richard, ♦1600 — 1652. Abe. Novella^ a Connedy. 

Bro kr, Henry, 1706 - 1783. Earl of IF. Earl of Westmoreland. 
Biokjke, Lord (Fulke Givville). 1534— 1628. Ala. Alahamt a 'lYagedy 
Buown, Tom, *1650 — 1704. 

BitOWNE, Dr John, 1715 -1766. Athel Alkelstanta Tragedif. 
Browne, William, 1590 — 1643. JPaw/. Britannia* s Pastorals 
Browning, Mrs. See Barrett, Eliaibeth. 

Brtant, William Cullen, (American), 1794 — 1878. 

BuCEiNaiiASC, John ShefReld, Duke of, 1649—1720. 

Buckingham, \iUiers, Duke of, 1627—1688. 

Bulwbr. Sir Edward Lyttou (Lord Lytton), 1805—1873, 

Buntan, John, 1628— 1688. 

Burns, Robert, 1769— 1796. Co/. Sat. N. Cotter's Saturday Night. 
Hemp Ilusb. Henpeck'd Unsband. 

Butler, Samuel, 1612 — 1680 Jiu Ilitdibras. — J/. 71 MisceUaneo»u 
Thoughts. 

Btrom, John, 1691- -1763. 

Byron, George Gordon, Lord, 1788— 1821. H Ab. Bride of Abgdos.^ 
Ch. II. Childe Harold. — Cors. Corsair. ^ Do /e V. Doge of Venice.-^ 
D. J. Don Jmn.-^Eng B. English Bards and Scotch Reviewers.^ 
Sard. Sardampalns.’-Cor, Siege of Corinth.— Hs. J. Vision of Judg~ 
ment. 

Caiipbell, Tlioma*?, 1777 — 18 It. P. H. Pleasures of Hope. 

Canning, George, 1770—1827. 

Oarew, Lady Elizabetli, temp. James 1. Mar. Marmion, the Fair 
Queen of Jeiorg, a Tragedy. 

Carbw, Thomas, 1689—1639. 

CAiKEr, Henry, *1690—17 13. Chron. Chrononhotonfhjolotfns 
CARTWRlGHr, William, 1611—1643. Siege The Siege, or Lotte* s Con- 
verU a Tragi-eomedg. 

Cary, Henry Francis, 1772— 18 tt, 

Cawthorn, James, 1719—1761, 

Chapman, George, 1557 — 163 1. C. awl P Casar and Pompeg, a Tragedy 
Chatterton, Thomas, 1762—1770. 

OHAUCBit, Geoffrey, 1328—1400, C T. Canterbury Tahs. 

Churohiil, Charles, 1731— 1764. Ap. Apology. -^Cand. Candidate. 

Farm. Fareweli. — Ni Night. — Ros Rosciad. 

Cibber, Colley, 1671—1757. Dou. Gal. Double Gallant, a Comedy. 
Hlake, John. 1793—1864. 

Olarjc, AVillis Ghiylord, (Amencaii), 1810—1841. 

Clbteland, John, 1613 -1659. 

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, 1772— 183 1. Anet. Mar. Ancient Mariner 
Collins, William, *1720—1756. 

CoiaiAN, George, 1733— 179 k 
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Ck>LMAN, George, (the younger), 1762—1836. B. Q, Broad China. 

P. V. Poetical VaQaries, 

Colton, 0. 0., *1790—1832. 

Combs, George, 1788—1868. 

OoNGBETB, W»Uiam, 1672 — 1729. 3Co.Br, Mourmng Bride, a Trai/ed^t 
Cook, Eliza, 1818— living. 

OoEBBT, Bishop, Richard, 1683 — 1635. 

Cotton, Charles, 1680—1687. 

OOTI’ON, Nathaniel, 1707—1788. Vie, Tlsions, in Verse, ^ 

OowLBY, Abraham, 1618— 1667. Dtxoid, Vanideis, an UislortCal Poeta, 
COWPBB, William, 1731—1800. Con®. Conversation.- JEjsp, Bxpostu^ 
iation, — Pr, Er Progress of En'or.— Ret, Retirement. — T. T, Table 
Talk —Raven. Tale of the Raven.— Ta, Task.—Tiroc.TirocmUm. 
Obabbb, George, 175 4 — 1832. / o. Borough, a Poem, — Strug. Conea, 
Stiniggles tf Consciene- — ^ a. II, Tales cf the Hall, 

ObashaW, Richard, 1613-1650. Stips. Steps to the Temple. 

Obbroh, Thomas, 1669 — 1701. 

Oeoly, George, 1785 — 1864. Perie. and Asp. Pericles and Aspasia. 
CsowNB, John, *1640 — *1703. Amb, Stats. Arubitious Statesmen.— 
Bar. Barius, a Tragedy. 

CuMBBttLANO, Richard, 1732—1811. Menander. 

Cunningham, Allan, 1784 — 1842. 

Dana, Richard Henry (American), 1787—1879. 

Dabobnb, Robert, 1690—1660. 

Danibb, Samuel, 1662—1619. E. of South. Earl tf Southampton.— 
Phil. Phxtotas, a Tiagedy. 

Dabot, James, 1700 -1762. Love and Ambition. 

Dabwin, Erasmus 1781 — 1802. 

DavknAnt, Sir William, 1605 — 1668. Distr, Bistreeses, a Tragi- 
comedy. — Oond. Gondibert. 

Davies, Sir John, 1569 — 1636. 

Dawes, Rufus (American), 1803—1859. 

Dbeoe, Daniel, 1661—1731. T. B. Eng. True Born Boglishman. 
Dekebb, Thomas, *1680 — ^*1639. Honest Who. Honest Whore, a 
Comedy . — Old For. Old Fortunalus, a Comedy, 

Denham, Sir John, 1616 — 1668. 

Bbnnis, John, 1667 — 1734, 

Db Vebb, Sir Aubrey, 1814— living. 

Dibdin, Charles, 1746 — 1814. 

Dinnibs, Ml’S. Anna Peyre (American), 1830 — living. 

Doddridge, Philip, 1702 — 1761, 

Dodslby, Robert, 1703 — ^1764 
Donne, John, 1673 — 1631. 

Dorset. See Saoktillb. 

Dow, Alexander, *1740 — 1779. Sethona. 

Dbae Joseph Rodman (American), 1796—1820. 

D HATTON, Michael, 1663—1681. 

Drummond, William, of Hawthomden, 1685— 164ft 
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Dhtdeji, John, 1631 — 1700. Ah Absfilom and Achilnphel^ a Poem. 
'—Auren, Aurengstbe, a Trat/edy — Cym ami lyh Cymon tmd fyht- 
yenia^ Boccacio — Bon. Seb. Don Sfbantian^ a IVaypdy. — 

D, Guise. Babe of Guise, a Trujedy.—lnd. Emp Indian Emperor, a 
Tragi'Cotnedy. — J/iar. a la M. Marriaf/e d la Mode, a Comedy,-— 
(Ed, (Edipus, a Tragedy. — Pal. and Ar. Paleemou and A?’ctfe.~— 
Pyth, Phil. Pyt.iagnrean Philosophy, a Poem — Rio. Pioal Ladiee,— 
Span. F. Spanish Friar, a Tragi- Cotnedy, 

Buncjombb, WiUmm, 1689—1769. Jun. Brut. Lucius Junius Brutust 
a Tragedy. 

Dvbb. John, 1700-1768. 

Dier, Sir Edward, *1540— *1610. 

EmoTi, Ebeneaer, 1781—1840. 

Emebson, Ealpli Waldo, (American), 1803 —living. 

Ethebeoe, Sir George, *1636— *1694>. 

Faiepax, Edmund, *1670—1632. 

Falconer, William, 1730—1769. Sh, Shipwreck, a Poem. 

Fane, Sir Fi'ancis, *1660 — *1716. Sacrifice, a 2Vagedy 

Fanshaw, Sir Eichard, 1608—1666. 

Fahqckae, Gwrge 1678 — 1707. 

Fenton. Elijah, 1683-1730. 

Fieij)ING, Ileury, 1707 — 1751< 2\ Thu 7'otn Thumb, a Burlesgue. 

Flatuan, Tliomas, 1633—1672. 

Fletcuee, Giles, 1682—1628. 

Fletcher, John, 1576—1625. 

Fletohrr, Phineas, 1584 — 1660. 

Fooi’b, Samuel, 1722—1777. 

Fox Oliai lea James, 1749 — 1806, 

Ford, John, 1686— *1640, Lovds Saet\ Love's Satndfice, a Tragedy. 

E’ranois. Philip (translator of Horace), *1710—1773. 

Franoklin, Dr. Thomas, 1721 — 1784. 

Franklin, Dr. Benjamin, 1705 — 1790. Poor R. Poor Richard, 

Freeman, Sir Ealpii, *1620— *1660. Imper. Imperial, a 'Tragedy. 

Frowdb, Philip, *1670 — 1738. Sa. Fall qf Sayuntum, a Tragedy.'^ 
Phil. Philotas, a Tragedy. 

Garrick, David, 1716—1779. 

Gar'HI, Sir Samuel, *1666—1719. 

OASCoraNB, George, *1637—1577. 

Gay, John, 1688—1782. Shep. and Philos, ShepheiA and Philosopher. 

Gifford, Eichard, 1726—1807. Contempt, Contemplation, a Poem. 

Gifford, William, 1766—3826. 

Glanville, Joseph, 1636—1680. 

Glover, Richar^ 1712—1785. Leon. Leonidas. 

Goodriom, Samuel Griswold (Peter Parley), 1793—1880. 

Gofer, Thomas, 1692 — ^1629. Cupid's Whirligig. 

Goldsmith, Oliver, 1728—1774, Bes F, Deserted llltaf/e —Ep, to 
Sis. Epilogue to the Sisters, a Comedy. —RetaL Retaliation — Sne 
Stoops. S.heStoi^ to Conguer.—Trav. Traveller. — 7. W. Ficar qf 
Wakefield. 
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tJffEBSAT*, Eobert. 1600— IfiifJ. Lodov Sporza, Duke of Milan. 
^^ULD, Ilannali FJapg, (Ainencan), *1806 — 1865. 

James, 1765—1811. Sab Sabbath, a yoem. 

E^Unvillb. See Lanspowke. 
toAVES, Richard, 1715 — 1801. 

Guay, Tl»oii»as, 1716—1771. £1. Elegy in a Country Churchyard. 
Green, Alattliew, 1697—1787. 

Greene, Bobei’t, 1550—1592. 

Greville, Sir Rulke. See Lrooee, Lord. 

JIabington, William, 1605—1615. Queen of. Ar. Queni of Arragon^ 
a l\*ayedy. 

Hale, &i*ali Josepha, (A.merican), 1795 — living 
llALnED, Nathaniel Brassey, 1761—1830 

31 ALLEGE, Fitz-Grecne, (American), 1795—1669. Dozzans. Mace 
Bozzana. 

Halt^ John, 1627—1656. 

Hall, Louisa Jane, (American), 1802 — li\ing. 

Hammond, Anihony, 1668—1738. 

Harrington, Sir Jolm, 1561 — 1612. 

Hastings, Lady Flora, 1806 — 1889. 

Ha YARD, William, 1710—1778. K. C. I. King Charles the Eint, a 
Ti'agedy. — Reg. Regulwt, a Tragedy Scanderbey. 

Haynes, Joseph, 1650—1701, Fa. M. Fatal Mutfake. 

Hayijby, William, 1745—1820. 

Haywood (or Heywood), Eliza, 1693—1766. F. Cap. Fair Captioea 
a Tragedy. 

Heath, Robert, *1600 — *1660. Clar. Clainatella^ a Poem. 

Hebkr, Bisliop Reginald, 1783—1826. 

Hemans, Felicia Dorothea, 1794 — ^1835. 

Hemings, William, 1680—1687, Jews' T. Jews* Tragedy. 

Herbert, George, 1693 — 1632. Temp. Temple, 

Herbert, Hon. William, 1778—1817. 

Herbert of Chbrbdry, Lord, 1581 — 1648. 

Herrick, Robert, 1591 — 1674, Am. 0. Amatory Odea. — Aph. Apha^ 
rtams.-^Heap. Jleaperides. 

Hbrvet. Kleanor Louisa (Mrs. Kibble), ISLl— 1859, 

Hbevet, T. K , 1804—1859. 

Hoitouton, Lord. See Milnbs, Monckton. 

Heywood, John, *1500 — 1565. 

Hkvwood. Thomas, *1570 — 1639. Roy. King. Royal Kmj^ a Tragi' 
Comedy 

Higgons, Bevil, 1670 — 1735. Gen. Cong. OenerouH Cougueror, a 

Tragedy. 

HlLii, Aaron, 1685 — 1730. 

IIiLLiTOUSE, James A. (Amencau), 1780 — 1841. 
iloFFMAN, Charles Fen no, (American), 1806— living. 

1 1 OGG, James, 1772—3 835 

llOLiiES, Oliver 'Wendel4 (American), 1809 — ^living. 
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IIoLFORD, Miss (now Mrs. Hodaon), *1790 —living (?). Mar,Av} Jit 
garet qf Anjou^ a Pof*m. 

Holfobd, Mrs. M., *1775 — ^*1820. 

HoaCB, John, 1722 —1803. Do, Douglao, a Tragedy, 

Hood, Thomas, 1798—1815. 

Hoox, Theodore Edward, 1788 — 1811. 

Hopkins, Charles, 1664!— 1699. 

Howibd, Sir Robert, 1626—1698. D, Lemta, Duke qf Lerme,a 
IVagedg, — Satyr. Surprisaly a Comedy, 

Howbli., James, 1594—1666. 

Howitt, Mary, 1800 — ^Hring. 

Howitt, William, 1795—1879. 

Huncphbsy, David, (Amensan;, 1758—1818. 

Hunt. Leigh, 1784—1861. 

Hubdis, Janies, 1768—1801. 

Jbfpbbts, G-eorge, 1678—1755. 

Jbphson, Robert, 1736 — 1803. Bra, Braganza, 

Johnson, Cliarles, 1679 — 1748. 

Johnson, Dr. S.iiniiel, 1709 — 178 A Ir. Frene, a Tragedg.-^Lond, 
Londorty a Poem , — V H, IP. Vamty of Human Wishes, 

Jones, John, *1600— *1660. Adras. AdrastOy a TragUComedy 
JONEa, Sir William, 1746—1794. 
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POETICAL QUOTATIONS. 


ABBICmON. 

I give this heavy weight from off my head, 

And this unwieldy sceptre from mv hand, 

'j'he pride of kingly sway from out luy heart ; 

With mine own tears I wash away my balm, 

With mine own hands I give away my crown. 

With mine own tongue deny my saiTod state, 

With mine own breath release ail dutv*s rites. 

ABSElfCE. Shahespenre, Bic. /4 rv, 1. 

What I keep a week away ! Seven days and nights .® 

Eight score eight hours P and lover's absent hours. 

More tedious than the dial eight eoore times P 
O weary reckoning 1 8h, 0th. iii. 1, 

It so falls out, 

That what we have we priaie not to the worth 

Whiles we enjoy it ; but, being lacked and 

Why then we rack* the value. Sk. M. Ado,^ iv. 4. 

Absence not long enough to root out quite 

All love, increases love at second sight. T. Benrp n. 

Though absent, present in desires they be, i 

Our soul much farther than our eyes can see. 

Mhhnel Dragon. •* ^ 

Though lost to sight, to memory dear. \ 

The aMovMp uf this familiar saying is vai}*woW», 
hut it partakes very of the preceding 

a swift, jre hours, vou measure time in vain, 
you bring back Ijeonidas again : 

Be swifter now ; and, to redeem tliat wrong. 

Wlien he and I are met, be twice as long. Dry. Ifar. alaM^ 
Love reckons hours for months, and days for vear-» ; 

And every little absence is an age. Dry. Amphitrion. 

All flowers will droop in absence of tbe sun 
That wak'd their sweets. D y. Aurengzehe. 

Condymird whole years in absence to deplore, 

And image charms he must behold no more. Pops, JEloisa* 

* Ovnxato. 



2 ABSENCE- ABSTINENCE. 


ABS!EKCI£ -contirmed, 

No happier task tjiese faded eyes pursue ; 

To read and weep is all they now can do. lElct 

Of all affliction taught a lover yet 
, *Tis sure the hardest science to forget ! Pope, JSIoiea, 

Te dowers that droop, forsaken by the spring ; 

Ye birds that, left by summer^ cease to sing ; 

Ye trees that fade, when autumn heats remove, 

Say, is not absence death to those who love ? Pope, 


"Where’er I roam, whatever realms to see, - 
Mjr heart, untravell’d, fondly turns to thee ; 

Still to my brother turns, with ceaseless pain, 

And drags at each remove a lengthening cliain. 

Goldsmith, Traveller, 7, 
Not to understand a treasure’s worth 
T^l time has stol’n away the slighted good, 

Is cause of half tlie poverty wo foeh 

And makes the world: the wilderness it is. Cotoper, Tash, vi. 


Thiuk’st thou that I could bear to part 
Prom thee, and learn to halve my heart ? 

Years have not seen, time shall not see 

The hour that tears my soul from thee. Byron, JhMe^-Ah. 

t Wi^es in their husband’s absences grow subtler, 

;And daughters sometimes run off with the butler. 

'■ ' Byi'on, Bon Juan, ni. 22. 


0 tell him I have sat these three long hours, 
Counting the weaty beatings of the Sock, 


^ hich slowly portion’d ont the promis’d time 
^at brought him not to bless me with his sight. 
j Jo, Bailhe, Raynor i. 1. 

jAhstr^ makoB the.Iif «rt grow fonder. Moore, Shades ^ E, 
' Oh ! ootddflte^ ^hou but know 
With what a deep devotedness of woe 
I wept thy absence — o’er and o’er again 
Thinking of thee, still thee, tiU thought grew pain, 

And memory, like a drop that, night and day, 

Palls cold and ceaseless, wore my heart away I 

usrnraarcE. 


Yet abstinence in things we must profess, 

Which nature fram’d for need, not for excess. Broicne, Past 


duteases here the strongest fence 
la tbd dm^ive virtue abstinence. SerrkJc, ApK 331 
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,AT)IEU — continued. 

Thou camo tho parting hour, and what arise 
W^ en lorers part — expressive looks, and ojes 
idcr and tearful — many a fond adieu, 

Artd many a call the sorrow to renew. Ci'ahhe, 

^Adi''u, adieu ! my native shore 
^iPades o*or the waters blue ; 

Tlie night-winds sigh, tho breakers roar. 

And slurieks the wild sea-mew. 

Yon sun that sets upon tho sea 
We follow in his Sight ; 

Farewell aw’hile to him and thee, 

My native land — good night. /£>??, Ch, H. i. 13. 

ADHONinON - see Advice. 

Sum up at night what thou hast done by day ; 

And in the morning what thou hast to do. 

Dress and undress thy soul. Watch tho decay, 

And growth of it. If with iliy watch, that too 
Be down, then wind both up. Since we sliall be 
Most surely judged, make thy accounts agree. Herbert, Temp* 
What coxdd I more P 
I warn’d thee, I admonish’d thee, foretold 
The danger, and the lurking enemy 
That lay in wait ; beyond this had been force. 

And force upon free-will hath here no place, Mdton, vii 77, 
Be wise with speed ; 

A fool at forty is a fo ol indeed. Young, Sat. ii. 283- 

ADTTI.IEBY. 

What men call gallantry, and gods adultery, 

Is much more common where the climate’s sultry. 

Bgron, Don Juan, i. (53. 

ABTBBSITY— Afl^tion. 

‘itrange how many unimaginM cliarges 
C an swarm upon a man, when once the hd 
O* the Pandora box of eontumely 

♦ ^ » open’d o’er his head. Shakespeare, Poems 

Such a house broke ! 

S noble a master fallen ! all gone ! and not 
t*ne friend, to take his fortune by the arm, 

^oa'd go along with him. Sh, Timon, ii, 2 

This is in thee a nature but affected ; 

A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 

From change ot fortune. Sh. Timon, v, 3, 

The great man down, you mark his favourite flies, 

,^he poor advanced makes friends of enemies. Sk. 2£iim. u r.a 



ABVEBSITT. 


iU^VEESITY — eontiniied. 

Sweet are the uses of adversity, 

Wiiicli, lihe the toad, ugl^' aiii venomous, 

Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ; 

And this our life, exempt from public haunt, r 

Finds tongues in trees, hooks in the running brooks, * 
Sermons in stones, and good in everything. 67/. A. Y. tl 1 
Where you are liberal of your loves and counsels, 

Bo sure you be not loose ; for those you make friends, 

And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 

The least rub in jour fortunes, fall’ away 

Like water from ye, never found again 

But whore they mean to sink ye. Sh. //. r///. ii. 1. 

Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 

This is the state of man ; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope — ^lo morrow blossoms. 

And bears his bluslnng honours thick upon liim ; 

The third day comes a frost, a killing frost ; 

And when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
jJ£is greatness is a ripening, — ^nips his root, 

And then he falls as I do. 8h. H, vin, m. 2« 

I have touch’d the highest point of all my greatness ; 

And, from that full meridian of my glory, 

I haste now to my setting. 1 lali 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no rnan see me more Sh, JT. vni, iit. 2, 

By adversity are ‘a rought 
The greatest works of admiration, 

And all the fair cxam][>les ' f renown, 

’ Out of distress and miserj are grown. Daniel, JE. of South. 
Love is maintained by wealth ; when all is spent, 

Adversity then breeds the discontent. Serrfck, Aj>h. 141. 
Adversity, sage useful guest. 

Severe instructor, but the best, 

It is from thee alone we know 

fTustly to value things below. Somerville. 

I am not now in fortune’s power : 

He that is down, can fall no lower. Butler ^ J3M* 

Who has not known ill fortune, never knew 

Himself, or his own virtue. Mallet^ Alfred, 

Affliction is the wholesome soil of virtue ; 

Where patience, honour, sweet humanity, 

Calm fortitude, take root and strongly flourish. MaU Affrt 
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ADVERSITY — eontinued. 

The gods in bounty work up storms about us. 

That give mankind occasion to exert 

Their hidden stren^h, and throw out into practice 

Virtues that shun the day, and lie conceal*d 

In the smooth seasons and the calms of life. Addison,Cato, 

Where is the hero who ne’er found his equal ? 

Or which the nation that can boast a chtef 
Who still return’d victorious from the field P Frowde, Sa^ 
To exult. 

Even o’er an eneiw oppressed, and heap 
Affliction on the afflicted, is the mask 

And the mean triumph of a dastard soul. Smollett, JReg, 
In this wild world the fondest and the best. 

Are the most tried, most troubled, and distress’d. Gtahhe. 
I have not quailed to danger's brow 

When high and happy — ^need I now P Byron, Qiaour 

Of all the horrid, hideous notes of woe. 

Sadder than owl-songs on the midnight blast, 

Is that portentous phrase, ** I told you so,” 

Utter’d oy friends, those prophets of the past. 

Who ’stead of saying what you now should do, 

Own they foresaw that you would fall at last, 

And solace your slight lapse ’gainst “ hunjoa more^,** 

With a long memorandum of old stories, Byron, Don J. 

And fellow countrymen have stood aloof— 

In aught that tries the heart, how few withstand the proof ! 

Byron, C/i. H, 

The good are better made by ill. 

As odours crush’d are better stilL Bogera, JacqueUne 

ADVICE. 

Love thyself last ; cherish those hearts that hate thee ; 
Corruption wins not more tlian honesty 
Still in tliy right hand carry gentle peace. 

To silence envious tongues- 8k, JEEen, viii, iii. 2, 

Crive thy thoughts no tongue. 

Nor any unproportion’d thought his act. 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

The friends thou hast, and tlieir adoption tried. 

Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel : 

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 

Of each new-hatch’d. unfiedijod comrade. 8). Mam, i. E. 



ADTICfK. 


ADVICE— 

I shall the effect of this jifood lesson keep 

As watchman to my heart. Sh, Ham, x. 8 

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice ; 

Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judgment. Hk i. 3 

Love all, trust a few. 

Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 
Kather in power than use ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life’s key : be cheek’d for silence, 

But never tax’d for speech. S//. AiVs IK 1. 1. 

A wretched soul, bruis’d with adversity 
We bid be quiet, when we hear him cry ; 

But were we burden’d with like weight of pain, 

As much, or more, wo should ourselves complain. 

SL Com, E. II. 1. 

I pray thee, cease thy counsel 
Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve. Sh, Murh A. v, 1. 

Learn to be wise, and practise how to thrive : 

That would I have thee do ; and not to spend 
Tour coin on every bauble that you fancy, 

Or every foolish brain that humours you. 

I would not have vou to invade each place’, 

Nor thrust yourself on all societies, 

Till men’s affections, or your own desert. 

Should worthily invite you to your rank. 

He that is so respectless in liis courses. 

Oft sells his reputation at cheap market. Ben Jvnwn, 

Know when to speak — for many times it brines 

Danger, to give the best advice to kings. Jiierrich^Apli, 245. 

Take sound advice, proceeding from the heart 

Sincerely yours, ana free from fraudftd art. Dryden 

When things go ill, each fool presumes to advise. 

And if more happy, tlunks himself more wise ; 

All wretdiedly deplore the present state, ; ’ i"’ 

And that advice seems best which comes too late.^ ^^Sedley 

Learn to dissemble wrongs, to smile at injuries^ / 

And suffer crimes thou wanst the power to punish : * 

Be easy, affable, familiar, friendly : 

Search, and know all mankind’s mysterious ways ; 

This is the way, this only, to be safe 
In such a world as this. 


Boice* Ulyeee^ 



ABTICB— AFFECTIOlff. 


^^GZ-^eontinved. 

No part of conduct asks for skill more nice, 

Though none more common, than to give advice ; 

Misers themselves in this will not be saving, 

Unless their knowledge makes it worth the having ; 

And where’s the wonder when we will obtrude 
A useless gift, it meets ingratitude. StUlinfjJlett 

The assuming wit, who deems liimself so wise. 

As his mistaken patron to advise, 

Let him not dare to vent his dang’rous thought — 

A noble fool was never in a fault. Pope 

The worst men give oft the best advice. Badf p, Festus. 
ATFABILITY. 

Gentle to mo, and afTable hath been 
Thy condescension, and shall be honoured ever 
. With grateful memory. Mdton P. L. viii. 2 IS 

APFECTATIOif. 

Maids, in modesty, say !No to that 
Which they would have the profferer construe, Ay. 

Fie, fie ; how wayward is tlus foolish love, 

That like a testy babe will scratch the nurse. 

And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod ! 8h, Ttoo G. i. 2 

Why Afieotation — ^why this mock grinmce ? 

Go, silly thing, and hide that simpering face ! 

Thy lisping prattle, and thy mmcmg gait, 

All thy false mimic fooleries I hate ; 

For thou art Folly’s counterfeit, and she 
Who ia right foolish hath the better plea : 

Nature’s true idiot I prefer to tho3 ! Cumhedan L 

There affectation, with a sickly mien. 

Shows in her cheek the roses of eighteen. Pope, It. L. iv. 3 1 . 
In man or woman, but far most in man. 

And most of all in man that ministers 
And serves the altar, in my soul I loathe 
All affectation ; ’tis my perfect scorn ; 

Object of my implacable disgust. Cowper, Ta^k^ ii. 415 
AFrEQTIp]S(— 9^ Friendship, Love. 

^ Why, she would hang on him, 

A&if increase of appetite had grown 
By wjiat^ fed on. Sh. Ham. i. 2 

i Affection is a co£(l that must be cool’d, 

, Else, suffer’d, it will set the heart on fire. Sh. Poems 

Excellent wretch ! perdition catch my soul 
But I do love thee 1 and when I love thee not 
Chaos is come again. Sh* 0th. iii. 3 



10 AFFECTIOIT— AFFLICT I Oir. 

APFSCnOir ’^eontinit^ 

Of all the tpaots that the world affords. 

Oar own affections arc the fiercest lordLs. Sth ling^ JuK C 

What wc lore too much, 

The Heavens correcting this our zeal, more strong 
Thau our devotion toward them, lake from us. Parnctf, 11 

Where yet was ever found a mother, 

Who’d give her booby for another. Gay, Fahle iii. 33 

Fathers alone a father’s heart can know, 

What secret tides of still enjoyment flow. 

When brothers love : but if their hate succeeds. 

They wage the war ; but ’tis the father bleeds. Yunny, 

The virtuous man and honest~he*s my brother ; 

And he alone ; for nature never meant 
By her affections to engage our hearts 
To villany and baseness. Francts, 

Some feelings are to mortals given, 

With less of earth in them than heaven ; 

And if there be a human tear 
From passion’s dross refined and clear. 

A tear so limpid and so meek. 

It would not stain an angers cheek, 

'Tis that which pious fathers shed 

Upon a duteous daughter's head. Scott Lady of the L, ii. 23. 

There is in life no blessing like affection ; 

It soothes, it hallows, elevates, subdues, 

And bringeth down to earth its native heaven : — 

Life has naught else that may supply its place. L. E. Laudon, 

y ears have not seen — ^time shall not see 

Tlie hour tlrnt tears my soul from thee. Byron, B, Ah. i. 2 

Each was the other s mirror, and but read 
Joy sparkling in their dark eyes, like a gem ; ^ 

And &ew each brightness was but the reflection 

Of their unchanging glances of affection. Byi'on. 

AFFUCnOlT— Adversity. 

Let the galled jade wince, our withers are unwmng. 

Heaven but tries our virtue by affliction ; Earn. in. 2 

As oft the cloud that wraps the present hour 

Serves but to lighten all our future days. Broicnt 

When Providence, for secret ends. 

Corroding cares, or sharp affliction, sends ; 
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hSSljlOTLQ"S~-coHtii*iied. 

We must conclude it best it should be so, 

And not desponding or impatient grow. 

Fomfret, To a Friend in tio t. 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we smile — 

The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry hTounff, S . 1\ o 

Affliction is the good man’s shining scene ; 

Prospenty conceals his brightest ray ; 

As night to stars, woe lustre gives to man. Young^ i\ . 7'. 9. 
He went, like one that hath been stunn’d. 

And is of sense forlorn : 

A sadder and a wiser man 

He rose the morrow morn. Coleridge , And. Mar. pt. 2. 

AJFEOJSiTS. 

To bear affronts, too great to be forgiven, 

And not have power to punish. JOrgden, Sg» lu'iar. 

Young men soon forgive, and forget affronts ; 

Old age is slow in both. Addison^ Cato. 

A moral, sensible, and well-bred man 

Will not afiront me, and no other can Coteper, Convers. 191. 


ATTEBHOOK. 

The dew that lay upon the morning grass ; 
There is no rustting in the lofty elm 
That canopies my dwelling, and its shade 
Scarce cools me. All is silent, save the faint 
And interrupted murmur of the bee 
Settling on the sick dowers, and then again 
InstanSy on the wing. 


BryaaL 


AGE — Old Age, Years. 

f When the age is in, the wit is out. Bh. M. Ado. in. 0. 

Time hath not yet so dried tMs blood of mine, 

Nor age so eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means, 

Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends. 

But they shall find, awaked in such a kind. 

Both strength of limb, and policy of mind, 

Ability of means, and choice of friends. 

To quit me of them thoroughly. Sh, M. Ado^ iv. 1. 


His silver hairs 

Will purchase us a good opinion. 

And buy men’s voices to commend our doods ; 

It shall he said. — ^his judgment rul’d our luinds. Sh.Jul.O. ii.l. 
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^ Manhood, when verging into Age, grows tliouglitfiih* 

Full of 'wise saws, and moral instances. ^7^. A. Y. L. ii. 7 

I hnow thee not, old man : fall to thy prayers : 

How ill white hairs become a fool and jester! Sh, /T". ii C 

I am declin’d into the vale of years. Sh, 0th. in. 

All the world 's a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players : 

They have their exits and their entrances ; 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His acts being seven ages. Sh. A. Y. L. ii. 7. 

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety ; other women 
Cloy th* appetites they feed ; but she mates hungry 
"V^ere most she satisfies. Sh. Ant. Cfeo. ii. 2 

You are old ; 

Nature in you stands on the very verge 

Of her confine.* Sh. L€ai\ ii. 4 

An old man, broken with the storms of state, 

Is come to lay his weaiy bones among ye ; 

G*ive him a little earth for charity I Sh. Men. viii. iv. 2. 

When forty winters shall besiege your brow, 

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty^s field. 

Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now, 

Wul he a tatter’d weed, of small worth held. Sh. Horn. v. 1. 

Of no distemper, of no blast he died, 

But fell like autumn fruit that mellow’d long, 

Even wonder’d at because he dropt no sooner ; 

Fate seem’d to wind him up for fourscore years ; 

Yet freshly ran he on ten winters more. 

Till, like a clock worn out with eating time, 

The wheels of weary life at last stood still. jDrjydea, (Ed. lT.lt 


Learn to live well, or fairly make your will ; 

You’ve play’d, and lov’d, and ate, and drank your fill, 

Walk sober off, before a sprightlier age. 

Comes titt’ring on, and shoves you from the stage • 

Leave such to trifle with more grace and ease 
Whom folly pleases, and ^hose follies please. Pone, /«* 

[ii. 2, 822 

See how the world its veterans rewards I 
A youUi of frolics, an old age of cards. Pope. M. JSe. it. 243 

* Duo of Capel Lofft's ingenious aphorisms, published in 1S12. 
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16 E — continued, 

A venerable asjgect ! 

Age sits witb. decent gri^e upon bis visage, 

And wortbily become bis silver locks : 

He wears tbe marks of many years well spent, 

Of virtue, truth weU tried, ana wise experience, Itowe^J,S,iSL 

Tbe band of time alone disarms 
Her face of its superfluous ebarms ; 

But adds, for every grace resigned, 

A thousand to adorn Tier mind. Broome. 

Shall our pale, wither'd bands, be still stretch'd out, 
Trembling, at once, witb eagerness and age P 
With av’rice, and convulsions, graining bard P 
Grasping at air ; for what has earth beside P 
Man wants but little ; nor that little long ; 

How soon must be resign biiA'^ dust, 

Which frugal nature lent him for an hour ! Young, N. T, iv. 

What folly can be ranker? Like our shadows, 

Our wishes lengthen as our sun declines. Young, JY. T. v. 

We see time's furrows on another's brow, 

How few themselves in that just mirror, see 1 Young, N. T. v. 

O, sir ! I must not teU tsxj age. 

They say '^romen and music should never be dated. 

Goldsmith, She Sioojps, ixi. 

Though old, ho still retain’d 
His manly sense, and ener^ of mind. 

Virtuous and wise he was, but not severe ; 

He still remember'd that he once was young. Armstrong, 

An age that melts with unpcrceived decay, 

And glides in modest innocence away ; 

Whoso peaceful Day benevolence endears, 

Whose Night con^atulating conscience cheers ; 

The gener^ favourite as the general friend: 

Such age tliere is, and who shall wish its end P 

JohTuon, Van, of H, IV, 21)3 
Tho* time has touch’d her too, she still retains 
Much beauty and more maj'es^. Bgron, 

Yet time, who changes all, had altered him 
In soul and aspect as in age : vears steal 
Eire from the mind as vigour from the limb : 

And life's enchanted cup but sparkles near the biim.- 

Bgron CJL JSar, iii. 8 
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AGE— ALPS. 


— eotti imed, 

Wliat is the worst of woes that wait on affe ? 

WTiat stamps the wrinkle deeopst on the brow ? 

To view each loved one blit^hted from life’s page, 

And be alone on earth as 1 am now. Ch JS. 08 

AGGltESSION. 

You take my house, when you do take the prop 
That d(*th sustain my house ; you take my life, 

Wlien you do take tlie means whereby I live. Bh. Af. F. iv« 1. 

ALACEITT - see Promptitude. 

A willing heart adds feather to the heel, 

And makes the cloma a winged Mercury. 

AT.An.Tir Jo. Bailhe 2). J/. in. 1 

Wliat’s the business, 

That such a hideous trumpet calls to jjarlev, 

The sleepers of the house r — Speak, — speat ! Sh. l\fac. ii. 

AIEXANBBDnS. 

A needless Alexandrine ends the song, 

That, like a wounded snake, drags its slow length along. 
AILEGIAITCE. Pope^ E, Cni. 150 

Allegiance, tempted too far, is like 
A sword well temper’d on an anvil tried. 

That press’d too liardly may in pieccis fly : 

An ovcrburtJien’d trust may treach’ry prove, 

And be too late repented. MasAuiffer 

AlOKE —864 Solitude. 

Alone she sat — alone i that worn-out word. 

So idly spoken and so coldly heard ; 

Yet all that poets sing, and grief hath known, 

Of hope laid waste, knells in that word — alone ! iVVw I^ijwa 

ALPHTE IBAVEL. 

Though sluggards deem it but a foolish chase, 

And marvel men should quit their easy chair, 

The toilsome way, and long, long league to trace, 

Oh, there is sweetness in the mountain air, 

And life tliat bloated ease can never hope to share. 

ALPS, Bi/ron, Ch. R. i. 30 

Above me are the Alps, 

The palaces cf Nature, whose vast walls 
Have pinnacled in clouds their snowy scalps, 

And thron’d eternity in i^ halls 
Of cold sublimity, where forms and falls 
The avalanche — ^the thunderbolt of 8no\T ! — 

All that expands the spirit, yet appals, 
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&LPS — eoniimied. 

Gather around those summits, as to show 

How earth may pierce to Hearen, yet leave vain man bekm . 

Byron, Ch, JT. iii. 62 

Who first beholds the Alps, — that mighty chain 
Of mountains, stretching on from east to west, 

So massive, yet so shadowy, so ethereaJ, 

As to belong rather to heaven than earth — 

But instantly receives into his soul 
A sense, a feeling that he loses not — 

A something that informs him 't is a moment 

Whence he may date henceforward and for ever. Bogen. 

AlTAZBlffENT— jttfg Astonisluneat. Surprise. 

But look ! Amazement on my motlier sits ; 

0 step between her and her fighting soul : 

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works. Sh, JECam. iii. JL 

They spake not a word ; 

But, like dumb statues, or breathless stones, 

Star’d on each other, and look’d deadly pale. 

ATurR-Bip. Sh, Bic, ni, iij. 7. 

Pretty ! in amber to observe the forms 
Of hams, or straws, or dirt, or gruDs, or worms ! 

The tlungs, we know, ere neither rich nor rare. 

But w’ondcr how the devil they gob there. Po 2 >e,JEp, fo Arh, 
AMBrnON—wtf Tame, Glory, Pride [ 1 Oi). 

RtOtiiqh, Fain would I climb, but that I foar to fall. 

Q. EL If thy mind fail thee, do not climb at all. Soolt, ATew.xn i 
Fling away ambition ; 

Bv that sin fell the angels : how can man tijen, 

Tbe linage of his Maker, hope to win by’t? vin, iii.2 

I have ventur’d 

lake little wanton bo^s that swim on bladders, 

This many summers in a sea of glory. 

i.ut far beyond my depth ; my high-blown pride 

At length broke under me. b’A. JET. yin, nr, 2. 

! hi en at some time are masters of their fates : 

I 'I ho fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars. 

But in ourselves, that we are underlings. S7u JuL C. i. 2. 

Lowliness is young ambition’s ladder, 
j "Whereto the climber upward turns his face ; 

^ But when he once attains the utmost round, 

He then unto the ladder turns his back. 

Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 

By which he did ascend. Sh. Jul. C. ii. 1 
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AJfBmOV— 


XICBITIOK. 


I liave no spur 

To prick tlie sides of mv intent, but onlj^ 

Vaulting ambition, wbicU overleaps itself, 

And falls on the other side. Sit, Mach. i. 7 


They that stand high, liave many blasts to sliako them ; 

And if they fall, they da»h themselves to pieces. SA. E m, i. 3 


Ambition s monstrous stomach does increase 
By eating, and it fears to starve, unless 
It still may feed, and all it sees devour. 

Davenani, JPla^house to let 

To reign is worth ambition, though in Hell : 

Better to reign in Hell, than serve in Heav*n. 

But what will Ambition and Revenge 
Descend to P Who aspires, must down as low 
As high he soar’d, obnoxious, first or last, 

To basest things. Revenge, at first though sweet, 

Bitter ere long, back on itself recoils. Mdtont P, L, ix. 168 
Ambition is a lust that’s never quench'd. 

Grows more enflam'd, and madder by enjoyment. 

Ambition is the dropsy of the soul, Otvaay^ Qa\. Ma, 

Whose thirst we must not yield to, but control. Sedley, 
Ambition ! the desire of active souls, 

That pushes them beyond the bounds of nature. 

And derates the hero to the Gods. Eowe^ Am, Step 

Ambition hath but two steps : the lowest, 

Blood; the highest, envy, TAUy, Midas. 


Ambition hath one heel nail’d in hell. 

Though she stretch her fingers to touch tbe heavens, Ih. 
What various wants on power attend I 
Ambition never gains its end. 

Who hath not heard the rich complain 
Of surfeit and corporeal pain P 
And barr’d from every use of wealth. 

Envy the ploughman’s strength and health. Gay, Fahle, 5. 
Ambition is an Idol, on whose wings 
Great minds are carry’d only to extreme ; 

To be sublimely great, or to be nothing. Souiheirn, Loy, Brx 

The fiery soul abhorr'd in Catiline, 

In Decius charms, in Curfcius is divine : 

The same ambition can destroy or save, 

And make a patriot, as it makes a knave. Es, AI 
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AJCBITlOir -G0Hti»ned» 

Oil, sous of eart.Ii ! attempt ye still to rise, 

^ mountains pil'd on mouti tains, to tlio skies? 

Steaven still with lauj^hter the vain toil surveys, 

And buries madmen in the heaps they raise. Fope, d£ 

Ambition is a spirit in the world, 

That causes all the ebbs and flows of nations, 

Seeps mankind sweet by action : without that. 

The world would be a flltiiy settled mud. Crotoxey Ajnb. SiaUsm, 
Oh, were I seated hi^li as my ambition, 

I’d place this naked toot on necks of monarchs ! ^ y 

MTaJpole^ yfyst. ilf. 

The true ambition there alone resides, 

Where justice vindicates, and wisdom guides 5 
Where inward dignity joins outward state, 

Our purpose good, as our achievement great ; 

Where public blessings, public praise attend. 

Where glory is our motive, not our end : 

Wouldst thou be famed ? have those high acts in view, 

Brave men would act, though scandal would ensueJ:^»«o,X.jyi 
Fame is the shade of immortality, tvii. 

And in itself a shadow. Soon as caught, 

Contemn’d, it shrinks to nothing in the grasp. iSl* 21 

Unnumber’d suppliants crowd preferment’s gate, 

Athirst for wealth, and burning to be great. 

Delusive fortune hears the incessant call. 

They mount, they shine, evaporate and fall. 

Johruoiiy V, JT. TT\ 

This sov’roign passion, scornful of restraint, 

Even from the Tbixth affects supreme command, 

Sv ells in the breast, and with resistless force, 

O’erbears each gentler motion of the mind. Joktuton, 

Dream after dream ensues. 

And still they dream that they sliall still succeed, 

And still are disappointed. Cotoper , Task, ni. 127. 

On the summit, see, 

Tlie seals of office glitter in liis eyes *, 

He climbs, he pants, he grasps them. At Ids heels. 

Close at his heels, a demago^e ascends. 

And witli a dext’rous jerk soon twists him dowm, 

And wins them, but to lose them in his tum. Cowper^ 1\ iv. 08 

Ah ! who can tell how hard it is to climb 

The steep v^here Fame’s proud temple shines afar, 

JBeaU^e, JAina. x* 1 
C 
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AMBinOK -^continued. 

He who ascends on monntain-iops, sliaJl find 
The loftiest peats most wrapt in clouds and snow ; 

He who surpasses or subdues mankind, 

JTust loot down on the hate of those below. 

Byt'on, Ch. S, III. 4d 

To th' expanded and ai^iringsoul, 

To be but still the tiling it long has been, 

Is miseiT, e’en though enthron’d it were 

Under the cope of high imperial state. Jo. BaiWe, Elhiv, 

AMERICA. 

Poor lost America, high honours missing, 

Snows nought of smile and nod, and sweet liand -kissing ; 
Snows nought of golden promises of kings ; 

Snows nought of coronets, and stars, and strings. 

Peter Pindar 

Who can, with patience, for a moment see 
The medley mass of pride and misery, ^ 

Of whips and charters, manacles and rights, 

Of slavmg blacks and democratic whites. Moore 

Well— peace to the land ! may the people at length, 

Know that freedom is bliss, but that honour is strength ; 

That though man hare the wings of the fetterless wind. 

Of the wantonest air that the north can unbind, 

Tet if health do not sweeten the blast with her bloom, 

Hor yirtue’s aroma its pathway perftime, 
tJnblest is the freedom and dreary the flight, 

That but wanders to ruin and wantons to blight ! Moore. 

America ! half brother of the world ! 

With something good and bad of every land ; 

Greater than thee have lost their seat— 

Greater scarce none can stand. Badey^ Fes f tut. 

Columbia, child of Britain, — noblest child ; 

I praise tlie glowing lustre of thy youth, 

And fain would see thy g^t heart reconciled 
To love the mother of so blest a birth ; 

For we are one Columbia ; still the same 
In lineage, language, laws, and ancient fame, 

The natoral nooility of earth. Tapper, Lynrs 

Thou, O, my country, hast thy foolish ways, 

Too apt to purr at every stranger’s praise, — 

But if the stranger touch thy modes or laws. 

Off goes the velvet, and out come the daws ! Jlvhnes 
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ANGESIBT — Pedigree. 

I have no ums, no dusty monuments ; 

No broken images of ancestors, 

Wanting an ear or nose ; no forged tables 

Of long descents, to boast false honours from. B. Jortsun, 

B«)ast not the titles of your ancestors, brave youth ! 

They're their possessions, none of yours. 

When your own virtues equaH’d have their names^ 

'Twill be but fair to lean upon their fames, 

For they are strong supporters ; but till then, 

The greatest are but growing gentlemen. Be72 Jonson 

Your kindred is not much amiss, 't is true, 

Yet I am somewhat better born than you. D rtf den. 

The deeds of long-descended ancestors 

Are but by grace of imputation ours. Dry den. 

He that to ancient wreaths can bring no more 

Form his own worth, dies bankrupt on the score. Cleveland, 

Were honour to be scaun'd by long descent 
From ancestors illustrious, I could vaunt 
A lineage of the greatest, and recount 
Among my fathers, names of ancient story. 

Heroes and god-like patriots, who subdued 
The world by arms and virtue ; 

But that be their own praise : 

Nor will I borrow merit from the dead, 

Myself an undeserver. Ttowe, 

What can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards ? 

Alas ! not all the blood of all the Howards. ?Lr. tv.215. 

He stands for fame on his forefather's feet. 

By heraldry, prov’d valiant or discreet ! Youny, L, F, s. 1, 

Let high birth triumph I what can be more great i 
Nothing — but merit m a low estate. Yoang, 

Thev that on glorious ancestors enlarge, 

Produce their debt, instead of their discliargo Ytmng 

I am one, 

Who finds within me a nobility 

That spurns the idle prating of the great. 

And their mean boast of what their mthers were, 

While they themselves are fools effeminate, 

The scorn of all who know the worth of mind 

And virtue. Ferdval, 

C 2 
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AHGEL3— For Aagels’ Visits, see Hope. 

J [eaveii bless theo ! 

Thou hast the sweetest faec I ever looked on ; 

Por, as I have a soul, she is an angel S/i. Hen. viJL iT.l 

^ Pools rush in w hero angels fear to tread. Pope, S. O, d24 

AHQSE— Passion, Eage, Temper. 

Anger’s inv mi*at ; 1 sup upon niyselT, 

And so shall starve uith feeding. Sh, CorioL iv. 2* 

.V w Oman moved i.s like a fountain troubled, 

^fuddv. ill-seemiug, thick, bereft of beauty ; 

And vrhile it is so, none so dry or thirstj^ 

"Will deign to sip or toueli one* drop of it. 57/ . Tt/m. S. 2. 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe youi*self : We raa^" outrun, 

By violent swiftness, that which we run at, 

And lose by over-running. Know you not, 

The fire, that mounts the liquor tin it run o’er, 

In seeming to augment it, wastes it? SL H. nil. i. 1. 

Anger is like 

A full-hot horse ; who bemg allow’d his way, 

Self-mettle tires him. Sh. H. vm. i. 3. 

VVlmt sudden anger ’s this? how liaye I reap’d it? 

He parted frowning from me, as if ruin^ 

Leap’d from his eyes : so looks the chafed lion 
TTpon the daring huntsman that has gall’d him ; 

'I hen makes him notliing, H. vili. iii. 2, 

Never anger made good guard for itself. Bh. Ant. Cho. iv. 1 . 
Away to heaven, respective lenity, 

And fire-eyed fury be my eonductnow, Sh. Bom. Juh iii. 1. 

j ^ Wliat to ourselves in passion we propose, 

The passion ending, dotli the purpose lose. Sh. Ifam. iir. 2. 

('), that my tongue were in the tliunder’s mouth I 
Then with a passion would I shake the world. 

1 j -XT 1 1 Sh. X. John, 111. 4 

Tl ou are yoked with a lamb, 

That carries anger as the flint bears fire ; 

Wlio, much enfereci shews a hasty spark, 

And straight is cold again. Sh. Jul. C. iv. 2. 

Anger in hasty words or blows. 

Itself discharges on our foes. Waller. 

The elephant is never won with anger ; 

Nor must tliat man, who would reedaim a lion. 

Take him by the teeth. Dry den. All for Lov* 
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&KGEB — mifimuA. 

Witli fiery eyes, and with contracted brows, 

He coin’d his face in the severest stamp, 

And ftiry shook his fabric like an earthquake. 

He heaved for vent, and burst like bellowing .^tna. 

In sounds scarce human. Drydvn, 

There is a fatal Fury in your visage, 

It blazes fierce, and menaces destruction. Koivdi Fair P, 
When anger rushes, un restrain’d to action, 

Like a hot steed, it stumbles in its u ay ; 

The man of thought strikes deepest, and strikes safest. 

Saimgey Sir T, Ov, 

His eyes like meteors roll’d, then darted down 
Their red and angry beams ; as if liis sight 
Would, like the raging dog star, scorch the earth. 

And kindle rivers in its course. Congreve. 

Those hearts tliat start at once into a blaze, 

And open all their rage, like summer storms 
At once discharged grow cool again and calm. 

C. Johnsons Medea. 

And her brow clear’d, but not her troubled eye ; 

The wind was down but still the sea ran high. Bgron^ D. J. 
Loud complaint, however angrily 
It shakes its phrase, is little to be feared, 

And less distrusted. Bgron, Doge T". 

Oh ! Anger is an evil thing. 

And spoils the fairest face, — 

It cometh like a rainy cloud 
Upon a sunny place. 

One angry moment often docs 
What we' repent for years ; 

It works the wrong we ne’er make right 
By sorrow or by tears. Etua Cook 

ASTGLING. 

The pleasant’ st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream. 

And greedily aevour the treacherous bait. Sh. M. Ado. iii. 1. 
Give mo mine angle; we'll to the river theic*. 

My music playing far off, I will betra}' 

Tawny-finned fish ; my bended hooks slmll pierce 
Their slimy jaws. Sh. AuL Cleop* ui. A 

AinXCEDElTCS. 

Men so noble. 

However fa^ty, yet should find respect 
For what they have been ; 't is a cruelly 
To load a falling man. 


SL Jl. vm. T. Z. 
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AimCIPATION. 

WLy Sjbonld we 
Anticipate our sorrows ? *t is like those 
Who die for fear of death. Denham 

Peace, brother, be not over-exquisite 
To cast the fashion of uncertain evils ; 

For, grant tliey be so, while they rest unknown, 

What need a man forestall his date of grief, 

And inn to meet what he would most avoid? Milton, Com, 


To swallow gudgeons ere they're catched, 

*Vnd count their chickens ere they're hatdied. 

Butler Ilud, iii. 

ANTIFATEY. 


Some men there are love not a ^ping pig ; 

Some that are mad if they behold a cat. 

Kasterless* passion sways it to the mood 

Of what it likes or loathes. Bh, M, iv. 


1 . 


1 . 


Ask you what provocation I have had ? 

The strong antipathy of good to bad. 
AirridUABY-AirciQinTY. 

They say he sits 

All day in contemplation of a statue 
With ne'er a nose ; and dotes on the decay, 

With greater love than the self-loved Narcissus 

Did on his beauty. Shah\ Marmion, Antiq 

What toil did honest Ciirio take. 

What strict inquiries did he make. 

To get one medal wanting yet, 

And perfect all the Eoman set ! 

'T is found ! and oh ! his happy lot I 

’T is bought, locked up, and hes forgot ! Trior ^ Alma, c. 2. 
How his eyes languish 1 how his thoughts adore 
That painted coat, which Joseph never wore ! 

He shews, on holidays, a sacred pin, 

That touch'd the run’, that toucli d queen Bess's chin. 

jawng. Love of /*’. iv. 13f), 

Bare are the buttons of a Boman’s breeches, 

In antiquarian eyes surpassing riches : 

Bare is each crack'd, black, rotten, eartlien dish. 

That held of ancient Borne the flesh and fish. Peter Pindar 


ANXIErT. 

But human bodies are sic fools. 

For a' their colleges and schools. 

That, when nae real ills perplex them, 

They make enow themsels to vex them. Burnt, 

* This line is the ornx of critics : Kowe, Pope, and th^ foUowew tfivo 
lest, others give or Wood, Dree, and the “ Glohe give 
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’ A man, whose blood 
Is very snow broth ; one who never feels 
The wanton stings and motions of the sense t 
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, study and fast, 8A* M, for M. i. fi 

APPABmOK. 

Tliey gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid apparition, tall and ghostly, 

'J'liat walks at dead of night, or takes his stand 
O’er some new-opcn’d grave, and (strange to tcUd 
Evanishes at crowing of the cock. (rmre. 

APOIOOY. 

Forgive me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow ' 

Be a sufficient ransom for ofience, 

I tender it here ; I do as truly suffer 

As e’er I did offend. 8h* Tuso G. v. 4. 


"lE know the action was extremely wrong ; 

I own it, I deplore it, I eondenan it ; 

But I detest ^ fiction, even in song, 

And so must teU the truth, howe’er you blame it. 

Byron, Don Juan, 

APPAEBL. 

Through taitter’d clothes small vices do appear : 

Bobes and furr’d go^vns hide all. Plate sui with gold, 

And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks ; 

Arm it in rags, a pigmy’s straw doth pierce it. 8h, Lear, rv. 6, 

/&ur purses shall be proud, our garments poor, 

For % is the mind that makes the body rich : 

And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds. 

So honour peereth in the meanest habit. 8L Tam, 8, iv.3. 

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy. 

But not expressed in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 8k, Mam, x. S. 

APPEAL. 

1 have done the state some service, and they know it, 

Ko more of that ; I pray you in your letters. 

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate. 

Speak of me as I am, nothing extenuate, 

]N or set down aught in malice. 8k, 0th, v. 3 

appeabaeges. 

',All that glisters is not gold. 

I Gilded tombs do worms infold. 8h, Mer, V, n. 7 
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APPEAEAKOJSS— 

There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain ; 

And though that nature with a beauteous wall 

Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 

J will believe, thou hast a mind that suits 

With tJiis thy fair and outward character. 54. Tio, A*, i. 2 

That gloomy outside, like a rusty chest, 

Contains the shining treasure of a soul 

Eesolv^d and brave. Di'yden^ Don Sebastian 

Appearances to save, liis only care ; 

So things seem right no matter what th^ are. 

Churckilly 'Roeciad 

By outward show let’s not be cheated ; 

Au ass should like an ass be treated. Qa^, pt. 2. Fable ii 

*T is not the fairest form that holds 
The mildest, purest soul within ; 

’T is not the richest plant that folds 

The sweetest breath of fragrance in. J?. Dawes. 

^ Appearances deceive, 
v^And this one maxim is a standing rule, 

Men are not what they seem. Havapd, Scanderleg, 

Your thief looks in the crowd. 

Exactly like the rest, or rather better j 
MMs only at tlie bar, and in the dungeon, 

That wise men know your felon by his features. 

BgroUf irerner, ii. h 

^ Full many a stoic eye and aspect stem 

Masks hearts where grief has little left to learn ; 

And many a withering thought lies hid, not lost, 

In smiles that least befit, who wears thorn most. 

Bgron, Corsair, 

How little do they see wliat is, who fiune 

Their hasty judgm^ .its upon that which seems. SoutJi^^^j. 

‘Within the oyster’s shell uncouth 
The purest pearl may bide : — 

Tinist me, you*!! find a heart of truth 

W'itMn that rough outside. Osgood. 

APPEUXS. 

Our stomachs 

‘Will make what’s homely, savoury. 54. Cgmh. iii. ti 

How, good digestion wait on appetite ; 

And health on both, Sh. Mach in. 4 
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APPKEITE - continued.. 

Why, she would liang on him. 

As if increase of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on. &h, Ilam, i, :2 

His thirst he slakes at some pure neighbouring brook, 

Nor seeks for sauce where appetite stands cook. 

APOSTASY. Churvhilly Ooiham^ ill 

Think on th* insidting scorn, the conscious pangs, 

The future miseries that await the apostate ; 

So shall timidiiy assist thy reason, 

ijid wisdom into virtue turn thy frailty. Dr. Johijon 

APPEAI. 

But this lies all within tlie will of God, 

To whom I do appeal ! 

APPLAUSE. 

I would applaud thee to the very echo. 

That should applaud again. 

Such a noise arose 

As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest. 

As loud and to as many tunes,— hats, doais, 

Doublets, 1 think flew up ; and had their faces 

Been loose, this day they had been lost. 8h, Sen, viii, vi. 1 

Kings fight for empire, madmen for applause. Dt^den. 
Applause 

Waits cm success ; the n^le multitude, 

Like the light straw that floats along the stream, 

Glide with the current still, and follow fortune. 

T, JFranc^ lin, JSarl of IVancich 
Oh popular applause ! what art of man 
Is proof against thy sweet, seducing charms P Coitjper, Taskt 

[n. 481. 

8L 0th. n. 1. 


SJu Men. V. i. 2 


8Ii. Marh. v. 3. 


AEGITMENT. 

O most lame and impotent conclusion. 
He that complies against his wfll. 

Is of his own opinion still. 

He’d undertake to prove, by force 
Of argument, a man's no horse. 

He prove a buzzard is no fowl. 

And that a lord may be an owl, 

A calf an alderman, a goose a justice. 
And rooks committee-men and trustees. 


Butler, III. 3, 547. 


Butler, I. 75, 


Beproachful speech from either side 
The want of argument supplied ; 

They rail’d, revil’d— as often ends 

The contests of disputing friends. Gary, FalU 15. 
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AEGinffElfT — ccHtinued. 

Be calm in arguing : for fierceness makes 

Error a fault, and truth discourtesy. llevheH 

lake doctors thus, when much dispute has past, 

We find our tenets just the same at h&t.PopefMo}\2S. iii. 15. 
Who shall decide when doctors disagree, 

And soundest casuists doubt, like you and me. 

Pof e, Mui\ E. III. 1 

Who too deep lor his hearers, still went on refiuiug. 

And thought of convincing, while they thought of dining. 

Qijldhmithy Metal, 

In arming, too, the parson owned his skill. 

For e^en though vanquished, he could ar^e still : 

While words of learned len^h and thundering sound 
Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around ; 

And still they ^cd, and still the wonder grew 
That one snml head could earzy all he knew. 

ARISTOCRACY. Goldsmii/i, Den, Vd. 211 

. *Tis from high life high cliaraeters arc drawn ; 

A samt m crape is twice a saiut in lawn. Popct E. M, 1. 135. 
ASXTsee Soldiers War. Warrior. 

We are but warriors for the working-day : 

Our gayness, and our gilt, are all bc-smirch’d 
With rainy marching in the painful field. 

There’s not a piece of feather in our host. ^S7^. .BT. v, it, 3 
A braver choice of dauntless spirits, 

Than now the English bottoms have wait o’er, 

I)id never float upon the swelling tide. S/t. K, John^ n. 1. 

Itemember whom you are to cope withal ; — 

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and run-aways, 

A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants, 

Wliom their o’er- cloyed country vomits forth 
To desperate ventures and assur’d destruction. 

Sh, Ric, III, V. a 

A&T-ASnST. 

In framing artist, art hath thus decreed. 

To make some good, but others to exceed. Sh, Per, ii. 3 
The whole world without art and dress 
Would be but one great w-ildemess. Batter. 

His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ; 

His manners were gentle, complying, and bland ; 

Still bom to improve us in every part, 

His pencil our faces — ^liis manners our heart. 

Qoldemithf Metal lation on Sir Joshua Mej/nolds. 
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AJSLT — eoHtinued, 

For though I must confess an artist can 
Contrive things better than another man, 

Yet \rhen the task is done, he finds his pains 
Sought but to fill his belly with his brains. 

Is this the guerden da ^ to liberal arts, 

T* admire the head and then to starve the parts P 
AETinCE. Lady jLlimony^ a Com* 1659 

A man of sense can artifice disdain, 

As men of wealth may venture to go plain ; 

And be tills truth eternal ne'er forgot, 

Solemnily's a cover for a sot, 

1 find the fool when I behold the screen. 

For 't is the wise man’s interest to be seen. Young, Love of F, 

AfiCEKl). 

What star I know not, but some star I find. 

Has given thee an ascendant o'er mv mind. Dry den* 

JLSCETIC. 

In hope to merit heaven, by making earth a hell. Byron, C* H. 
ABFIRATIOK. 

*Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait ; 

He rises on the toe ; that spirit of his 
In aspiration Hits him from the earth. Sh, Trail* iv. 5. 
Longings sublime, and aspirations high. Byron. 

AssrnmrcE. 

I'll make assurance double sure, 

And take a bond of fate. Bh. Mach, iv. 1. 

ABTOEISHHENT— Amazement. Surprise. Fear. 

It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 

When the most mighty gods, bj tokens, send 

Their dreadful heimds to astonish us. 8h* Jul. 0. i. 3. 

Why stand you thus amaz'd P methiiiks your eyes 

Are fix’d in meditation ; and all here 

Seem like so many senseless statues ; 

As if your souls had suffer'd an eclipse 
Betwixt your judgments and affections. 

Sioetnam, Woman Mazer, 

Prepare to hear 

A story that shall turn thee into stone ; 

Could there be hewn a monstrous gap in nature, 

A fiaw made tlirough the centre by some god, ^ 

Through which tlie groans of ghosts might strike thy oar. 
They would not wound thee, as this story wilL Lee, GSdip, 

Astonish'd at his voice he stood amazed. 

And all around with inward horror gazed. Addieofi 
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iSTOinSHIUSNT — contimeA, 

Hear it not, ye stars I 

And thou, pale moon ! turn paler at the sound. 

Young, N, T. in 

With wild surprise, 

As if to marble struck, devoid of sense, 

A stupid moment motionless she stood. Thomxon, Summer 

ASIBOKOMEBS. 

These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights. 

That give a name to evorv fixed star, 

Have no more profit of tlieir shining nights, 

Than those that walk, and wot not what they are. 

Sh, Looses L. L 

ABTB0K0U7. 

Devotion ! daughter of astronomy I 

Anundevout astronomer is mad. Young, N. T. ix. 

AXEEISIL 

Virtue in distress, and vice in triumph. 

Make Atheists of mankind. Digden, Cleomenes^ 

Atheist, use thine eyes. 

And haying viewed the order of the skies. 

Think, if tnou canst, that matter blindly hurl'd 
Without a guide, should frame the wondrous world. Creech 
By night an Atheist half believes a G-od. Young, N, 1\ v. 177. 
Forth from his dark and lonely hiding-place, 

(Portentous sight 1) the owlet Atheism, 

Sailing on obscene wings athwart the noon, 

.Drops his blue-fHnged lids, and holds them close. 

And hooting at the glorious sun in Heaven, 

Cries out, “ Where is it?” Coleridge, Fears in Solitude, 
** There is no God,” the foolish saith — 

But none, “ there is no sorrow 
And Nature oft the ciy of Faith 
In bitter need will borrow. 

Eyes which the preacher could not schoo.. 

By way side graves are raised ; 

And lips say “ God be pitiful,” 

That ne'er said “ God be praised.” Mrs. Browning 

ATHENS. 

Ancient of days ! august Athena ! where. 

Where are thy men of might ? thy grand in soul P 
Gone— glimmering throu^ the dream of things that were. 
First in the race that led to glory's goal. 

They won, and pass'd away, Bgron, Ch. JT. ii* 2 
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ATTEiraON. 

My soul is wrapp’d in dreadful expectation, 

And listens to tnee, as if Fate were speaking. JDatJutm^ 

As I listen’d to tliee. 

The happy hours pass’d by us unperceired ; 

So was my soul fix’d to the soft enchantment. Rowe* 

ATT OTIOy RKR. 

And much more honest, to be liired, and stand 
With auctionary hammer in thy hand. 

Provoking to give more, and knocking thnee, 

For iJie old household stuff of picture s price. D)^den. 

AUDIT. 

He took my father otoss^, full of bread, 

With all his crimes broad blown, and flush as May ; 

And how his audit stands, who knows save heaven ? 

Sk, Sam* III. 3. 

1 can make my audit up, that all 
Prom me do back receive the flour of all, 

And leave me but the bran. Sh* Coriol, i, 1. 

AUTHENTICITY. 

Hor does it follow, ’cause a herald 
Can make a gentleman scarce a year old, 

To be descended of a race 
Of ancient kings in a small ^ace, 

That we should all opinions hold 

Authentic, that we can make old. Butler ^ ii. 3. 679* 

AUTHOBITY. 

Man, proud man, 

Drest in a little brief authority, 

Most ignorant of what he’s most assur’d, 

His glassy essence — like an angry ape, 

Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 

As make the angels weep I Sit* ^f* for A/, ii. 2. 

Thou hast seen, a farmer’s dog bark at a beggar ? 

And the creature run from the cur? 

There thou might’st behold the great image of authority : 
a dog ’s obeyed in office. Sit* Lear, iv. 6. 

man in authority is but as 
A candle in tlie wind, sooner wasted 

Or blown out, than under a bushel. S, Sour P* 

I^ot from grey hairs authority doth flow, 

Hor from bald heads, nor from a wriiikied brow ; 

Put our past life, when virtuously spent, 

Must to our age those happy fruits present. 


Denltane* 



so 
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ATTTE0BII7 — cofitxnued, 

^Authority intoxicates, 

And makes mere sots of ma^strates ; 

TLe fumes of it mvade the brain, 

And make men giddy, proud and vain ? 

By this the fool commands the wise, 

The noble with the base complies. 

The sot assumes the rule of wit, 

And cowards make the brave submit. Butler, JiTtsc. Th 

AUXHOBS— Books. 

Hw many great ones may remember’d he, 

Which in their days most famously did flourish, 

Of whom no word we hear, nor sign now see, 

But as tilings wip’d out with a sponge do perish. 

Sj^eiieer, Bains of Time. 
Let authors write for glory or reward. 

Truth is well paid, when slie is sung and heard. Corhet, 
Much thou hast said, which I know when 
And where thou stol’st from other men ; 

Whereby ’tis plain thy light and gifts 
Are all but plagiary shifts. Bvthr, Mudihras. 

, Wo author ever spared a brother ; 

Wits are gamecocks to one another. Fable 10. 

j^thors are judg’d by strange capricious rules, 

^e great ones are thought mad, the small ones fools ; 

Yet sure the best are more severely fated. 

For fools are only laughed at— wits are hated. 

Blockheads with reason men of sense abhor ; 

But fool ’^inst fool is barb’rous civil war. 

WTiy on all authors then should critics fall. 

Since some have writ and shewn no wit at all ? Pope. 

Authors alone, with more than savage rage. 

Unnatural war with brother authors wage. Pope, ApoL 27 
I An author ! ’t is a venerable name I 
(How few deserve it, and W'hat numbers claim ! 

Unblest with sense above their peers reflned, 

Who shall stand up, dictators to mankind ? 

Nay, who dare shine, if not in virtue’s cause. 

That sole proprietor of just applause ? You 7 tp 

Some write, confin'd by physic ; some, by debt ; 

Some, for 'tis Sunday ; some, because ’tis wet ; 

Another writes because his father writ, 

And proves himself a bastard by his \^it. 

Yon up, Ep. (o Pope, c. 1 
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&UTH0B8 — coiiHuutd, 

Deign on the passing world to turn thine eyes. 

And pause awhile from letters to he wise, 

Tliere mark what ills the scholar s life assail. 

Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail ; 

See nations slowly wise, and meanly just. 

To buried merit raise the tardy bust. Johnson, H, IK 15^. 

We that live to please, must please to live. 

Dr. Johnson, Drohffuo. 

Some write a narrative of wars and feats, 

Of heroes little known, and call the rant 
An history. Describe the man, of whom 
His own coevals took but little note, 

And paint his person, character and views, 

As they had known him from his mother’s womb. 

Cowpety^Tash, iii. IBU. 

Hone but an author knows an author*s cares. 

Or fancy's fondness for flie child she bears. 

Coteper, Prog, o/* JT. 61G 

Without, or with, offence to friends or foes, 

I sketch the world exactly as it goes. Bgron, Don Jnan, 

*Tis pleasant, sure, to see one's name in print ; 

A book's a book, although there's nothing in *t. 

Bgron, Png. 5. 61. 

aUTHOBSEIF*— <00 Poems. 

He that writes. 

Or makes a feast, more certainly invites 

His judges than his friends ; there’s not a guest 

But find something wanting, or ill-drest. 

Howard, Surpr, Prologue 

Of all those arts in which the wise excel, 

JNaturo’s chief masterpiece is writing well, 

Sheffield, Duht. of B icktngham, E. Pt 
Let authors write for glory or reward. 

Truth is well paid, when she is sung and hoard. Bp. Cut hei. 

This I hold 

A secret wortli its weight in gold 
To those who write as 1 write now ; 

Not to mind where they go, or how,— 

^fhr^ugh ditch, through bog, o'er hedge and stile ; 

Make it but w'orth the reader’s while, 

And keep a ];>assage fair and plain. 

Always to bring him back again. 


Chut i 
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k’UTKO'SSlBI^-^eonUnued 
One hates an author that’s all author, fellows 
In foolscap ^iforin turn’d up with ink ; 

So very anxious, elerer, fine and jealous. 

One don’t know what to say to them, or think, 

Unless to puff them with a pair of bellows ; 

Of coxcombry’s worst coxcombs, e’en the pink 
Are preferable to these shreds of paper, 

These un quench’d snuffings of the midnight taper. Beppo, 7^) 
But every fool describes in these bright days, 
il:s wondrous journey to some foreign court, 

And spawns his quai*to, and demands your praise ; 

Death to his publisher, to him ’tis sport. Byron^ JD, J, V. oi 

Our doctor thus, with stuff’d sufficiency 
Of ad omnigenous omnisciency, 

Began (as w'ho would not begm. 

That haid like him so much withm P) 

To let it out in books of all sorts, 

Polios, quartos, large and small sorts. Moore. 

. Some steal a thought. 

And clip it round the edge, and challenge him 

Whose ’twas to swear to it. Bailey, Festus 

ixrrmnr. 

l^ot Spring or Summer’s beauiw hath such grace 
ds I have seen in one autumnal face. Donne 

Thrice happy time. 

Best portion of the various year, in which 
^^’ature rejoiceth, smilmg on her works, 

Lovely, to full perfection wrought. Phillips, Cider, b. 2. 

past ! no more the Summer blooms I 
Ascending in tlio rear, 

Behold, congenial Autumn comes. 

The Sabbath of the year I 

What time thy holy whispers breathe, 

The pensive evening shade beneath. 

And twilight consecrates the floods ; 

While nature strips her garment gay, 

And wears the verdure of decay, 

O, let me wander through the sounding woods I Logan 

Season of mist and mellow fruitfulness ! 

Close bosom friend of the maturing sun ; 

Conspiring with him how to load and bless 

With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves run ; 

To bend with apples the moss’d cottage trees, 

And fill all fruit wilh ripeness to the core. Ketu 
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kVABlCE—see CovetoasxLess. 

When all sins are old in as, 

And jro upon crutclies, coyetousness 

Does out Uhen lie in lier cradle. Dekker, Ronest TF&, 2. 
The rule, get money, still get money, boy, 

No matter by what means. Ren Joneon, Emrtf Man^ u. 3. 
Wliat less than fool is man to prog and plot. 

And lavish out the cream of all bis care, 

To gain poor seeming goods which, being got, 

Make dm possession but a thoroughfare ; 

Or, if they stay, they fiirrow thouglits the deeper ; 

And being kept with care, they lose their careful keeper. 

^itarlee. 

That cos*ning vice, although it seems to keep 
Our wealth, debars us from possessing it. 

And makes us more than poor. May, Old CoujpJe^ 

But the base miser starves ainidst his store, 

Broods o'er his gold, and griping still at more, 

Sits sadly pining, and believes he’s poor. Drydm. 

And hence one master passion in the breast, 

Like Aaron’s serpent, swallows up the rest. Pepe^ 

Biches, like insects, when conceal’d they lie, 

Wait but for wings, and in their season Ay. Pope,MnEanA&&. 
Weal^ in the gross is death, but life diffus’d, 

As poison heals, in just proportion us’d i 
In heaps, like ambergris, a stink it lies. 

But w^ dispers’d, is incense to the skies. PopeyM^E.iii 231. 
’Tis strange the miser should his cares employ 
To gain those riches he can ne’er enjoy ; 

Is it less strange the prodigal should waste 

Hiswealthto purchase what he ne’er can taste? PopeyM,E,iv 3. 

Some, o’er-enamour’d of their bags, run mad. 

Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. Yo ung, R. T, 

Oh cursed lust of gold i when for thy sake 
The fool tlirows up his interest in both worlds ; 

First starv’d in this, then damn’d in that to come. Blair, Orave. 
The lust of gold succeeds the lust of conquest : 

The lust of gold, unfeeling ^nd remorseless 1 

The last corruption of degenerate man. Dr. Johnsonj Irene. 

Wlio, lord of millions, trembles for his store, 

And fears to give a farthing to the poor ; 

Proclaims that penury will be his fate 

And, scowling, looks on charity with hate. Peter Pindar 
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A7AB1GE — eofitinued, 

Mslj his soul bo plung'd 
In evcr-buming floods of liquid gold, 

And be Lis aTarice the flcud that damns him ! ‘MurpIty^Alzuma. 

A thirst for gold, 

The beggar’s nee, which can but overwhelm 

The meanest soul. Byron Vis» ofj. 

So for a good old-gentlemanly vice, 

I think I must take up with avarice. Byron, Don J, i. 216 

The love of gold, that meanest rage, 

And latest folly of man’s sinking age. 

Which, rarely venturing in the van of life, 

While nobler passions wage their heated strife, 

Comes skulking last, with selflshness and fear, 

And dies, collecting lumber in the rear 1 JS. Jifoortt 

ATEB810K— Dislike. 

As well the noble savage of the field 
Might tamely couple with the fearful ewe ; 

Tigers engender with the timid deer; 
mid muddy boars defile the cleanly ermine, 

Or vultures sort with doves ; as I with thee. Lee^MiiJiridateit. 
AWXWABDITESS. 

What’s a fine person, or a beauteous face, 

Unless deportment gives them decent grace p 
Bless’d witli all other requisites to please. 

Some want the striking elegance oi ease ; 

Tlie curious eye their awkward movement tiros ; 

They seem like puppets led about by wires. Churchill, Bose. 

Awkward, embarrass’d, stiff, without the skill 
Of moving gracefuUy, or standing still. 

One leg, as if suspicious of liis brother. 

Desirous seems to run away firom t’other. .e. Bo^ciad 
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BABES. 

Ho tliat of greatest works is finisber. 

Oft does them by the weakest minister ; 

So Holy Writ in babes hath judgment shown, 

"WTien judges have been babes. SA. AIV& IF. ii. L 


BAITS. 

Sweet words I grant, baits and allurements sweet, 

But greatest hopes with greatest crosses meet. Fanfax^ 
How are the sex improved in amorous arts ! 

What new found snai’es they bait for human hearts. Frioi\ 


BALL— 50^ Danc^. 

Of all that did chance, *twcre a long tale to tell, 

Of the dancers and aresses, and who was the belle ; 

But each was so happy, and ail were so fair, 

That night stole away, and tlie dawn caught thorn there. 

The music, and the banquet, and the wine— 

The garlanjis, the rose-odours, and the flowers — 

The sparkling eyes, and flashing oniaments — 

The ^^te arms and the raven hair — ^the braids 
And bracelets — swan-like bo.soms, and the necklace. 

An India itself, yet dazzling not 

The eye like what it circled ; the thin robes, 

Floating like light clouds ’twixt our gaze and heaven ; 

The many-twinkling feet so small and sylph-like, 

Suggesting the more secret symmetry 
Of uie fair forms which terminate so well — 

Ail the delusion of the dizzy scene. 

Its false and true enchantments — ^Art and Nature. 

Byron^ Mar. FaX^ 


I saw her at a county ball ; 

There u hen the sound of flute and fiddle 
Grave signal sweet in that old hall, 

<.)f hands across and down the middle. 

Hers was the subtlest spell by far 
Of all that sets young hearts romancing ; 

She was our queen, our rose, our star ; 

And when she danced — oh, heaven, her dancing I 

Banished P Pr<ied, Fanrs Ball. 

0 friar, the damned use that word in hell ; 

Howlings attend it : how hast thou the heart, 

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A sin-absolrer, and my friend profess'd. 

To mangle mo with that word — banished? Sh. Bom. in. 3. 

Bound the nide world in banishment wo roam, 

Forced from our pleasing field and native home. Drydtn 

D 2 
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Dreams of the land where all my wishes centre, 

Tlioso scenes wliich I am doom’d no more to know. 

Full oft shall memory trace — ^my soul’s toimentor — 

And turn each pleasure past to present woe. MaL G, LcieU 
When I think of my own native land, 

In a moment I seem to be there ; 

But alas I recoUoetion at hand 

Soon hurries me back to despair. Coicper, 

ConmieTce. Trade. 

J’U give thrice so much land 
To any well-deserving friend ; 

But in the way of bargain, mark yo me, 
m cavil on the ninth part of a hair. Sh. H. I7. pt. 1, iii. 1. 
Lord Stafibrd mines for coal and salt, 

'J1ie Duke of Norfolk deals in malt, 

The Douglas in red herrings ; 

And noble name and cultur’d land, 

Palace, and park, and vassal band. 

Are powerless to tlie notes of hand 

Of Jiothschild or the Barings. Hallech^ Alntciek Castle, 

BASSFUJJSTEBS-^see BCodesty. 

Unto the ground she cwt her modest eye, 

And, ever and anon, with rosy red, 

The bashful blush her snowy cheeks did dye. Sjpenser, 

To get thine ends, lay bashfulness aside j 

Who fears to ask, doth teach to be deny’d. Ilerrickt Aph, 2v)l. 

I pity bashful men, who feel the pain 

Or fancied scorn, and undeseiVd disdain, 

And bear the marks upon a blusliing face. 

Of needless sliarae, and self-’mpos’d disgrace. Cotoper, Cornu 
' So bright the tear in beauty’s eye, [317. 

\ Love half regrets to kiss it dry ; 

So sweet the blush of baslifulness, 

E’en pity scarce can wish it less, Byront JBt ide of A, 

£AT. 

Now air is husird, save where the weak-eyed bat, 

'W’^ith short, slu’ill shriek, flits by on leathern wing. Collins, 
BATTLE War. 

. This day hath made 

Much work for tears in many an English mother, 

AViiose sons lie scatter’d on the bleeding ground. 

Many a widow’s husband grovelling lies, 

Coldly embracing the discolour’d earth SA» IT, John, ii, 9 
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BATTLE — cmtinned. 

The cannons have their hovels full of Tv-rath ; 

And ready mounted are they, to spit fortli 

Their iron indignation. Sh, iT. J, ii, L 

If we are mark’d to die, wo are enough 
To do our country loss ; and if to live. 

The fewer men the greater share of honour. SIi. ZT. r. it. 3. 
^ Each at the head 

LeveH’d his deadly aim ; their fatal hands 

No second stroke intended. Milfon, P, Z. ii» 712. 

Those that fly may fight again, 

"VTOch he can never do that’s slain.* Builer Hud. iii. 3, 243, 
When Greeks join’d Greeks, then was the tug of war ; 

The laboured battle sweat, and conquest bled. Lee, Alex. iv. 2. 

Behold in awful march and dread array 

The lon^-eztended squadrons shape their way ! 

Death, m approaching, terrible, imparts 
An amdous horror to the bravest hearts ; 

Yet do their beating breast demand the strife. 

And thirst of glory quells the love of life. Addison, Camp. 
A thousand glorious actions, that might claim 
Triumphant laurels, and immortal fame, 

Confus'd in crowds of glorious actions lie, 

And troops of heroes undistinguish’d die. Addison, Camp. 
Involved in clouds 

Impervious to the view, the battle long 
Continued doubtful, ’midst the mingling sounds 
Of trumpets, neighing steeds, tumultuous shouts 
Of fierce assailants, doleful cries of death, 

And clatt’ring armour ; till at length the noise 
In ^stant murmurs died. Smolhif. 

For men, it is reported, dash and vapour 
Less in the field of battle than on paper ; 

Thus, in the history of each dire campaign. 

More carnage loads the newspaper than plain. Peter Pindar. 
’Twas blow for blow, disputing inch by inch. 

For one would not retreat, nor t* other ^mchBpron,D.J. yiit. 
Like the leaves of the forest when summer is green, [77* 
That host, with tlieir banners, at sunset were seen ; 

Like the leaves of the forest, when Autumn hath blown* 

That host, on the morrow, lay wither’d and strown 1 Byron. 

* Soo Notes tracing the pedigree of this distich and its parallels, in Hudi- 
hns, Ed. Bohn, pp. 106 and 403. 
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'BKrSL'E-^eontinued. 

But \rhcn all is past, it is liumbline to tread 
O’er the welterinff field of the tombless dead. 

And SCO worms of the eartli and fowls of the air, 

And beasts of the forest, all gathering there ; 

All regarding man as their prey. 

All rejoicing in his decay. Corinth. 17 

Harh to the trump, and the drum, 

And the mournftil sound of the barbarous bom. 

And tlie flap of the banners, tliat flit as they're borne, 

And the neigh of the steed, and the multitude's hum. 

And the clash, and the shout “ they come, they come V' Ib, 2± 

Hand to hand, and foot to foot : 

Kotliing there, sure death, was mute ; 

Stroke, and thrust, and flash, and cry 
For quarter, or for victory 

Mingle there with the volleying thunder. Byron, Corinth , 

No dread of death — if with us die our foes — 

Save tliat it seems even duller than repose ; 

Come when it will — ve snatch the life of life— 

AVhen lost— what recks it— by disease or strife. Byron, Cors, 
It was a goodly sight 
To see th* embattled pomp, as with the step 
Of stateliness the barbed steeds came on. 

To see the pennons rolling their long waves 
Before the gale, and banners broad and bright 
Tossing their blazonry. Southey, 

Then more fierce 

The conflict grew ; the din of arms, the yell 
Of savage rage, the shriek of agony. 

The groan of death, commingled in one sound 
Of undistinguish’d horrors. Southey, M.tdoc, 

BATTLE-FIELB. 

Tlien, after length of time, the labouring swains, 

Wlxo turn tlie turfs of those unhappy plains, 

Shall rusty piles from the plough’d mrrows take, 

And over empty helmets pass the rake. Bryden. 

BEAM). 

Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. Sh, Troil. i. 2, 
It has no bush below ; 

Many a little wool, as much as an unripe 
Peach doth wear : 

Just enough to speak him drawing towards a man. 

Suckltnq, Gohlim 
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BEABB ~ continued. 

His tawiiy beard was tb’ equal grace 
Both of his wisdom aud his fsice ; 

In cut and die so like a tile, 

A sudden view it would beguile ; 

The upper part thereof was whey ; 

The nether, orange mix’d with grey. Butler, Hud, i. 1, 24L 

BEAITTT— <00 Loveliness, Herlt, Omamaat. 

And that same glorious beauty’s idle boast. 

Is but a bait, such wretches to beguile. Spenser* 

Her looks were like beams of the morning sun. 

Forth-looking through the window of the east. 

When first the fieeoie cattle have begun 

Upon the perled grass to make their feast. Spenser* 

Oh, how much doth beauty beauteous seem, 

By that sweet ornament which truth doth give 1 
The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem, 

For that sweet odour which doth in it live. SL Sonnet 24. 

My beauty, though but mean, 

Heeds not the painted flourish of your praise ; 

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye. 

Hot utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues. 

8h. Lqv6*6 Z.Z. II. 1. 

j For where is any author in the world 
I Teaches such beauty as a woman’s eye ? Sk, Zove’s Z,Z, iv. 3. 

Her sunny locks 

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece. Sh* Mer. Ven i. 1. 

There’s nothing ill can dwell in such a temple ; 

If the ill spirit have so fair a house. 

Good things will strive to dwell with it. S&* Temp. i. 2. 

And as the bright sun glorifies the sky. 

So is her face illumin’d by her eye. SL JPoems* 

’Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white 
nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laia on : 

you are the cruell'st she Sive, 

If you will lead these graces to the grave. 

And leave the world no copy. SL Tw. NL i. 5. 

She looks as clear 

► As morning roses newly wash’d with dew. Sk. Tam. S. ii. 1. 

|She’s beautiflil ; and tlierefore to be wooed : 

®lie is a woman ; and therefore to be won. Sh, H, yi, i. y. S. 
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BEAUTY — coittinned 

0, she doth teach the torches to bum bright I 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night, 

Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop’s ear : 

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! Sh, Rom, Jul, i. 6. 

The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars 
As daylight doth a lamp ; her eyes in heaven, 

Woula^ through the airy region stream so bright, 

That birds would sing, and think it were not night. Ibid ii. 2. 

This is the prettiest low-bom lass that ever 

Ban on the green sward; nothing she does, or seems, 

But smacks of something greater than herself; 

Too noble for this place. Sh, Win, T. iv. 3. 

^e cannot wither her, nor custom stale 

Her infinite variety : other women cloy 

QTie appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry, 

Where most she satisfies. Sh, Ant, CUo^. a. ii. 362.* 

Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good ; 

A shining gloss tliat fadeth suddenly; 

A flower tliat dies, when first it 'gins to bud ; 

A brittle glass that's broken presently ; 

A doubtful good, a gloss, a glass, a flower, 

Lost, faded, broken, dead u?fchin an hour. Sh Pass, Pilgr, 10. 

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade 

The eyes of men without an orator. Sh, Rape of Lu. v. 

She sits, like Beauiy's child, whom nature gat 
For men to see, and seeing wonder at. Sh, Peric, ix, 2. 
'As flowers dead lie wither'd on the ground ; 

As broken glass no cement can redress ; — 

So beauty, blemish’d once, fbr ever's lost. 

In spite of physio, painting, pain, andcost.SA, Pasi,Pilyi\^. 
Give me a look, give me a face, 

That makes simplidty a grace ; 

Bobes loosely flowing, hair as free !— 

Such sweet neglect more taketh me 
Than all the ^ulteries of art. 

That strike mine eyes, but not my heart. B.JonsontSil, IFo, i, 1, 
Beauty's our grief, but in the ore 
Wo mint, we stamp, and then adore; 
lake heathens we tlio image crown. 

And indiscreetly then fall down. W CartwrufhK 
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Die when yon will, you need not wear. 

At Heaven’s court, a form more fair 
Tl^ beauty at your birth has given ; 

Seep but the lips, the eyes we see. 

The voice we hear, and you will be 
An angel ready made for heaven. 

Lord fferhert of Cherhuri/, Woman, 10 
Beauty, thou wild fantastic ape. 

Who dost in every country change thy shape ; 

Here black, there brown, here tawny, and there white ; 

Ihou flatterer who comply*st with every sight. 

Who hast no oertam what nor where. 

But vaiy'st still, and dost thyself declare 

Inconstant as thy she-possessors are. Cowley. 

Beauty’s no other but a lovely grace 

Of lively colours flowing from the face. JSerrteh, Aph. 176 

Beauty is nature’s brag, and must be shown 
, In courts, and feasts, and high solemnities. 

Where most may wonder at the workmanship. 

It is for homely features to keep home ; 

Th^ had their name thence ; coarse complexions. 

And cheeks of sorry grain, will serve to ply 
The sampler, and to tease the housewife^s wool. 

What need a vermeil-tinctur’d lip for that, 

Love^rting eyes, and tresses like the mom P — 

There was another meaning in those gifts. Milton, Comus, 743. 

Beauty is Nature’s coin, must not be hoarded. 

But must be current, and the good thereof 
Consists in mutual and partaken bhss. 

Unsavoury m th' enioyment of itself : 

If you let slip time, like a neglected rose. 

It withers on the stalk with mnguish’d head. Mdton^ th, 739.‘ 

Beauty, like the fair Hesperian tree 
Laden with.bloomiim gold had need the guard 
Of dragon- watch wiSi unenohanted eye. 

To save her blossoms and defend her fruit. Mdton^ ih, 393. 
Beauty stands 

In the admiration only of weak minds 

Led captive ; cease to admire, and all her plumes 

Fall flat and shrink into a trivial toy, 

At every sudden slighting qmte abash’d. Milton, P* JR, n. 220, 

Beauty with a bloodless conquest finds 
A w^MODe sovereignty in rudest minds. Wallsr, 
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A lavish planet reign'd ^ hen she \v^ls bom. 

And made her of such kindred mould to hcay'n. 

She seems more heaven than ours. Lee.CEdipM 

Beautj, like ice, our footing does betray ; 

Who can tread sure on the smooth sli;ppery wayP 
Pleased with the passage, we glide swiftly on, 

And see the dangers which wo cannot shun.Z>ryde»,d«;’eM</a 

Old as I am, for ladies* love unfit, 

Thepoworof beauty I rememberyet.i>/yden, Cpm.and 

One who would change the worship of all climates, 

And make a. new religion where'er she comes, 

Unite the differing faiths of all the world. 

To idolize her face. J^den^ Loods Triumph 

Her eyes, her lips, her elieeks, her snapes, her featui’cs 
Seem to be drawn by Love's own hand ; by Love 
H i ms elf in love. JDr^den, Beauty's Triumph, 

AH heiwcs, alike all faces cannot move, 

There is a secret sympathy in love, 

The powerful loadstone cannot move a straw, 

No more than jet the trembling needle draw. 

Sedley, Ant, and CL 

Is she not more than painting can express, 

Or youthful poets fancy w'hen they love? JSowe^ Fair Pen, ii. !• 

From every blush that kindles in thy cheeks, 

‘ Ten thousand little loves and graces spring. Roioei 

'T is not a set of features, or complexion. 

The tincture of a skin that I admire : 

Beauf^ soon grows familiar to the lover, 

Fades in his eye, and palls upon the sense Addison^ Cato, 
Nature in various moulds has beau^ cast, 

And form’d the feature for each difmrent taste : 

This smhs for golden locks and azure eyes ; 

That, for the gloss of sable tresses dies. Gay^ Dione^ lil. 1. 

In wit, as nature, W'hat affects our hearts. 

Is not th* exactness of peculiar parts ; 

'Tis not a lip or eye we beauly call, 

But the joint force, and ftdl result of all Pope, E- C. 2-1^. 

Whoever thinks a faultless piece to see, 

Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor e'er shall be. Pope, E, C, 25fi 
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UATrrY^ctmiinued, 

^et graceful ease, and sweetness vdd of pride. 

Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide : 

If to her share some female errors fall. 

Look on her face, and you’ll forget them all. Poj>e, Bape, ix. li. 

The bloom of opening flowers* unsullied beauty, 

Softness, and sweetest innocence she wears. 

And looks like nature in the world’s first spring. 

Bvivt, Tamerlaw^ 

The hand of time alone disarms 
Her face of its superfluous charms ; 

But adds, for every grace resign’d, 

A thousand to adorn her mind. Broome* 

As lamps bum silent with unconscious light, 

So modest ea^e in beauty sliines most bright ; 

Unaiming charms with edge resistless fall, 

And she who means no mischief does it all. Aaron Htll* 
If that be she who yonder pensive comes. 

She seems some bright inhabitant of heav’n. 

Shot with a falling star from yon bright region. 

To light the world below. Aaron 2i<U. 

Wliat tender force, wbat dignity divine, 

What virtue consecrating every feature ; 

Around that neck what dross are gold and pearl ! Young, liu. 

What’s female beauty, but an air divine. 

Through which the inind's ail-gentle graces shine ? 
i ITiey, like tlie sun, irradiate all between ; 

The body charms, because the soul is seen. 

Hence men are otleu captives of a face, 

They know not why, of no peculiar grace : 

Some forms, though bright, no mortiu mail can bear ; 

Some none resist, though not exceeding fair. Young, 

Tlie Spirit of Beauty unfurls her light. 

And wheels her course in a joyous flight ! 

1 know her track through the balmy air. 

By the blossoms that cluster and wniten there : 

Sue leaves the tops of the mountain green. 

And gems the vafley wdth costal sheen. 

‘ She hovers around us at twilight hour, 

When her presence is felt with the deepest power ; 

She mellows the landscape, and crowds the stream 
With shadows that flit like a faiiy dream ; 

Still wheeling her flight through the gladsome air, 

The Spirit of Beauty is eveiywhere 1 R^fks DaweM, 
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BSATITY.— continiud, 

Beaiily, like wit, to judges should be shown ; 

Both are most valued where tJiey best are known. 

Lyttelton^ Soliloquy of a Beauty^ l. 2 
A thing of beauty is a joy for ever : 

Its loveliness mcreases ; it will never 

Pass into nothingness. Keah, Endymion, i. 1. 

Oh, fresh is tlie rose in the gay dewy morning, 

And sweet is the lily at evening close : 

But in the fair presence of lov3y young Jessie, 

Unseen is the my, unheeded the rose. Burns, 

Heart on her lips, and soul within her eyes, 

Soft as her dime, and sunny as her skies. Byron, Beppo, 45. 

Who can curiously behold 

The smoothness and the sheen of beauty’s cheek ^ 

Nor feel the heart can never all growoldP Byron,CJl iii. 11. 
We gaze, and turn away, and know not u hy, 

Dazded and drunk with beauty-, tdl the heart 

Beels with its fulness Vyron. 

Who hath not proved how feebly words essay 

To fix one spark of beauty’s heavenly ray ? 

Who doth not feel, until his fading sight 
Paints into dimness with its own delight. 

His changing cheek, his sinking heart confess 

The might— the majesty of loveliness ? Byron, Bride of A, 1. 

She was a form of life and light. 

That, seen, became a part of sight ; 

^ And rose, where’er I turned mine eye. 

The morning- star of memory. Byron, Giaour, 

An eye's an eye, and whether black or blue 
Is no great matter, so ’tis in request, 

'T is nonsense to dispute about a hue — 

The kindest may be taken as a test. 

» The fair sex should be always fair ; and no man. 

Till thirty, should perceive there’s a plain woman. 

Byrojij Don Juan, XIII. 3 
Her overpowering presence made you feel 
It would not be idolatiy to kneel. Jhid, iii. 74 

Her glossy h^ wm cluster'd o'er a brow 
Bright with intelligence, and fair and smooth ; 

Her eyebrow's shape was like the aerial bow> 

Her cheek all purple with the beam of youth, 

Mounting at times to a transparent glow, 

A» if lier veins ran lightning. 


Ibid. I. 61 
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BEAUTY. — mntinned^ 

She walks in beauty, Hko the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies ; 

And all that’s best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes ; 

Thus mellow’d to that tender light 

Which Heaven to gaudy day denies. Hehrenn Mel 

There was a soft and pensive grace, 

A cast of thought upon her face, 

Tliat suited wSl the forehead high, 

The eyelasli. dark, and downcast eye i 
'J'he ]]^d expression spoke a mind 

In duty firm, composed, resigned. Scott, So&eby, c. iv. 6. 

\ Such harmony in motion, speech, and air, 

^That without fairness, she was more than fair. Crahhe* 


There’s beauty all around our paths, 

Jf but our watchful eyes 

Can trace it ’midst familiar things, 

And through their lowly guise. Mrs. Remans. 

Without tlie smile, from partial beauty won, 

Oh, what wore man P — a world without a sun ICamjphelUP^R, 

What is beauty P Not the shew 
Of shapely limos and features. No. 

These are but flowers 

That have their dated hours 

I'o breathe their momentary sweets, then go. 

’T is the stainless soul within 

Tliat outshines the fairest skin. Str A. Be Vere IlanC. 


Her grace of motion and of look, the smooth 
And swimming majesty of step and tread. 

The symmetry of form and feature, set 
I'he sold afloat, even like delicious airs 
Of flute or harp. MiJman.^ 

What is beauty P Alas ! ’tis a jewel, a glass. 

A bubble, a plaything, a rose, 

’Tis the snow, dew, or air ; ’tis so many things rare, 

ITiat ’tis nothing, one well may suppose. 

’Tis a iewol, Lore’s token ; glass easily broken, 

A bubole that vanisheth soon ; 

A plaything that boys cast aside when it cloys-, 

A rose quickly faded and strewn. Af S, 
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BBA.UTY. — continued. 

There is a spirit in the kindling glance 
Of pure and lofty beauty, wliich doth ouell 
darker passion ; and as heroes fell 
Before the terror of Minenra’s lanco 
So beauty, arm’d with virtue bows the soul 
With a commanding, but a sweet control, 

Mahing the heart all holiness cmd love, 

And lifting it to worlds that shine above. il/S 

BED. 

In bed we laugh, in bed we cry. 

And bom in bed, in bed u e die ; 

TJie near approach a bod may show 

Of human bliss and human woe. Dr, Johwm 

Night is the time for rest ; — 

How sweet, when labours close. 

To gather round an aching breast 
The curtain of repose, 

Stretch the tir’d limbs and lay the head 

Down to our own delightful bed. James Montgomerij. 

BESS. honey-bees ; 

Creatures, that by a rule in nature, teach 

The art of order to a peopled kingdom. Bh, Hen, v. i. 2. 

The careful insect ’midst his works I view, 

Now from the flowers exhaust the fra^nt dew, 

With golden treasures loiui his little thighs, 

And steer his distant loirhiey through the skies ; 

Some against hostile drones the hive defend, 

Others with sweets the waxen cells distend, 

Each in the toil his destin’d office bears. 

And in the little bulk a miglity soul appears. 

Even bees, the little aJms-men of spring bowers, 

Enow there is richest juice in poison-flowers. Keats 

BEflOn^G. 

Nothing so difficult as a beginning 
In poesy, unless, perlmps, the end; 

For oftentimes, when Pegasus seems winning 
The race, he sprains a wing, and down we tend. 

Like Lucifer when hurl'd from heaven for sinning ; 

Our sin the same, and hard as his to mend, 

Being pride, which leads the mind to soar too far. 

Till our own weakness shows us wliat we are. Bgron 
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3£G0AB9 

Beggars, moimtcd, run their horse to death. Sk. Sen. Yh 8. 1 . 4 . 
His h(mse was known to all the ragntnt train, 

He chid their wand'rings but relicredL their pain ; 

Hie long remember’d beggar was his guest, 

"Whose beard descending swept his aged breast. 

Quld^mith, Des, JVI 

Base worldlings, that dcspi.se all such as need ^ 

"Who to the needy beggar still are dumb, 

Not knowing unto what themselves may come. 

Heywoodi 

He makes a beggar first, that first relieves him ; 

Not usurers make more beggars where they lire, 

Than charitable men that use to give. Se^toood, 

SELICT. 

Th* unlettered Christian who believes in gross 
Plods on to heaven, and ne’er is at a loss. 

And when religious sects ran mad. 

He held, in spite of aU his learning, 

That if a man^s belief is bad, 

It will not bo improv’d by burning. IPmed* 

BELLES. 

Where none admire, 'tis useless to excel ; 

Where none are beaux, ’tis vain to be a beUe. 

LytiUton^ Soliloquy of a Beauty, 1. 11. 
Yet graceftd ease, and sweetness void of pride, 

Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide j 
If to her share some female errors, fall, 

Look on her face, and you’ll forget them all. 

BELLS. Popa, Bajye cfL. ii. 15. 

How soft tlie music of those village bells. 

Palling at intervals upon the ear 
In cadence sweet ; now dying all away. 

Now pealing loud again and louder still, 

Clear and sonorous as the gale comes on ; 

With easy force it opens all ^e cells 

Where memory slept. Cowjper, Taeh, vi. 6. 

When on the undulating ear they swim ! 

Now loud as welcomes 1 faint now as farewells I 
And trembling all about the broe^ dells, 

As fluttered by the wings of cherubim. Hood 

Hiose evening bells 1 those evening bells I 
How many a tale their music tells 
Of youth, and home, and that sweet time. 

When last 1 heard their soothing chime I Moort 


Boy. King 
Boy, Kinp, 
Di'yden, 
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BSLLS.— 

Tlie bells themselves are the best of preacbeni | 

Tlieir braaeu lips arc learned teachers, 

From their pulpits of stone in tiie upper air, 

Sounding aloft, without crack or flaw, 

Shriller tiian trumpets under the law, 

Now a sermon and now a prayer. 

Tlio clangorous hammer is the tongue, 

This way, that way, beaten and swung ; 

That from mouUi of biuss, as from mouth of gold 
May be taught the Testaments, New and Old. Longfelton^ 
B£NSI)IOIIOir-~nSM Blessings. Compliments. Greetiiiga 
Now the fair goddess. Fortune, 

Fall deep in love with thee ; 

Prosperity be thy page ! Coriol. i. 5 

The heavens rain odours on you ! Sh^ Tio. N, iii. 1 

The grace of heaven, 

Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 

Enwheel thee round ! Sk, Olh, u. 1 

BBNETITS. 

To brag of benefits one hath bestown, 

Doth make the best seem less, and most seem none. 

Jiroome, Koo, 

A benefit upbraided, forfeits thanks. Lad^ Careic, Jilari<tm, 
BESTB^Ol^'SfOS—see Bounty. 

How far that little candle throws his beams ! 

So shines a good deed in a naughty world. SL Mer. F. v, L 
Such moderation with thy bounty join, 

'JCliat thou may’st nothing give that is not thine ; 

That liberality is but cast away, 

Wliioli makes us borrow what we cannot pay. Denham. 
Is there a variance P entei but his door, 

Balk*d are the courts, and contest is no more. 

Despairing quacks with curses left the place, 

Ana vile attorneys, now an useless race. Pope, Monti Esa 7/? 
From the low prayer of want and plaint of woe, 

0 never, never turn away tliine ear ! 

Forlorn in this bleak wilderness below, 

All ! what were man should heaven refuse to hear ! 


„ Beattie, Min^ 

BESBECHIHa— Tet^ 

Fall at his feet ; cling round his reverend knees ; 

Speak to him with eyes ; and with thine teara. 
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Melt liis cold heaart, and wake dead nature in him ; 

Crush him in thy arms ; torture hun with thy softness ; 

Nor till thy prayers are granted, set him free. Oiwai/, Ven. jP ru 
BEST. I profess not talking ; only this, 

Let each man do his best. Sh, Hen. tt. p. 1, r. SS. 

Who does the best his circumstance allows, 

Poes well, acts nobly — angels could no more. Young^ S, T, 90. 
BEmEG— jtffi Wagers. 

IVo heard old cunaing stagers 
Say, fools for arguments use wagers. Butlep, 2£ud. p. 2. i. 297. 

Most men, till by losing rendered sager, 

Will back their own opinions with^ai wager. Bgron^ Beppo^ 27. 
BIBLE. 

A glory gilds the sacred page. 

Majestic like the sun ; 

It ^ves a hght to every age ; 

It gives, but borrows none. Cetcp^r. 

Most wondrous book I bright candlo of tho Lord ! 

Star of Eternity ! The oiuy star 

By V hich the bark of man can navigate 

Tnc sea of life, and gain the coast ol bliss 

Securely. BoUoh, Course of Time, 

Within this* awful volume lies 
The mystery of mysteries ; 

Happiest they of human race, 

To 'room their God has given grace 
To read, to fear, to hope, to pray, 

To lift the latch, to force the way ; 

And better had they ne’er been bom, 

Who read to doubt, or read to scorn. ScM^ Monastery^ i. 12. 

BIBUOGBAPHY. 

His very name a title-page, and next 

His life a commentary on the text. Woudhridge. 

BIGOTRY. 

Sure ’tis an orthodox opinion. 

That grace is founded in dominion. Butler^ Hud. 1, iii. \178. 
The good old man, too eager in dispute 
Mew high ; and as his Christian fury rose, 

Pamn’d all for heretics who durst oppose. Dryden, Bel Laicu 
Soon their crude notions with each other fought ; 

The adverse sect dony’d what this had taught; 

And he at lengtli the amplest triumph gain’d, 

Who contradicted what the lost maintain’d. Prior, Solom, t 

*» Var Oiatom’pU, ** 
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BIOOTHV. — BIJtDS. 


BIGOTRY —enutinmd 

For modes of faith lot graceless zealots fight ; 

He can’t be wrong, whose life is in the right. JPope E, M 
Cliristians have burnt each other, quite persuaded 
Tliat all the Apostles would have done as they did. 

ron, Don Juan, 1. 8:^ 

Shall I ask the brave soldier, who fiffhts by my side 
]n the cause of mankind, if our creeds agree P 
Shall I give up the friend I have valued and tried, 

If he kneel not before the same altar with me P 
!^om the heretic girl of my soul shall I fly, 

To seek som6\^here else a more orthodox bliss P 
!No ! perish the hearts and the laws that would try 
Truth, valour, or love, by a standard like this. Moore, Ir. Mel 
And many more such pious scraps. 

To prove (what we’ve long prov'd perhaps) 

That mad as Christians used to be 
About the thirteenth century. 

There *s lots of Christians to be liad 
In this, the nineteenth, just as mad I Moores Tmop. Foet Bap 
BnJJBG-'tfftf Essing. 

Still amorous, and fond, and billing, 

Like Philip ‘and Mary on a shilling. Butler, JEud. iii. i. 687 
BUIS. 

Dreading that climax of all human ills, 

The inflammation of his weekly bills. Byron, Bon Juan. 
In my young days they lent me cash that way, 

Which I found very troublesome to pay. Byron, Bon Juan, 

BIOGEAPHEB. 

After my death I wish no other herald, 

!No other speaker of my living actions. 

To keep nune honour from corruption. 

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. Sh.Hen. vin. vi. 2, 

BIBBS. 

The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark. 

When neither is attended ; and, I think, 

Tlie nightingale, if she should sing by day, 

When every goose is cackling, would be thought . 

Ko bettor a musician than the wren. Sh. Me>\ Ten, v. 1. 

But, like the birds, great nature’s happy connnoners, 

Ti^t haunt in woods, in meads, and flow’rv gardens, 

Biflo the sweets and taste tlie choicest fniits, 

Yet scorn to ask the lordly on nor s leave. Rowe Fair Fen. n 3 
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'SlKQ^—'COiUinited. 

Ten thousand -vrarhlers cheer the day, and one 
The liTc-long night ; nor those alone whose notes 
Nice-fingered art must emulate in vain. 

But cawing rooks and kites tliat swim sublime 
In still repeated circles, screaming loud, 

The jay, tiie pie, and ev’n the boding owl 

That hails the nightly moon, have charms for men. 

Cow/i&r, u. i. 

You call them thieves and pillagers ; but know 
They are the winged warders of your farms, 

TOio from the com fields drive the insidious foe, 

And from your harvest keep a hundred harms : 

Even the blackest of them all, the crow. 

Benders good seiwice as your men-at-arms. 

Crushing the beetle in his coat of mail. 

And crying havoc on the slug and snail. Longfellow, Birds of K. 

BIRTH— Deaoent, Pedigree. 

Lot high birtli triiuuph ! what can bo more great ? 

N othing — but merit m a low estate. 

To virtue’s humblest sou let none prefer 

Vice, though descended from the Conqueror. Young, L,F* r. 141. 

IVe learned to judge of men by their own deeds, 

I do not make the accident of trirth 

The standai’d of their merit. Mrs, 


BIRTHDAY. 

Js that a birthday ? ’tis alas too dear, 

’Tis but the funeral of the former year. JP&pe, io Mrs. Jtf. IS, 
jW y birthday ! — what a different sound 
That word had in my youthful ears ; 

And now each time the day comes round. 

Less and less white its mark appears. Moore. 


Another year ! another leaf 
Is turnea within life’s volume brief. 

And yet not one bright page appears 

Of mine within that book of years. Hoffman, Am, 

Why should we count our life by years, 

Smee years are short, and pass away 1 
Or, why by fortune’s smiles or tears, 

Since tears are vain, and smiles decay ! 

O ! count by virtues — ^these shall last 
WTien life’s lame-footed race is o’er ; 

And those, when earthly joys are past, 

May cheer us on a brighter shore. Mrs. Hale, Am, 

E 2 
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BLAOKGITASDS. 

They eacli ptill’d different w^s, with many an oath, 

** Arcades ambo,” id est — ^blackguards both. Bt/ron^D, tTl iv.93 

BLASPHEMY. 

Great men may jest with saints ; *tis wit in them ; 

But, in the less, foul profanation. 

Tliat in the captain’s out a choleric word, 

Wliicli in the soldier is flat blasphemy. SJi. M.for M. ii. 3. 

Should each blasphemer quite escape the rod, 

Because the insult’s not to man, but God P Tope 

BLHSSnrGS— Benediction. 

Angels preserve my dearest father’s life ; 

Bless it with long uninterrupted days I 
Oil I may he live till time itself deeaj^ — 

Till good men wish him dead, or I oflend him 1 Otica /, 

lieu ard him for the noble deed, just heavens, 

Por this one action guard him, and distinguish him 
'With signal mercies, and with great deliverance ; 

Save him from wrong, adversity, and shame ; 

Lot never-fading honours flourish round him. 

And consecrate his name ev’n to time's end ; 

Let him know nothing but what’s good on earth, 

And everlasting blessedness bereafter. Jiowtf, 

0, still my fervent prayer will be, 

*• Heaven s choicest blessings rest on thee." Miss CruuIJ 

BlfHSBNESSi 

Oh ! happiness of blindness, now no beauty 
Inflames my lust ; no otlior's good, my envy ; 

Or misery, my pity ; no man’s wealth 
Draws my respect ; nor poverty, my scorn ; 

Tet still I see enough I man to himself 
Is a large prospect, raised above the level 
Of his low creeping thoughts. Denham ^ Sfphtj 

O dark, dark, dark, amid the blaze of noon ; 

JiTovocably dark ! total eclipse, 

AVithout all hope of day. Mdton, Samson A^ontsiei, 

O, loss of sight, of thee I most complain ! 

Blmd among enemies, 0 worse than chains, 

Dungeons, or beggary, or decrepid age ! 

Light, the prime work of God, to m?s extinct, 

AjIU all her various objects of delight 

Auimll’d, which might in part my grief have eas’d. Ih. S. .i. 
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BIlIKDimSS — eontiniied. 

Thus with the year 
Seasons return, but not to me returns 
Day, or the sweet approach of ev’n or mom, 

Or sight of vernal bloom, or summer^s rose. 

Or flocks, or herds, or human face divine j 
But clouds instead, and ever-during dark 
Sun’ounds me, from the cheerful ways of men 
Cut olT, and for the book of knowledge fair 
Presented with an universal blank 
Of nature’s works, to me expung’d and rased, 

Andwisdom atoneentrance quite shut out. Melton, P, L. iii. 40. 

These eyes, though clear 
To outward view of blemish or of spot, 

Bereft of light, their seeing have forgot ; 

Nor to their idle orbs doth sight appear 
Of sun, or moon, or star, throughout the year. 

Or man, or woman. Yet I argue not 
Against heaven’s hand or will, nor bate a jot 
Of heart or hope ; but still bear up, and steer 
Bight onward. Milton, Sonnet xxii. 1. 

BUSS— Happiness. 

Condition, circumstance, is not the thing, 

Bliss is the same in subject or in king. I*ope, 

The spider’s most attenuated web 
Is <iord, is cable, to man’s tender tie 

On earthly bliss ; it breaks at every hToezo*Yuung,N,T^l>Jl!lBt 
Alas ! the heart that inly bleeds. 

Has nought to fear from outward blows ; 

Who falla from all he knows of bliss, 

Cares little into what abyss. By von, 

BLUE. 

O, ** darkly, deeply, beautifully blue,” 

As some one somewhere sings about the sky. 

BIUNTKESS. Byron, Don Juan, IV. 110. 

Rudeness is a sauce to his good wit, 

Which gives men stomach to digest his words 

With better appetite. Sh. JiiL C. i. 2. 

I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 

Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 

To stir men's blood : I only speak right on. Sh, Jul. C. iii. 2. 
These kind of knaves I know, wdiich in their plainness 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends. 

Than twenty silly duckling observants, 

That stretch their duties nicely. Sh, Lear, ii. 2. 
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BLTTIfnrESS — c'iilUn tied. 

*Tis not enougli your counsel still bo true : 

Blunt truths more niisdiief than nice falsehoods do. 


BL17SHINO 


Pope. E. 
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A cidmson blush her beaiit(‘ous lace o erspread, 

Varying her cheeks, by turn, witli white and rod ; 

The driving colours, never at a stay, 

Itun here and there, and flush, and fade away. Paniell. 

Prom every blush that kindles in thy cheeks, 

'J'en thousand little loves and graces spring 

To revel in the roses. Eo%oe, I'ameehtne. 


The rising blushes, which her cheek overspread, 

Are opening roses in the lily’s bed. 6ray, Dione^ ii. 3. 

Do good by stealth, and blush to find it fame. 

With every change his features played, 

As aspens show the light and sliade. 8cotf, EoJeebp, iii. 5 . 

Though looks and words, 

By the strong mastery of his practised will. 

Axe ovemiled, the mounting blood betrays 

An impulse in its secret spnng, too deep 

Por his control. Southey. 

Playful blushes, that seem naught 

But luminous escapes of thought. Moore. 


'BQKSnSQi—m Braggart. 

The empty vessel maJkes the greatest sound. Sh. Sen. v, vi. 4 
The man that once did sell the lion’s skin. 

While the boast lived, was killed wdth hunting him. Ih. iv. 3, 

What cracker is this same, that deafs our ears 

With this abundance of superfluous breath P Sh. K. John^ ii.l. 

Here's a large month, indeed, 

That spits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and seas ; 

Talks as familiply of roaring lions, 

As maids of thirteen do of puppy dogs. Sh. IC. John, ii. 2, 
Nay, an thou’lt mouth, 

ni rant as well as thou. SL Sam. v. 1 

A mad-cap ruffian, and a swearing jack, 

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. Sh. Tam. S. ix. 1. 

The honour is overpaid, 

When he that did the act is commentator. Shhdey. 

We rise in glory, as we sink in pride ; 

Where boasting ends, there dignity begms. Toung^ y. T. 8. 
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BOIBNESS. 

In conversation boldness now bears sway, 

But know, that nothing can so foolish bo 
As empty boldness ; therefore, first assay 
And stuff thy mind with solid bravei*y ; 

Then march on gallant. Get substantial woi*th. 

Boldness gilds finely, and w'ill set it forth. Hot Urt 

BOND. 

1*11 have my bond ; I will not hear tliee speak ; 

I’ll have my bond ; and therefore speak no more. 

SJu Me]\ r. III. 3 

BOOKBINDINO. 

Was ever book containing such vile matter 

So fairly bound. JS/i, Mom, Jul, iiz. 2. 

BOONISHNBSS— Pedantry, learning. 

'I’he bookful blockhead, ignorantly read. 

With loads of learned lumber in his head, 

With his own tongue still edifies his ears, 

And always list’ning to himself appears. Mope^ JS,0, in. 612. 

BOOKS— ^ Authors, Beading. 

Books are part of man’s prerogative. 

In formal ink they thought and voices hold. 

That we to them our solitude may give. 

And make time present travel that of old. 

Our life, fame pieroeth longer at the end. 

And books it farther backward doth extend. Sir T. Onerhurp, 

That book in many eyes doth share the glory, 

That in gold clasps looks in the golden stoiy. 8h.Mom,JuLi^Z, 

A book ! 0 rare one ! 

Bo not, as is our fangled word, a garment 

Nobler tiian that it covers. 8h. 0pm, v. t 

Learning is more profound 
\Mien in few solid authors *tm^ be found. 

A few good books, digested welt, do feed 
The mind ; much cloys, or doth ill humours breed. M, Heath 
Tliat place that does 

Contain mv books, the host companions, is 
To me a glorious court, where hourly I 
Converse with the old sages and philosophers ; 

And sometimes, for variety, I confer 

With kings and emperors, and weigh their counsels. T. Fljetoher, 
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BOOKS. 


l^OOZ&^eontinued. 

Books should to one of these four ends conduce, 

For wisdom, pieiy, delight, or use. Denham 

'Tis in books the chief 

Of all perfections, to be plain and brief. Butler 

*Twere well with most, if books, that could engage 
Their childhood, pleased them at a riper age ; 

The man approving what Ixad charmed the boy. 

Would die at last m comfort, peace, and joy ; 

And not with curses on his art, who stole 

The gom of truth from his unguarded soul. Coioper, Tiroc, 1J7. 

Books cannot always please, however good ; 

Minds are not ever craving for their food. Crahbe, Bor. 24 

I’m strange contradictions ; I'm new and I'm old, 

I’m often in tatters, and oft decked with gold. 

Though I never could read, yet lettered Tni found ; 

Though blind, I enlighten ; though loose, I am bound. 

I’m always in black, and I’m always in white ; 

I am grave and I*m gav, I am heavy and light. 

In form too I differ, - I’m thick ana I’m thin ; 

I Ve no flesli and no bone, yet I’m covered with skin ; 

I've more points than the compass, more stops than the fl ute j 
I sing without voice, without swakinjg confute ; 

I m English, I’m Gorman, I’m Erench, and I’m Dutch ; 

Some love me too fondly, some slight me too much ; 

I often die soon, though I sometimes live ages, 

And no monarch alive has so many pages. IlannaJi Moore» 

Dreams, hooks, are each a world ; and books, we know, 

Are a substantial world, both pure and good ; 

Bound these, with tendrils strong as flesh and blood. 

Our pastime and our happiness wm grow. Wordsworth, JP, 213. 

Our doctor thus, with stuffed sufficiency 
Of all oranigenus omnisciency, 

Began, (as who would not begin 
That had like him so much within P) 

To let it out in books of all sorts. 

Folios, quartos, large and small sorts. Moo 7 *e. 

'Twas heaven to lounge upon a couch, said Gray, 

And read now novels on a rainy day. Spra^tie, Curiosity. 
See tomes on tomes, of fancy and of power, 

To cheer man’s heaviest, warm his holiest hour. Sprague, Can. 
A blessing on the printer’s art ! — 

Books are the Mentors of the heart. Mrs. Ifale 
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BOOKS — contmiied. 

The burning soul, the burden’d mind 

In books alone companions find. Mrs. Hale, 

All hail, ye fields, where constant peace attenrls ! 

All hail, ye sacred solidary proves ! 

All hail, ye books, my true, my real friends, 

Whoso conversation pleases and improves. Walsh. 

The past but lives in words : a thousand ages 
Were blank, if books had not evoked their ghosts, 

And kept the pale imbodied shades to warn us 
Prom fleshless lips. Ij^tton Buhoer. 

The printed part, tho* far too Iwge, is less 
Than that which, yet unprinted, waits the press. 

ROBES From ihe Sjoaiiuh of Yriarte* 

0, he’s as tedious 
As is a tir’d horse, a railing wife ; 

Worse than a smoky Louse ; — had rather hve 
With cheese and garlic, in a wintoill, far, 

Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me. 

In any summer-house in Christendom. Sh> £[, IV, p. i, m. 1. 

BOBBOWOTG. 

Neither a borrower nor a lender be. 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend ; 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

This above all, — To thine ownself bo true ; 

And it must follow, as tlie night the day. 

Thou canst not then be false to any man. Sh. Ham. i. 3. 

BOTTNBS. 

Tliere's nothing situate under Heaven’s eye, 

But hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky. Sh. Com. B. ii. 1. 

60UETY see Benevolence. 

’Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind ; 

That man might ne’er be wretched for his mind. 

Wliat you desire of him, he partly bep !• 

To bo desir’d to give. It much woultl please him 
That of his fortunes you would make a staff 
To lean upon. Sh. Ant. Cleo. iti. 2. 

For his bounty, 

There was no winter in ’t ; an autumn ’twas. 

That grew the more by reaping. Sh. Ant. Cleo. v 2. 

He that’s liberal 

To all alike, may do a good by chance. 

But never out of judgment. Beaumont ^ Fletcher^ Spa. Cu. 
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BOTUOOD — ^BUAOGAET. 


BOYHOOD ChUdrexL. 

The whining school-bojr , with his satchel. 

And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Un\i'illingly to school. 8Ii, As i/ou, ii 7 

O, *tis a parlous boy ; 

Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ; 

He*s all the mother's, from the top to too. Sk. Ric^ ui. iii. 1 
Ah I happy years 1 once more who would not be a boy P 

Burorii Childs Harold, ii. 23 
A little ourly-headed good-for-nothing. 

And miscMef-making monkey from his birth. B^run, D. Juan. 

times have been 

That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 

And there an end ; but now they rise again, 

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns. 

And push us from our stools. Sh» JkTacb. rii. 4 


. to Hogarth, 

What art thou P Have not I 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big? 

Thy words, t grant, are bigger, for 1 wear not 

My dagger in my mouth- SL Ct/mh. it. 2. 

Who knows himself a braggart, 

Let him hear this : for it will come to pass 

Tliat ev’iy braggart shall be found an ass. Sh, AlVs TK iv. S. 

Conceit, more rich in matter than in words. 

Brags of his substance, not of ornament : 

They are but beggars that can count their worth. 

I know them, yea, 

And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple : 
•Scrambling, outfacing, fashion-mong’ring boys, 

That lie, and cog, and dout, deprave, and slander, 

Go antickly, and show outward hideousness. 

And speak off ha)f a dozen dangerous words, 

. How they miglit hurt their enemies if tliey durst ; 

And this is all. •S/^. M. Ado. v. 1 

Why, then, the world’s mine oyster. 

Which 1 with swt'rd will open. SA. Mer. IK ii. 2 

Fop men, it is reported, dash and vapour 
Iicss on the field of battle than on paper ; 

Tims, in the liistory of each dire campaign, 

More carnage If^ids the newspaper than plain. Beter Pindar^ 


With curious art the brain, too finely wrought, 
I^eys on herself, and is destroyed by thought. 

C/iurchW^ Bp 

BBAGGABT— Boasting. 
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BBAyEltY->9^6 Conras^. Darinj^ 

’Tis not now who's stout and bold P 
But who bears hunger host, and cold ? 

And lie’s approv’d the most doser\dng. 

Who longest can hold out at starving. Butler, Hudihras 
He 1 bat is valiant, and dares hght, 

Though drubb’d, can lose no honour by*t. Butler, Sudihras 
Hone but the brave deserves the fair. Dry den, Alex. Feast, 1. 
How sleej) the brave, who sink to rest, 

By all their country’s wishes blest ! 

By fairy hands their knell is rung, 

By forms unseen their dirge is sung. Collins, Lines in 17*1(6. 
His breast with wounds unnumber’d riven. 

His back to earth, his face to heaven. Byron, Oiaour, 

The truly brave. 

When they behold the brave oppress’d with odds, 

Are touch’d with a desire to shield or save. Byron, Don Juan 

BsAe made me what I am —may make me nothing, — 

But either that or nothing must I be ; 

I win not live degraded. Byron, Sardanapalus. 


The brave man is not he who feels no fear j 
Bor that were stupid and irrational ; 

But he whose noble soul its fear subdues, 

And bravely dares the danger nature shrinks from. 


BPV'VTTV' , . , , , « Joanna BailUe. 

jsAJSYiix. Smce breviiy s the soul of wit, 

And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes — 

I will be brief, tih. Ham. tt. 2. 


As 'tis a greater mystery in the art 
Of painting, to foreshorten any part, 

Tlian draw it out, so ’tis in books the chief 
Of all perfections to be plain and brief. 

Por brevity is very good, 

When we are, or are not, understood. Butler, Hud, 1, j. 009. 

Stop not, unthinking, every friend you meet 
To spin your wordy fabric in the street ; 

While you are emptying your colloquial pack. 

The fiend Lumbago jumps upon his hack. O. W. Hdmes 


BBIBSS-BBIBEEY. 

What ! shall one of us. 

That struck the foremost naan of all this woi*ld. 
But for supporting robbers ; — shall we now 
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BXtlBES — BEOTHBUnOOJ). 


BBXBES— eouiimed, 

Oontaminate our fingers witli base bribes ? 

A-ud sell tlie migbty space of our largo honour 
For so much trasii as may be gi^asped thus F 
I'd rather be a dog, aud bay the moon, 

Than such a Eomaii. Sh. Jul, C, iv. 3 

Dead falls the cause, if once the hand be mute ; 

But let that speak, the client gets the suit. Hen id', Aph* 275 
’ Judges and senates have been bought for gold ; 

Esteem and love were never to be sold. Hope, Ehsap on Mtm 

To bribe the mob with brandy, beer, and song. 

To put their gieasy fists to court addresses, 

Full of professions kind, and sweet caresses, 

And with a fiddle lead the hogs along. Feter Pindar. 

Sound liim with gold : 

'T will sink into his venal soul like lead 
Into the deep, and bring up slime, and mud, 

And ooze, too, from the bottom, as the lead doth 

With its greased understratum. Bpron. 

Wlio thinketh to buy villany with gold. 

Shall ever find such faith so bought— so sold. 

j Marsfon Sophoninha. 

BRITAIN— England, ^ 

Let us be back’d with God, and with the seas. 

Which he hath given for fence impregnable. 

And with their helps only defend ourselves ; 

In them, and in ourselves, our safety lies. ^h. IT. VJ. r. 3, iv. i. 
Be England what she will, 

With all her faults she is my country still. Churvhtll, Fareio, 
Be Britain still to Britain true. 

Among oursels united ; 

For never but by British hands 

Maun British wrangs be righted. Bu^rns, Dumfries Tolunteerg. 
Without one friend, above all foes, 

Britannia gives the world repose. Cotoper, to Sir J. Reynolds. 
The sword we dread not : of ourselves secure, 

Firm were our strength, our peace and freedom sure. 

Lot all the world confederate all its powers, 

Be they not back’d by those that should be ours,” 

High on his rock shall Britain’s Genius stand. 

Scatter the crowded hosts, and vindicate the land. 
BEOTHEEHOOD, Canning, The New MoraUiy. 

We few, we happy few, wo band of brothers. Sh. Hen. r , ly. a 



BlKlOil— lil'TT 
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BKOOM. 


Their groves of sweet myrtle let foreign lands reckon, 
Where bright-beaniing summers exalt the perfume j 
Far dearer to me yon lone glen o* green breckuu, 

Wr the bum stealing mider the lang yellow broom. 


BFnDUrG. XX 1 -x Laleaonia. 

Here the architect 

Did not with curious skill a pile erect 
Of caiTed marble, touch, or porphyry, 

But built a house for hospitaiiiy ; 

Ho sumptuous chimney-pieee of shining stone 
Invites the stranger’s eye to gaze upon. 

And coldly entertain his sight, but clear 

And cheerful flames cherish and warm him here. Carew, 


I he man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay, 

Provides a home from which to run away. 

BTTEKE (Edmund). Young, Love qfF, s. i. 171. 

Here lies our good Edmund, whose genius was such. 

We scarcely can praise it, or blame it, too much ; 

Who, born for the universe, narrow'd his mind, 

And to party gave up w*hat was meant for mankind. 

Guhlemith, Retaliation, 1. 29. 
Oft have I wonder’d tliat on Irish ground 
Ho poisonous reptiles ever yet were found ; 

Eeveal’d the secret stands of Hature’s work ; 

Slie saved her venom to create a Burke. Warren JlasUngs.* 


BJSSY^VUSnCESSsee Industry 
To business tliat we love, we rise betimes. 

And go to it Acith delight. Sh. Ant, Cleop, iv. 4, 

Let tliy mind still be bent, still plotting, where 
And when, and how thy business may be done. 

Slackness breeds u orms ; but the sure traveller. 

Though he alights sometimes, still goeth on. Serhert, 


’ But yet, madam, 

I do not like but yet. It does allay 
The good precedent ; fie upon but yet I 
But yet is as a jailor to bring forth 

Some monstrous malefactor. Sh, Ant, Cleop. ii. 5. 

BUTT. 

Big as a butt, and for the self-samo use. 

To take in stores of strong fermenting juice. Onxlhe. 


* An epigram j roduced by him when writhing under the agony of a pro* 
r acted prosocuticn. (Enoyo. Brit, toI. jL p 1^ 7th edition.) 
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CALA.MTTT — OALTJMNT. 


CALAKrrsr. 

Affliction is enamour’d of thy parts, 

And thou art wedded to calamity. Sh. Bom. iii, 3 

Do not insult calamity ; 

It is a barb’rous grossness, to lay on 
The weight of scorn, where heavy misery 
Too nmdi already weighs men’s fortunes down. Daniel , Phil. 
Know, he that 

Foretells his otvti calamity, and mahes 

Kvents before they come, twice over doth 

Endure the pains of evil destiny. 8/r IF*. Davenantf DUtreeses. 

How wisely fate ordain’d for human kind 

Calamity ! which is the perfect glass 

Wherein we truly see and know ourselves Ib. Law agU L'jvere, 
C&XH. 

Tlie tempest is o’erblown, the skies are clear. 

And the sea charm’d into a calm so still, 

Tliat not a wrinkle ruffles her smooth face. Dry den. 

Pure was the temp’rate air, an even calm 
Perpetual reign’d, save what the zephyrs bland 
Breath’d o’er the blue expanse. Thomson, Spring. 

So calm, the waters scarcely seem to stray, 

And yet they glide like happiness away. Bgron, Lam. 

The wind breathed soft as lovers sigh. 

And oft renew’d, seem’d oft to die. 

With breathless pause between, 

0 who with speech of war and woes. 

Would wish to break the soft repose 

Of such enchanting scene ! Sevit, Lord of the Isles, iv 13. 
How calm, how beautiftd comes on 
Tlie stilly hour, when storms are gone ; 

When warring winds have died away, 

And clouds, beneath the glancing ray, 

Melt oft, ^d leave the land and sea 

Sleeping in bright tranquillity I Moore, Lai la Bovl h. 

The sea is like a silveiy lake. 

And, o’er its calm the vessel glides 
Gently, as if it fear’d to wake 

The slumbers of the silent tides ^ Moore. 

cALTjionr. 

No might nor greatness in mortality 

Can censure ’scape ; back-wounding calumny 

The whitest virtue strikes : what king so strong. 

Can tie tlie gall up in the slanderous tongue P Sh. .If, JLT. iii 



OALUMNT — CABE, 


CAITnUn? — coniimied. 

If I*m traduced by tongues, wbicli neitber know 
My faculties nor person, yet will be 
The cbronicles of my doing— let me say, 

*T is but the fate of place, and the rough brake 

That virtue must go through. 8^, Sen, viiL i. 3 


Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, 

Thou shalt not escape c^umny. Sh, Sam, in. 1. 

Calumny will sear 

Virtue itself i these sh^gs, these hums, and ha's. 

CAHDOTO. 


I hold it cowardice 

To rest mistrustful, where a noble heart 

Hath pawn'd an open hand in sign of love. 87i, S, vz, 3. iv. 2. 

Fine speeches are the instruments of knaves. 

Or fools that use them, when they want good sense ; 

Honesty needs no disguise nor ornament. Ottcaif, 


Some positive, persisting fools we know, 

"Who, if once wrong, win needs be always so ; 

But you with pleasure own your errors past. 

And make each day a critique on the htst. Pope, E. C, 

*Tis great, 'tis manly, to disdain disguise ; 

It shows our spirit, or it proves our strength. Young, N, 1\ 


Make my breast 

Transparent as pure crystal, that the world, 

Jealous of me, may see the foulest thought 

My heart does hold. Suchinghami 

The brave do never shun the light ; 

Just are their thoughts, and open are their tempera. 

Bowe, Pair Penitent, 

CEST—eee Duplicity. 

Yes, rather plunge me back in pagan night. 

And take my chance with Socrates for bliss, 

Than be the Christian of a faith like this. 

Which builds on heavenly cant its earthly sw^, 

And in a convert mourns to lose a prey. Moore, Intol, 68. 


A fox, full fraugljt with seeming sanctity. 

That fear’d an oath ; but, like the devil, would lie, 

Who look’d like Lent, and had the holy leer. 

And durst not sin before he said his prayer. Bidden, 

CASE. 

Care keeps his watch in every old man’s eye, 

And where care lodges, sleep will never lie. Sh, Bom, Jul. it. 3. 
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Ci.RE — OABEI-ULlffESS. 


CAB'S — confimied. 

Care is no euro, but rather a corrosiro, 

For things that aro not to be remedied. Sh . VL 1, in. 3 

Comfort *s in heaven ; and we are on tlie earth. 

Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and grief. 

8L Rich, //. n. 2 

In care they live, and must for many care ; 

And such the best and greatest ever are. Lord Brooke^ A laham 
Care seeks out wrinkled brows and hollow eyes, 

And builds himself caves to abide in them. Beaum, and BL 

Care tliat is enter’d once into the breast, 

WiU have the whole possession, ere it i est. B,Jo7ison, T.qfTuh, 

All creatures else a time of love possess, 

Man only clogs with core his happiness, 

And whue he should enjoy his part of bliss, 

AVith thoughts of what may be, destroys what is. Dry den, 

Man is a child of sorrow, and this world, 

In which we breathe, has cares enough to plague us ; 

But it hath means withal to soothe those cares ; 

And ho who meditates on others* woe 

Shall in that meditation lose his own. Citniberland, 

Care to our coffin adds a nail, no doubt ; 

And every grin, so merry, draws one out. P. Pindar, Ex, 0. x v. 

Human bodies aro sic fools, 

Pot a’ their colleges and schools, 

That when nae real ills perplex them, 

They mak enow themsofs to vex them. Burns, 

Danger, long travel, want, or woe, 

Soon change Ihe form that best we know ; 

For deadly fear can time outgo, 

And blanch at once the hair. 

Hard toil can roughen form and face, 

And want can quench the eye’s bright grace ; 

Nor does old age a wrinkle trace, 

More deeply than despair. Sir IP, Scuti, 

Care, that in cloisters only seals her eyes, 

Which youth thinks folly, age as wisdom owns ; 

Fools, by not knowing her, outlive the wise : 

She visits cities, but Ske dwells on thrones. DaienanU Oon-l, 
rABEFUUrESS. 

For my means, I’ll husband them so well, 

Tliey shall go far wdth little. 


Sh, ILtm. IV. 5 



CARNAOB—OAUTION. 




GABVAaE. 

JN^ations with nations mixt confiis*dly die, 

And lost in one promiscuous carnage He. Adai«on 

CABVDTO. 

'Tis hard to carve for others meat, 

And not have time one's self to eat. 

Though, be it always understood. 

Our appetites are tuU as good. Lh^d, Author^ s Apology, 

GAIHEBBALS^mb Churdi. 

The high embowed roof^ " 

With antique pillars, massy proof, 

And storied wmdows, richly dight, 

Casting a dim reHgious light Milton^ H Fens, 167, 

How reverend is the face of this tall pile, 

Whose ancient pillars rear their marble headsi 
To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous roof. 

By its own weight made steadfast and immoveable. 

Looking tranquiUily. Cbayreee, Monming Bride 

CAUSE AND EFFECT. 

Wliat dire offence from amorous causes springs 

Wiiat mighty contests rise from trivial things. Fope^ 2?. i. 1. 

cAxrrioE- •see Advice, Discretion. 

In part to blame is she, 

Wlio hatli without consent been only tried. 

He comes too near that comes to be denied. Overhurg, W, 36. 

'Jliings done well. 

And with a care, exempt themselves from fear ; 

Tilings done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear'd. Sk, Men, vm, i. 2. 

Trust none ; 

For oaths are straws, men’s faiths are wafer-cakes, 

And hold-fast is the only dog. Sh, Hen, V, it, 8. 

Be advis'd ; 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it doth smge yourself ; we may outrun, 

By violent swiftness, that wnich we run at. 

And lose by over-running. Sh, Hen, Tttt, X« 1. 

East bind, fast find ; 

A proverb'never stale in thrifty mind. Sh, Mer, V, ii. 5. 

They that fear the adder's sting, will not come 

Near his hissing. Ckapman^ Widow's Tears, 

r 



CJLXTTIOir— OELIBACT. 


6G 

OMtnO'S-^coHlinued^ 

What, vonld’st thou have a serpent sting thee twice ? 

Sk, M of Fen. iv. 1. 

Wlien clouds are seen, wise men put on their cloaks 5 
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand I 
When me sun sets, who doth not look for night F 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth : 

All may he well ; but, if Gkwi sort it so, 

'Tis more than we deserve, or I expect. 8L Bich. irr. ii. 3 
Know' when to speak ; for many times it brings 
Danger, to give the best advice to longs. Serrich, Apk, 261. 
None pities him that's in the snare, 

And warned before, would not beware. JBCerrich, 

Look before you *ere you leap ; 

For as you sow y’ are like to reap. JButler, Sud, 2, ii. 503. 

Weigh the danger with the doubtful bliss, 

And thank yourself, if aught should fall amiss. D)\yden, 

The mouse, that always trusts to one poor hole. 

Can never be a mouse of any soul. Pope, W\p 3 2U8, 

More firm and sure the hand of courage strikes, 

When it obeys the watchM eye of caution. Thomson, 

Let this ^eat maxim be my virtue's guide : 

In part sue is to blame that has been tried ; 

He comes too near that comes to be denied. 

Lady M, W, Montague, Lady's Besolre, 
A man of sense can artidce disdain, 

As men of wealth venture to go plain ; 

I find the fool when I behold the screen. 

For *t is the wise man's interest to be seen. Young, Z. of Fa. 
Vessels large may venture more. 

But little boats should keep near shore. Franklin, Poor B*c. 
All’s to be fear’d where all is to be lost. Byron, Werner. 
Be wise, discreet, of dangers take good heed ; 

Be cautious, and you cannot but succeed ; 

Shun all rash acts, let moderation mark 
Each enterprise on which you may embark ; 

And from your minds ne'er let there be effaced 
The old yet sterling proverb, Haste makes Waste " 
CELZBAGT. 

Lady, you are the cruelest she abve, 

If you will lead those graces to the grave, 

Ana leave the world no copy. 


Sh. Tw, N. 1 6 
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CEUBACT • ^continued 
But earlier liappy is tlie rose distill’d. 

Than tliat, which, withering on the virgin thorn, 

Grows, lives and dies in single blessedness. Sh* Mid, JV, 1. 1. 

Our Maker bids increase ; who bids abstain 

But our destroyer, foe to God and man ? MtUont P. L. iv. 748. 


She, though in fuh blown flower of glorious beauty. 

Grows cold, even in the summer of her age. JDryden, Cy. iv. 1. 
If I am fay, 'tis for myself alone ; 

I do not wish to have a sweetheart near me, 

Nor would I call another’s heart my own, 

Nor have a gallant lover to revere me ; 

For surely I would plight my faith to none, 

ITiough many an amorous cit might jump to hear me : 

For I have heard that lovers prove deceivers, 

When once they find that maidens are believers. 
gii.E9TiAlfi. From MioM Angelo, 


Look, how the floor of Heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold ; 

There’s not the smallest orb, which thou behold’st, 

But in Ids motion like an angel sings, 

Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubins ; 

Such harmony is in immortal souls : 

But, whilst this muddv vesture of decay ^ 

Bolh grossly dose it m, we cannot hear it. 8h, M.of* en.T. 1. 


CEBEHONYk 

Ceremony was devised at first 

To set a gloss on faint deeds -hollow welcomes, 

Becanting goodness, soriy e’er 't is shomi ; 

But where there is true mendship, there needs none. 

Sh, Timon. i, S. 

GTlien ceremony leads her bigots forth, 

Prepar'd to fi^t for shadows of no worth ; 

While truths, on which eternal things depend, 

Fmd not, or hardly find, a single friend. Cotrper, 


CHAIXEir0E. 

There I throw my gage, 

To prove it on thee, to the extremest point 

Of martial daring, SL, Bit\ tj, r. 1. 

CHAMBEBLAIE. 

He was a cold, good, honourable man, 

Proud of his birth, and proud of every thing ; 

A goodly spirit for a state divan, 

T 2 



68 


CHJlHBXBLA. 1^ --OAANaB. 


OH AlTBintliAlir ^c<mimued» 

A figure fit to walk before a king ; 

Tall, stately, form’d to lead the courtly yan 
On birthdays, glorious with a star and string i 
The very modm of a chamberlain. B^ran. 

CHAKGE— Pride. 

In my school-days, when I had lost one shaft, 

I shot his fellow of the self-same ^ht, 

The self-same way, with more advised watch, . 

To find the otlier forth; and by adventuring both 
I oft found both. JS/t.Mer, V, 1. 1. 

An eagle, towering in liis pride of place, 

Was by a mousing owl hawk’d at, and kill’d. 5//. Mac. ii. 4 
I liave set my life upon a cast, 

And I w ill stand the liazard of the die. SL JRic. ui. v, 4, 
Unknowingly she strikes and kills by chance, 

Poison is in her eyes, and death in every glance. Dryden, 
All nature is but art unknown to thee, 

All chance direction, w'hich thou canst not sec. 

Fopet JE. M. I. 289, 

CHAH0E. 

like French and wo still change, but hero’s the curse, 

They change for better, and we change for worse. 

Dryden^ Froloyuo io the Spanish Friar, 
Alas 1 in trutli, the man but chang’d liis mind,— 

Perhaps was sick, in love, or had not dined. Fupe, M. F. 1 . 127. 
Look nature through, *tis revolution all ; 

AH change, no death ; day follows night, and night 
The dying dav ; stars rise and set, and rise ; 

!Earth takes tli’ example. See, the summer gay, 

With her green chaplet and ambrosial flowex*s. 

Droops into pallid autumn ; winter CToy, 

Homd with frost, and turbulent witn storm, 
jBlows autumn and his golden fruits away. 

Then melts into the spring ; soft spring, with breath 
Favonian, from warm chambers of the south, 

Hecalls the first ; all, to reflourish, fades. 

As, in a wheel, all sinks to reascend, 

Emblems of man, who passes, not expires. Ymny. 

Love bears within itself the very germ 
Of change ; and how should this be otherwise P 
Tliat violent things more quickly find a term, 

Is shown through nature’s whole analogies* Byron. 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. Byron, Dream, A 



CHAJraK — CHAOS. 


3HAlf0X — continued. 

How chang'd since last her speaking eye 
Glanc'd gladness round the ^tt'ring room ; 

Where high-bom men were proud to wait, 

Where beauiy watch’d to imitate 1 B^ron, ParUijia, 

Your coldness I heed not ; your frown I defy ; 

Your affection I need not-~the time has gone by. 

When a blush or a smile on that cheek could beguile 
My soul from its safely, with witchery's wile. Mrs, Osgood, 

Hoses bloom, and then they wither ; 

Cheeks are bright, then fade and die ; 

Shapes of light are wafted hither. 

Then like visions hurry by. J. G-, Berdval 

Weep not that the world changes— did it keep 
A st^le, changeless course, ’t were cause to weep. Btyant, 

I ask not what change has come over thy heart ; 

I seek not what chances have doomed us to part ; 

I know thou hast told me to love tliee no more, 

And I still must obey, where I once did adore. Hoffman 

Hot in vain the distance beckons, 

Forward, forward let us range ; 

Let the peoples spin for ever 

Down the rmging grooves of change. Tennyson, 

cHAKonra. 

Tiie stone that is rolling can gather no moss, 

For master and servant oft changing is loss. 2\isser, Pis, JIus, 
CHAOS. 

For he being dead, with him is beauty slain ; 

And beauty dead, black chaos comes again. Sh,V* ^ A, 178. 

Whore eldest Night 
And chaos, ancestors of nature, h(dd 
Ftemal anarchy amidst the noise 

Of endless wars. Milton, P. L, ii. 894. 

Heligion, blushing, veils her sacred fires. 

And unawares M^orality expires. 

Nor public fiame, nor private, dares to shine ; 

Nor human spark is left, nor glimpse divine 1 
Lo I tlw dread empire. Chaos, is restored ; 

Light cues before thy uncreating word : 

Thy hand, great Anarch, lets the curtain fall ; 

And universal darkness buries all. Pope, Bun, iv. 
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CUAfEl. — OHAEAOTEB. 


CBJaiEL. 

Wherever God erects a house of prayer. 

The Devil alvt ays builds a chapel there : 

And ’t will be found upon examination, 

The latter has the largest congregation. D^oe, T, B. Eng. i. 1 
GEULBACTEB.— Fickleness, Detraction. 

There is a kind of character in thy life) 

That to the observer doth thy history 

Fully unfold. 8L M,for i- 1* 

He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one ; 

Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading : 

Lofty, and sour, to them that lov’d him not ; 

But to those men that sought him, sweet as summer. 

Sh. Uen, VIII. V. 4 

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ; 

His tears, pure messengers sent from his heart ; 

His heart as far from fraud as heaven from earth. Ib Tto. G.n.7 
Gnats are unnoticed wheresoe’er they fly, 

But eagles gazed upon by every eye. Shakesp. Rape of L, 
Errors, like straws, upon the surface flow ; 

He who would search for pcai’ls must dive below. 

Dpgdeny Annnx Mirahihe^ 39. 
Though gay as mirth, as curious thought sedate ; 

As elegance polite, as power elate ; 

Profound as reason, and as justice clear ; 

Soft as compassion, yet as truth severe. Savage. 

Form’d by the converse happily to steer 
From grave to gay, from lively to severe ; 

Correct with spirit, eloquent with ease, 

Intent to reason, or pohto to please. Pope, JE. M. it. 380. 
Of manners gentle, of aflections mild ! 

In wit a man, simplicity a child. Pope, on Oag. 

Who but must laugh, if such a man there be P 
Who would not weep, if Atticus were he P Pope, Es. to Ar. 213. 
Bare compound of oddity, frolic, and fun. 

Who reliv’d a joke, and rejoic’d ih a pun. Goldsmith, Petal, 
His talk was like a stream, which runs 
With rapid change from rooks to roses ; 

It slipped from politics to puns. 

It passed from Mahomet to Moses ; - 
Beginning with the laws which keep 
The planets in their radiant courses, 

And ending with some precept deep 

Fop dressing eels, or shoeing horses. Praed, The Vicar 
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OHABACTER — co^Hinwd. 

Describe him who can. 

An abridgement of all that was pleasant in man. Chldt^milhi R, 
For ever foremost in the ranks of fun, 

The laughing herald of the harmless pirn. Bi/rvn, 

Her glos^ hair was cluster’d o'er a brow 
Bright with intelligence, and fair and smooth ; 

Her eyebrows* shape was like the aerial bow ; 

Her cheek all purple with the beam of youth, D. Ju. 

A truer, nobler, trustier heart, 

More loving, or more loyal, never beat 

Within a human breast. Byron^ Two FoscarL 

With more capacity for love, than earth 
Bestows on most of mortal mould and birth. 

His early dreams of good out-stripp^’d the truth, 

And U'oubled manhood follow’d bamed youth, Byron ^ Lara* 

To those who know tliee not, no words can paint ! 

And those who know thee, know all words are faint ! 

Haa, More, Sensihility* 

He is so full of pleasing anecdote. 

So rich, so gay, so poignant in his wit, 

’I'iine vanishes before him as he speaks, Joanna Batllie^ 

In all thy humours, whether grave or mellow, 

Tliou’rt such a touchy, testy, pleasant fellow. 

Hast so much wit and miriJh and spleen about thee, 

There is no living with thee, nor without thee. From Martial, 
She was — ^but words would fail to tell thee what ; 

Tliink what a woman should be, she was that. Anon, 

GHABIES n. 

Here lies our sovereign lord the king, 

Whose word no man relies on ; 

Wlio never said* a foolish thing. 

And never did* a wise one, Bodtesur, Moch.Fjp, on Chae. ii, 

CEABIT7— Beggars, Benevolence. 

For his bounty, 

There was no winter in’t ; an autumn *twas, 

That grew the more by reaping. 8h. Ant, Chop, v 2 

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
^en as day, for melting charity ; 

notwithstanding, bei- g incens’d, he's flint ; 

As humorous as winter, and as sudden 
As flaws congealed in the spring of dav. 8h, Wen. Jy, ii. 4 
* Var. present tense ; and Ibero are other vnrlatlona. 
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CHAEITY— 

"lis nat enough to help the feeble up. 

But to support him ai^. Imon, Zk L 

Charity itself fulfils the lair. 

And wlio can sever love from charity P Sh» L, X. i. 3i 
It was sufficient that his wants were known, 

True charity makes others* wants their own. 

Bohert Daho^'ne^ Poor Man's Comfort, 
How few, like thee, enquire the wretched out. 

And court the offices or soft humanity. 

Like thee, reserve their raiment for the naked, 

!Eeach out their bread to feed the crying orphan, 

Or mix the pitying tears with those that weep ! Boioe, Jane S, 
Think not the good 

The gentle deeds of mercy thou hast done, 

Shall die forgotten all ; the poor, the pris’ner, 

QTie fatherless, the friendless, and the widow, 

“Who daily own the bounty of thy h^d, 

Shall cry to heav’n, and pull a blessing on thee. JSoire, 

Great minds, like heaven, are pleased in doing good, 

Though the ungrateful subjects of their favours 

Are barren in return. Bowe, Tamerfane, 

True liappiness (if understood) 

Consists alone in doing good. SomervUU\ 

In faith and hone the world will disagree. 

But all mankinds concern is charity: 

All must be false that thwart this one great end ; 

And all of God, that bless mankind, or mend. Pope, F, M 
Let humble Allen, with an awkward shame, 

Do good by stealth, and blush to find it fame. Ih, Sai. i. 135. 

The generous pride of virtue 
Disdains to weigh too nicely the returns 
Her bounty meets with— Like the liberal gods, 

Rrom her own gracious nature she bestows, 

Nor stoops to ask reward. Thomson, Coriolnius, in. 

Let shining chari^ adorn your zeal, 

The noblest impulse generous minds can feel. Aaron Hi * 
What numbers, once in fortune's lap high-fed 
Solicit the cold hand of charity : 

To shock us more, solicit it in vain 1 1 oung, N, T 

There are, while human miseries abound, 

A thousand ways to waste superfluous wealth. 

Without one fool or flatterer at your board, 

Without one hour of sickness or disgust. Annstt'ong,A, P.Ji, 
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CSABITY—- 

Trae charity, a plant divinely nurs'd. 

Fed by the love from which it rose at first. 

Thrives against hope, and, in the rudest scene, 

Storms but enliven its unfading green ; 

Exuberant in the shadow it supj^es. 

Its fruit on earth, its growth above the Blde8.Cowper,C/iar£i^, 
The truly generous is the truly wise ; [57;i. 

And he who loves not others, uves nnblest. Some^ Doufflas, 
The drying up a single tear has more 

Of honest lame, than shedding seas of gore. B^ron, 2). J.vni. 3. 
He who will not give 

Some portion of his ease, his blood, his wealth, 

For other's good, is a poor frozen churl, Joa* Baillie, JEtJi. i. 2. 

flgAUTIffa. 

Chaims strike the sight, but merit wins the soul. 

GHASXITT. ^€^6, JRope qf the Loch, v. 34* 

Chaste as the icicle 

That's curdled by the frost from purest snow, 

And hangs on Hum's temple. Sh. CorioL v. 3. 

The soul whose bosom lust did never touch, 

Is God’s fair bride ; and maidens’ souls are such. 

Decker, JELonest JF7t. p. 1. 
In thy fair brow there’s such a legend writ 
Of chastity, as blinds th' adulterous mind. l)rjfden, Aihion. 
CHATHAM. 

His speech his form, his action, full of grace, 

And all lus country beaming in his face, 

He stood, as some inimitable hand 

Would strive to make a Paul or TuUy stand. Cwper, T. T. 347. 


CHAIXEBTOH. 

I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous boj. 

The sleepless soul that perish’d in his pride. 

Of him who walk'd in glory and in joy, 

Following his plough along the mountain side. 

GHEATHTfi. ‘ 'IVcrd^worth^ Hls. and Inde^f, vii. 

In little trades more cheats and lying 
Are us’d in selling, than in buying ; 

But in the great, umuster dealing 

Is us'd in buying, than in selling. Bailer, ThmjkU 
, DoubtleBs the pleasure is as great, 

Of being cheated as to cheat. Baiier^ Hvd, ii. 3, 1. !• 
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CHEJlTINO — C niLD. 


CKEMnS^—continued, 
iEVom stratagem to stratagem we run, 

And lie knows most, who latest is undone ; 

An honest man will take a knave’s advice, 

But idiots only will be cozen’d twice. Bryden 

ghsebpulness. 

Let me play the fool ; 

With mirth and lau^ter let old wrinkles come ; 

Anil let my liver rather heat with wine, 

Than my heart cool with morti^g groans. 

Why should a man whose blood is warm within. 

Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster P 
Sleep when he wakes P and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish? 5/^. Af. of Ten. i. 1. 

A merry heart goes all the day, 

A sad tires in a mile. 8h, Win, T. iv. 2, Soncf. 

Cheerful looks make every dish a feast. 

And *t is tlmt which crowns a welcome. Mai^Binget', 

What then remains, but well our power to use, 

And keep good humour still, whate’er we lose P 
And trust me, dear, good humour can prevail, 

When airs, and flights, and screams, and scolding fail. 

oHmnra. 

If she do frown ’t is not in hate of you. 

But rather to beget more love in you ; 

If she do chide % is not to have you give. Sh, Two G. i. 2. 

Those that do teach your babes. 

Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks ; 

He might Imve chid me so ; for, m good faith, 

I ana a flhild to chiding. Sh, 0th, iv. 2. 

Uhide him for faults, and do it reverently. 

When you perceive his blood inclined to mirth. 
GHILDBEABIFCl. ^ 4. 

The stealth of our most mutual entertainment, 

With character too gross, is writ on Juliet. SL M,for M, i. 3. 
In the first days 

Of my detracting grief, I found myself 
As women wish to be who love their lords. Home^ Douglat, i, 1 
CHIIJ>^CHI]J)HOOD-GmiIIBEH-EDTrC^ 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit. 

Which, mellow’d by the stealing^ hours of time, 

Will well become tne seat of majesty. 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 8h, Etc. m, iiu 7. 
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CHILD, CHILDHOOD, CHTLDRKH. 

CHILD, CHILDHOOD, CHELDEEN— 

Behold, my lords, 

Although the priut be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father : eye, nose, lip, 

The trick of his frown, his forehead ; nay, tlie valley. 

The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek ; his smiles, 

The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger. SL IK T, ii. 3. 
The poor wren. 

The most diminutive of birds, will fight. 

Her young ones in her nest, agamst the owl. Sh. Mach, iv. 2. 
The childhood shews tlie man, 

As morning shews the day. Milton, Farad, Beg, iv. 320. 

Cfidldren blessings seem, but torments are. 

When young our folly, and when old our fear. Ot%<oay, Don Car, 
One son at home 

Concerns thee more than many guests to come ; 

If to some useftd art he be not bred. 

He grows mere lumber, and is worse than dead. Dryden 
Thanks to the gods, my boy has done his duty I 
— Portius, when I am dead, be sure you place 
His um near mine. Addhon, Cato, 

Behold the child, by nature’s kindly law, 

Pleased with a rattle, tickled with a straw. Pope, E.M, ii.27o. 
By sports like these are all their cares beguil'd ; 

The sports of children satisfy the child. GoldsmiiJi, Trar, 
A lovely being, scarcely form’d or moulded, 

Arosewithallits sweetest leaves yet folded. Byron, Z>.«7’.xv,43. 
Yet a fine family is a fine thing, 

(Provided til ey don’t come in after dinner ;) 

’Tis beautiftd to see a matron bring 

Her children up (if nursing them don't thin her). Byron,D, J, 
Look how he laughs and stretches out his arms, 

And opens wide his blue eyes upon thine. 

To hau his father : while his little form 
Flutters as wing’d with jcy. Talk not of pain ! 

The childless cherubs well might envy Ibee 

The pleasures of a parent. Byron, Cain, iii, 1. 

He smiles, and sleeps I — sleep on 
And smile, thou little, young iaheritor 
Of a world scarce less young : sleep on, and smile I 
Thine are the hours and days when both are cheering 
And innocent ! Byron, Cain, ni. 1, 

giving jewels dropp’d unstfuned from heaven. Folhh, 
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cm U-— OHILDHOOD— " CH ^ LDHEy —“ContinH€d» 

The tear dowH^ohildhood’s cheek that Hows, 

Is like the dew-drop on the rose ; 

When next the summer breeze comes by, 

And waves the bush, the dower is diy. Scoit, Rohihy 

Why was my prayer accepted P why did Heav’n 

In anger hear me, when I ask’d a son P Han. More^ Moses, 1 

The child is father of the man. WordsioortK My H. T^eaps, 1. 7 

Oh ! dear to memoiy are those hours 
When every pathway led to flowers ; 

When sticks of peppermint possess’d 
A sc^tre’s power to sway the breast, 

And heaven was round us while we fed 

On rich ambrosial gingerbread. Eliza Cc ol . 

Women know 

The way to rear up children (to be just) ; 

They know a simple, merry, tender knack 
Of tying sashes, iitting baby-shoes. 

And strmging pretty words that m^e no sense, 

And kissing iull sense into empty words ; 

Which things are corals to out life upon, 

Although such trifles. Mrs. Browning. 

CHOIOJB 

When better cherries are not to be had. 

We needs must take the seeming best of bad. Daniel. 

So much to win, so much to lose. 

No marvel that I fear to choose. Miss Landon. 

CHOLHEL 

Must I give way and room to your rash choler P 

Shall I be frighted when a madman staresP Sh. Jul, 0. iv. 3. 

Let your reason with your choler question 
Wliat ’tis you go about. Sh. Hen. vni. 1 . 1. 

CEHISnAH. 

A Christian is the highest slyle of man. Young, N. T, iv. 788, 
OEftlSTlEAS. 

At Christmas play, and make good cheer, 

For Christmas comes but once a year. Tasser, 600 points, 12 

Lo ! now is come our joyflil’st feast 1 
Let every man be jolly. 

Each room with ivy leaves is dresi, 

And every post with holly. 



CUBtSTMAB — OUUKCH. 7^ 

CRSUXICAS ^continued. 

Kow aU our neighbours* chimneys 49 moke, 

And Christmas blocks are burning ; 

Their orens they ^ ith bak*t meats choke, 

And aU their spits are turning. Wither, Christmas Carol. 
Now thrice-welcome Christmas, which brings us good cheer. 
Mine djpies and plum porridge, good aJe and strong beer. 
With pig, goose, and capon, the best that may be,— 

So well doth the weatlier and our stomachs agree. 

Observe how the chimneys do smoke all about ; 

The cooks are providing for dinner, no doubt : 

But those on \>^ose tables no victuals appear, 

O, may they keep Bent all the test of the year! 

Poor Robin s Almanack, 1695. 
Heap on more wood ! the wind is chill ; 

But let it whistle as it will, 

"Well keep our Christanas merry stilL Scott, ifaitaion, c. 8. 
OUUJtCH— Oathedral, Clergyman, MIg fpn 
Then might you see 

Cowls, hoo^, and habits with their wearers tost 
^d flutter’d into rags ; then reliques, beads, 

Indulgences, dispenses, pardons, bulls, 

The sport of winds ; all tliese upwliirrd aloft; 

Fly to the rearward of the world far ofiT 

Into a limbo large and broad, since call’d 

The paradise of fools. MiHon, P. L, ni. 400. 

What makes a church a den of thieves P 

A dean and chapter, and white sleeves. Butler, Hud. 3, 1. 1285. 

Patience in want, and poverty of mind. 

These marks of church and churclimen he designed, 

And living taught, and dying left behind. Bryden. 

I met a reverend, fat, old, gouty friar, 

With a paunch swoll’n so high, his double chip 
Might rest upon *t : a true son of the churcli ! 

Fresh-colour d, and well- thriviu g on his trade Dt ydert. Span. P. 
Who builds a church to God, and not to fame. 

Will never mark the marble with his name. Pope, M. E. iii. 
Church ladders are not always mounted best 
By learned clerks and latinists professed. Chfcper, Tiroc. 378. 
“ W hat is a Church ?** Bet truth and reason speak ; 

They should reply — “ The faithfxQ puix? and meek. 

From Christian folds, the one selected race, 

Of all professions, and of every place.” Crubbe, Borough 
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CEUBCH~0on<tnwMlL 
Wliat is a oliurch P — Out lionest sexton tells 
’T is a tall building, with a tower and bells. Crahhe, Borougfi, 

*WTiy should we crave a liallowed spot P 
An altar is in each man’s cot, 

A church in every grove that spreads 
Its living roof above our heads. Wordsvjorth 

It never was a proroerous world 
Since priests have interfered with temporal matters ; 

The custom of their ancestors they slight, 

And cliange their shirts of hair for robes of gold ; 

Thus luxury and interest rule the church. 

Whilst piety and conscience dwell in caves. Banevofi, F ofM, 

CHUECHYARD - CEMETEBT. 

The solitary silent, solemn scene, 

WJiero Casars, heroes, peasants, hermits lie, 

Blended in dust together ; where the slave 
Bests from his laboui*s ; where th* insulting proud 
Besigns liis power ; the miser drops his hoard ; 

Where human foUy sleeps. Bnijut of Rome* 

CB tfETiISMNJlitSS. 

My master is of churlish disposition, 

And little recks to find the way to heaven, 

By doing deeds of hospitality. Sh* As Yov, L, iv. 2. 

CITIES. 

There with like haste to several ways thej^ nm, 

Some to undo, and some to be undone ; 

Wliile luxury and wealth, and war and peace, 

Are each tli’ other’s ruin and increase ; 

As rivers lost in seas, some secret vein 

Thence reconveys, there to be lost again, Deuhtm* 

CITIZEN. 

Feligious, punctual, frugal, and so forth ; 

His word would pass for more tlian he vas worth. 

One solid dish his week-day meal affords, 

And added pudding solemniz’d the Lord’s. Pope, M, P. 3 
eXVijATY. 

Wliilst thou livest, keep a good tongue in thy head. 

iSh* Temp. nr. 2 

CLEANUKESS. 

Even from the body’s purity, the mind 

Receives a secret sympathetic aid. Thomaony Summer 
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CLSBBTt^see Pastor. 

Babble on, ye priests ; amuse mankind 
With idle t^es of flames, and tort’rix^ flends, 

And starry crowns, for patient suflerings here : 

Yes, ^11 the crowd, and gain their earthly goods. 

For feign'd reversions in a heavenly state, Shirley^ Par^ 

Then shall they seek fc* avail themselves of names. 

Places, to titles, and with these to join 
Secular power, though feigning still to act 
spiritual, to themselves appropriating 
Tne Spirit of God, promised alike to be given 
To all oelievers. Milton^ P. L. xii. 516. 

Men of his coat should he minding their prayers. 

And not among ladies to give themselves airs. Sio/t. 

jN’ear yonder copse, where once the garden smil'd. 

And still where many a garden flow'r grows wild, 

There, where a few tom shrubs the jplaee disclose, 

The village preacher’s modest mansion rose. 

A man he was to all the conntrv deax, 

Andpassing rich with forty pounds a year. Q-oldsmiihtDes. V, 107. 
At church, with meek and unafleeted grace. 

His looks adorn'd the venerable place ; 

Truth from his lips prevail’d with double sway, 

Aud fools, who came to scoff, remain’d to pray. 177. 

Ho that negociates 'tween God and man, 

As God’s ambassador, the grand concerns 

Of judgment and of mercy, should beware 

Of lightness in his speech. Cotoperj Tush, 2, 464. 

I venerate the man, whose heart is warm, 

Wliose hands are pure, whoso doctrine and whose life 
Coincident, exhibit lucid proof 

That he is honest in the sacred cause. Coicper^ Tasht 2, 673. 
In man or woman, but far most in man. 

And most of all in man that ministers, 

And serves the altar, in my soul 1 loathe 
All afiectation. 'Tis my perfect scorn : 

Object of my implacable disgust. Coteper, Task, 2, 414 

Wliate’er 

I may have been, or am, doth rest between 

Heaven and myself. — J shall not choose a mortal 

To bo my mediator, Byron, Manfred, iii. 1 
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GLEB0YXAK. 

The proud he tam'd, the penitent he cheer’d : 

Nor to rebuke the rich offender fear'd. 

His preaching much, but more his practice wrought^ 

A liVmg sermon of die truths he taught — 

For this by* rules severe his life he squar'd, 

That all zmght see the doctrine which they heard. 

Dryden^ Character qf a Good Parton 
If such dinners you give. 

You’ll ne'er want for paraons as long as you live ; 

1 ne’er knew a parson without a good nose, 

^ But die devil's as welcome wherever he goes. Swfjl 

Hear how he clears the points o’ faith 
Wi rattlin an' thumpin I 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath, 

He’s stampin, an* he’s jumpin ! Roly Fair. 

The royal letters are a thing of course ; 

A king, that would, might recommend his horse ; 

And deans, no doubt, and chapters with one voice, 

As bound in duty, would connrm the choice. Coivper, Tiro. 
Your Lordship and your Grace, what schools can teach 
A rhet’ric equal to mose parts of ^eech P 
What need of Homer's verse, or itoy's prose. 

Sweet intonections ! if he learn but those ? 

Let rev'rend churls his ignorance rebuke. 

Who starve upon a dog’s ear'd Pentateuch, 

The Parson knows enough who knows a Duke. Cotcpei^ Tiro. 

In his duty prompt, at every call. 

He watch'd, and wept, and felt, and pray’d for all. Goldsmith, 
In short, no dray-horse ever work'd so hard, 

From vaults to drag up hogshead, tun, or pine, 

As this ^od priest, to drag, for si^l rewara, 

ITie souls of sinners from tlie devil’s gripe. Peter Pindar. 
Around his form his loose long robe was thrown, 

And wrapt a breast bestow'd on heaven alone. Jiyi'on, Curs. %. 
GLFBICAL SnPENB. 

What makes all doctrines plain and dear P 
About two hundred pounds a year. 

And that which was prov'd true before, 

Prove false again P Two hundred more* R. iiz.i. 1277. 

CLXltAXE. 

We enw not the warmer clime that lies 
In ten degrees of more indulgent skies ; 

Nor at the coarseness of our heav'n repine, 

lltough o'er our heads the froren Pleiads shine. Addison 
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CLOUBS. 

The douds cnnsipi their treasure to the fields^ 

And, softly shaking on the dimpled pool 
Prelusire drops, lec all their moisture flow, 

In large effusion o*er a freshen'd world. Thonixon, Sprinfj 
There's not a cloud in that blue plain. 

But tehs of storms to come or past ; — 

Here, fying loosely as the mane 
Of a young war-horse in the blast ; — 

There, roird in masses dark and swelling. 

As proud to be the thunder’s dwelling. Mvoi't, 


COACH* 

Go, call a coach, and let a coach be call’d. 
And let the man who calleth be the caller. 


And in his calling 
But coach ! coach 

COCE-GEOWIHO. 


let him nothing call 
1 coach I oh, for a coach, ye gods ! 

Carey y Cktononhotonlhologos, 5. 


Hark, hark 1 I hear 

The strain of strutting chanticleor 

Cry, Cock-a-doodle-doo. 8h, Temjp» x. 2. 


The cock, that is the farumpet of the mom. 

Both with his lofiy and shrill-sounding throat 

Awake the god of day. Sh» Sam, i. 1. 


COIJJE<rCOE,---aw Anla^uary. m , 

A snapper-up of unconsidered trifles, WtH. 2We, it. 2, 
COMET. 

Nature to each allots his proper sphere. 

But that forsaken, we like comets err. 

Toss’d thro’ the void, by some rude shock we're broixe. 

And all our boasted fire is lost in smoke. Congreve. 


Lo ! from the dread immensity of space 
Betuming. with accelerated course, 

'Jlie rushmg comet to the sun descends : 

And as he sinks below the shading earth, 

With awful train projected o'er the heavens. 

The guilty nations tremble. Thomson^ Summer. 


dOMPOET. 

0, my good lord, that comfort comes too late ; 

'Tis like a pardon after execution ; 

That gentle physic, given in time, had cur’d me ; 

But now I’m past all comfort here but prayers. 

S/i. Men, rm, iv. A 


Comfort, like the golden sun. 

Dispels the sullen shade with her sweet influence, 
And cheers the melancholy house of care, 

a 


Evtee. 
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COlOrOET~0o»/tnt(^. 

Sweet as refreshii^ dews or suimner sliowers 
To t}ie long parching thirst of drooping flowers ; 

Q-rateful as tanning gales to fainting swains, 
jiiid sofb as trickling balm to bleedmg pains, — 

Such are thy words. Oay 

It is a little thing to speak a phrase 

Of common comfort, which by dailv use 

Has almost lost its sense ; yet on the ear 

Of him who thought to die unmoum’d 'twill fall 

Like choicest music. Talfuurd, 

COHHXNTAIOBS 

The honours oyeipaid, 

When he tliat did the act is commentator. Shirley. 

These lost their sense, their learning to display, 

And those explained the meaning quite away. Po 2 >e» 

How commentators each dark passage shun. 

And hold their farthing candle to the sun. 

Young, Love of Fame, vii. 97. 
Oh ! ratlier give me commentators plain, 

Who with no deep researches vex tJie brain. 

Who from the dark and doubtful love to run, 

And hold their glimmering taper to the sun. 

Crabhe, Parish Penit^ier, i, 

COBXPABISOKS. 

Comparisons are odorous. Sh. Af. Ado, in. 5. 

When the moon shone, we did not see the candle ; 

So doth the greater glory dim the less. Sh. M. of Fen. y. 1. 
In virtues nothing earthly could surpass her, 

Save tliine “ incomparable oil” Macassar ! Byron, D. J. i. 17, 

coHPAssioir^fM Pity. 

Press not a falling man too far ; 'tis virtue. Sh. Sen. riii. iii. 2. 
O, heavens ! can you hear a good man groan. 

And not relent, or not compassion himr Sh. Tit, And. iv. 1. 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 

How shall your houseless heads and unfed sides, 

Your loop’d and window’d rag^edness, defend you 
Prom seasons such as these P Oh, I have ta’en 
Too little care of this ! Take physio, pomp ; 

Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ; 

That thou may’st shake the superflux to them, 

And show the heavens more just. Sh* Lear^ ill. i. 
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ODMPASSIOK— 

Pity ! it is a pity to recall to feeling 
The wretch too nappy to escape to deatlx, 

By the compassionate trance, poor nature’s last 
Besource against the tyranny of pain. Byrom 

coupxAurr. 

Oome, now again tliy woes impart. 

Tell all thy sorrows, all tliy sin ; 

We cannot heal the throbbing heart, 

Till we discern the w'ounds within. Crahhe. 

COUFUEXIOir. 

» ‘Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white 
Wature’-s own sweet and cunning hand laid on Sli, 2\ Si. i. o. 

COMFIIMEirrs. 

llie lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek. 

Pleads your fair usage. S/i, Tt'olh iv. 1. 

COBCBALlCEirr— Love. 

He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stolen. 

Let him not know’t, and he’s not robb’d at ally 5//. 0th iii. 2 
^T is not my talent to conceal my thoughts, 

Or carry smiles and sunshine in my face, 

While discontent sits heavy at my heart. AddMan. 

CO]rCEIT->«A! Eoxmality. Self-conceit. 

As his own bright image he survey'd, 

He fell in love with the fantastic shade ; 

And o’er the fair resemblance hung unmov’d, 

Hor tnew, fond youtli, it was himself he lov’d. Ooid, Met, 
A strong conceit is rick ; so most men deem : 

If not to bcs’tis comfort yet to seem* Marxian, Antonio ^3felL 
Conceit in weakest bodies, strongest works. S/i, Ham, iii. 4. 
This self-conceit is a most dang’rous shelf. 

Where many have been shipwreck’d unawares ; 

He who doth trust too much unto liimsclf. 

Can never fail to fall in many snares. JE. of Sterling t CroBtut, 
Drawn by conceit from reason’s plan. 

How vain is that poor creature, man 1 
How pleas’d is ev ry paltry elf 

To prate about that thing, himself. ChurMl, 

coBCLirsioir. 

0, most lame and impotent conclusion P Sh, 0th, it, 1. 
COBGOBB. 

Blind concord, heavenly-born! whose blissful reign, 

Holds this vast globe m one surrounding chain ; 

Soul of the world I TUMI 

<1 2 
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COHDXMHED. 

The wretch, (xnidemii'd with, life to party 
Still, still on hope relies ; 

And every pang that rends the heart. 

Bids expectation rise. Goldsmith^ Captiwtv^ a 

coroiroT. 

Have more than thou showest, 

Speah less than thou knowcst, 

Lend less than thou owest, 

Learn more than thou trowest, 

Set less than thou throwcst. Sh, Lear, i, 4. 

Our acts our angels are, or good or ill, 

Our fatal shadows that walk by us still. Fletcher^ 21, M. Fort. 
Learn to live well that thou may'st die so too ; 

To live and die is all we have to do. Deiiham. 

The man who consecrates his Lours 
By vig’rous effort and an honest aim, 

At once he draws the sting of life and death ; 

He walks with nature, and herpaths are peace. Young ^ N. 7’. 186. 
Who does the best liis circumstance allows, 

Hoes well, acts nobly; angels could rxo more, Young, N, T, IL 
To what gulnhs 

A .ingle deviation from the track 
Of human duties leads even those who claim 
The homage of mankind as thoir bom due, 

And find it, till they forfeit it themselves ! Bjgron, 

To whom do lions cast their gentle looks ? 

Hot to the beast that would usurp their don. ^ 

Whoso hand is that the forest bear doth lick r 
Hot his that spoils her young before her face. 

Who 'scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sting ? 

Hot he that sets his foot upon her back. 

The smallest worm* will turn, being trodden on ; 

And doves will peck, in safeguard of their brood. 

CO j a JlBEI TCE. 2£en, V/. 3, If. 2. 

Set on your foot ; 

And, with a heart new fir’d, I follow you. 

To do I know not what : but it sufficeth, 

Tliat Brutus leads me on. Sh, Jut, C, il 2 

coimrsioiT. 

With ruin upon ruin, rout on rout, 

Confusion worse confounded. Mtlion, P. L. ii. 
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comsnrBiAL happhtess. 

There *s a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has told, 

When two, that are link'd in one heavenly tie, 

With heart never changing, and brow never cold. 

Love on through all ills, and love on till they die ! Mooi'e. 

Oh, the music and beauty of life lose their wortli, 

When one heart only joys in their smile ; 

But the union of hearts gives that pleasure its birth, 

WTiioh beams on the dai-kest and coldest of ^‘arth 
Like the sun on his own chosen isle ; 

It gives to the fire-side of winter the light. 

The glow and the glitter of spring — 

O sweet are the hours, when two mnd hearts unite. 

As softly they glide, in their innocent flight 

Away on a motionless wing. ' MS. 

'SOIfQinEST j claim by right 

Of conquest: for when kings make war. 

No law betwixt two sovereigns can decide, 

But that of arms, where fortune is the judge. 

Soldiers the lawyers, and the bar the field. 

Mark ! where his carnage and his conquests cease ! 

He makes a solitude, and calls itpeace 1 Byre;?, o; A ii. 20. 
COKSAHGTTIHrrY. 

'Cause grace and virtue are within 
Prohibited degrees of kin ; 

And therefore no true saint allows 

They shall be suffered to espouse. Butler, Hud, Hi. c. i. 1293 

Govsemres. 

Leave her to heaven, 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge. 

To prick and sting her. S/i. Sam, i. f 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 

And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought ; 

And enterprises of great pith and moment, 

With this regard their currents turn awry. 

And lose the name of action. Sh, Sam. iii. I, 

Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind ; 

The thief doth fear each bush an officer. Sh. S, vi. 3. y. C. 

Thrice is he arm’d, that hath his quarrel just ; 

And he but naked, though lock’d up in steel. 

Whose conscience with mjustice is corrupted. 

Sh. Sen. 71. 2. ill. 2 



COKBCIEirOB. 


SO 


COKSOlEXCl! — Mitmied, 

I feel within me 

A peace ahove aH earthly dignities, 

A still and quiet conscience. 8h, Sen, VIIT. in, 2 

Unnatural deeds 

Do breed unnatui*al troubles ; Infected minds 

To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets, Sh. Mac. v> 1. 

The colour of the king doth come and go, 

Between his purpose and his conscience, 

Lite heralds xwixt two dreadful battles set ; 

His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. S/i. K, J, iv. 2. 
He that has light within his own clear breast, 

May sit i* the centre, and enjoy bright day ; 

But he that hides a dark soul, and foul thoughts. 

Benighted walks under the mid-day sun ; 

Himself is his own dungeon. Milton^ Comm, 381. 

0 conscience, into what abyss of fears. 

And horrors hast thou driven me ; out of wliich 

1 find noway, from deep to deeper plunged! -Af*7^c«,P.A.x.842. 
Why should not conscience have vacation. 

As well as other courts o’ the nation ? 

Have equal power to adjourn, 

Appoint appearance, and return P Butler, Sud, 2, ii. 317, 
The sweetest conscience we receive at last. 

Is conscience of our virtuous actions past. Denham, 

Here, here it lies ; a lump of lead by day ; 

And in mv short, distracted, nightly slumber 

The hag that rides my dreams. Di^yden, 

Oh power of guilt 1 how conscience con upbraid I 

It forces her not only to reveal. 

Bat to repeat what she would most conceal. Drydeix. 

Severe decrees may keep our tongues in awe. 

But to our thoughts what edict can give law P 
Even you yourself to your own breast shall tell 
Your crimes, and your own conscience be your hell. Dry den 
Pirates and conquerors of harden’d mind. 

The foes of peace and scourges of mankind. 

To whom onending men are made a prey, 

Wlien Jove in vengeance gives a land away i 
Even these - when of their ill-got spoils possess'd. 

Find sure tormentors in a guilty breast ; 

Some voice of God, close wdiispering within» 

“ Wretch ! this is villainy ; and this is sin 1" 
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tHiilSi^XnSSSlCZ^contmued, 

Some scruple rose, but thus lie eas*d his thought, 

I’ll now give sixpence where I gave a groat ; 

Where once I went to church, i’ll now go twice. 

And am so clear too of all other vice. Pope, Moral JEssa^s* 
Conscience, what art thou? thou tremendous power ! 

Who dost inhabit us without our leave. 

And art within ourselves, another self, 

A master self, that loves to domineer. 

And treat the monarch frankly as Uie slave P Young, Pi o* 
E’en grave divines submit to glittering gold ! 

The best of consciences are bought and sold. Peter Pindar 

But, at sixteen, the conscience rarely gnaws 
So much, as when we call our old d^ts m 
At sixty years, and draw the account of evil. 

And find a deuced balance with the devil. Pgron, D, J, i 
A quiet conscience makes one so serene I 
Christians have burnt each other, quite persuaded 
That all the apostles would have done as they did. Ih, Z>. 
Though thy slumbers may be deep. 

Yet my spirit shall not sleep ; 

There are shades that will not vanish. 

There are thoughts thou canst not banish. Bgron, Manfreds 

There is no .future pang 
Can deal that justice on the self-condemn’d 
He deals on las own soul. Byron, Manfred* 

Yet still there whispers the small voice within, 

Heard through gain’s sdence, and o’er glory’s din : 

Whatever creed be taught or land be trod, 

Man’s conscience is the oracle of God ! Byron, lelana* 

Oh ! conscience ! conscience I man’s most faithful friend. 
Him canst thou comfort, ease, relieve, defend : 

But if he will thy friendly cheeks forego. 

Thou art, oh ! woe for him, his deadliest foe ! Crahbe,8truggl 
How awful is that hour when conscience ntings \<f Comte. 
The hoary wretch who on his death-bed hears, 

Deep in his soul, the thundering voice tliat wrings. 

In one dark, damning moment, crimes of years ! PerehaL 
’Tis ever thus 

With noble minds, if chance they slide to folly ; 

Bemorse stin^ deeper, and relentless conscience 

Pours more of gall Into the hitter cup 

Of their severe repentance- Maeon, Blfrtda 
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CONSCIENCJE— COJrSTAirCT. 


GOKSCUENCCB continued. 

The sweetest cordial we receive at last. 

Is conscience of our virtuous actions past. Chiffe, Ore^tee 

Trust me, no tortures which the poets feign 
Can match the fierce, th’ unutterable pain 
He feels, who, night and da^ devoid of rest. 

Carries his own accuser in las breast. Juvenal, Gifford 

Ifot all the glory, all the praise. 

That dechs the hero’s prosperous days. 

The shout of men, the laurel crown, 

The pealing anthems of renown, 

May conscience’ dreadful sentence drown. Mrs, Kolford 

’’OXrSEKT. 

She half consents who silently denies. Oold, Art Love, 

coKcuBEBArnoir. 

What you have said, 

I consider; what you have to say, 

I will with patience hear : and find a time 

Both meet to hear and answer. Sh. JuL C, i. 2. 

Consideration like an angel came. 

And whipp’d the ofiending Adam out of him. Sh AT. v, u 1 
CaFSOIAJIOlf . 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas’d ; 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 

Paze out the written troubles of the brain ; 

And, with some sweet oblivious antidote, 

^e anse the stufi” d bosom of that perilous stuff, 

Which weighs upon the heart. Sh. Mad. v. 3 

OOKSPIBACT. 

Oh I think what anxious moments pass between 
The birth of plots, and their last fatal periods ; 

Oh ! ’tis a dreadful interval of time, 

Fill’d up with horror, and big with death. Addison, Cato, 


Conspiracies no sooner should be formed 
Than executed. Addison, Cato. 

Conspiracies, 

lake thunder clouds, should in a moment form 
And strike, like lightning, ere the sound is heard. 


COKSTiJrCT. 


A, Dov), Sethona 


J am constant as the northern star, 

Of whose true, fix’d, and resting quality 

There is no fellow in the firmament. Sh. Jul, C. m. 1 
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CGSBfIAS(n—cont».tied. 

O heaven ! were man 

But constant, he were perfect } that one error 
Fills him with faults ; makes him run throus^h all sins 

SL l\co O. V. 4. 

When all things have their trial, you shall find 
N othing is constant but a virtuous mind. Shirley, Wit, Fa, one. 
Go, bid the needle its dear north forsake, 

To which with trembling rev*rence it doth bend ; 

Go, bid the stones a journey upwards make ; 

Go, bid th* ambitious fiames no more ascend ; 

And when these false to their old motions prove. 

Then will 1 cease thee, thee alone, to love. Cowley,, 

True constancy no time, no power can move ; 

He that hath known to change, ne’er knew to love. Gay, Dione, 
I know thee constant. 

Sooner I’ll think the sun would cease cheer 
The teeming earth, and then forget to bear ; 

Sooner that rivers would run bade, or Tliames, 

With ribs of ice in June, would bind his streams ; 

Or nature, by whose strength the world endures, 

Would change her course before you alter yours. JCr, Johnson, 
Oh, the heart, that has truly lov’d, never forgets. 

But as truly loves on to the close, 

As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets. 

The same look which she turn’d when he rose. Moore, Snnjl, 
There is nothing but deatli 
Our afiections can sever, 

And till life's latest breath 

Love shall bind us for ever. J. G, Ferdvah 

CONSTTHHATION. 

*Tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wish’d. 8h, Sam, iii. 1. 

GOITTBMPLATIOK. 

Fixed and contemplative tlieir looks, 

Still turning over nature’s books. Denham, 

Thus every object of creation 

Can furnish lunts for contemplation. 

And from the most minute and mean, 

A virtuous mind can morals glean. Gay 

coirmiiPT. 

What valour were it, when a cur doth grin. 

For one to thrust his hand between liis teeth. 

When he might spurn him with his foot away ? 

S/i. E. 72 3. 1. 4 
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COWmm^eonttnued. 

From no one vice exempt, 

And most contemptible to sbun contempt. Pcp€ 

Think not there is no smile 
I can bestow upon thee. There is a smile, 

A smile of nature too, which I can spare. 

And yet, perhaps, thou wilt not thanJt me for it. 

Joanna Baillie, De Moniford* 

Shall it not be scorn to me 
To haip on such a moulder’d string ? 

I am sham’d through all my nature 

To hare lov’d so sbght a thing. Tennyson. 

CONTTEimOir. 

Sons and brothers at a strife ! 

What is your quarrel P how began it first P 
— ^No quarrel, but a sweet contention. 8h* Hen. ri. 3. i. 2. 

Where two rag^g fires meet together, 

They do consume the thing that feeds their ftiiy : 

Though little fire grows mat with little wind, 

Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all. 8h. Tam. 8. it. L 

CONTBNTMENT. 

He that commends me to mine own content, 

Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 8Ji. Com. E. i. 2. 

My crown is in my heart, not on my head ; 

Hot deck’d with atamonds and Indian stones, 

Hor to be seen : my crown is called content ; 

A crown it is, that seldom kings enjoy. 8A. Hen. rz. 3. in. 1. 

Poor and content is rich, and rich enough ; 

But riches fineless is as poor as winter 

To him that ever fears he shall be poor. 8h. 0th. in. 8. 

'Tis better to be lowly bom, 

And range with humble livers in content, 

Tlian to be perk’d up in a glistering grief. 

And wear a golden sorrow. 8h. Hen. rin. ii. 3. 

Much will always wanting be 
To him who much desires. Thrice happy he 
To whom the wise indul^ency of heaven, 

With sparing hand, but just enough has given. 

Cellars and granaries in vain we ^ 

With all the bounteous summer’s store, 

If the mind thirst and hunger still ; 

The poor rich man's emphatically poor. 


Cowlvy 
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OOKTESTMXXn^^tvntinued. 

Let’s live with that small pittance which we hare ; 

covets more, is evermore a slave. Hen^ick, Aph. 122 
Who with a little cannot be content, 

Endures an everlasting punishment. Hen'ick, Ajph, 112 
I meddle with no man’s business but my own ; 

I rise in the morning early, study moderately. 

Eat and drink cheerfully, live soberly. 

Take my innocent pleasures freely. Oitcap 

Since every man who lives is bom to die. 

And none can boast sincere felicity, 

With equal mind what happens let us bear, 

ISTor grieve too much for thmM beyond our care. 

Like pU^ms, to th’ appointed place we tend ; 

The worid’s an inn, and death tke journey's end. 

Diyden, Pulamon and ArciU, 3 
Since all great souls still make tneir own content, 

We to ourselves inay all our wishes grant ; 

For nothing coveting, we nothing want. Drpden, 

They cannot want who wish not to have more ; 

Who ever said an anchoret was poor? Diyden 

Content is wealth, the riches of the mind ; 

And happy he who can that treasure find. Prpden^ 

Content thyself to be obscurely good : 

When vice prevails, and impious men bear sway. 

The post of nonour is a private station. Addison^ Cato, iv. 
The remnant of his days he safely past, 

Nor found they lagg’d too slow', nor flew too fast ; 

He made his wish with his estate comply, 

Joyfiil to live, yet not afraid to die. Pyiov. 

Some place the bliss on action, some on ease ; 

Those call it pleasure, and contentment these. Pope* 

Thrice happy they, the wise, contented poor. 

From lust of wemth and dread of death secure ; 

They tempt no deserts, and no griefs they find ; 

Peace rules the day when reason rules the mmd, ColHthe 
Happy the man who, void of cares and strife, 

In silken or in leathern purse retains 
A good old shilling.* John Philtp^^ Splendid 
Man’s rich with little, were Ids judgment true ; 

Nature is frugal, and her wants are few : 

Tliose few wants answer’d, bring sincere delights ; 

But fools create themselves new appetites. Yon no 

* Tue original ia *' a splendid shilling,’* but I have quoted It proferablr as abore. 



92 


COOTEKTMBJri?--OOKTBOVBBST. 


0, grant me, Heav'n, a middle state. 

Neither too humble, nor too ^eat; 

More than enough for nature s ends, 

With something left to treat my friends, Malhi, 

Man wants but little here below. 

Nor wants that little long. Ghldsmith, K, of Wakijiehi, 8. 
Happy the life, that in a peaceful stream. 

Obscure, unnoticed through the vale has flow’d ; 

The heak that ne’er was chanii’d by fortune’s gleam 
Is ever sweet contentment’s blest abode, Pefnioal 

This is the charm, by sages often told, 

Converting all it touches into gold ; 

Content can soothe, where’er by fortune placed, 

Can rear a garden in a desert waste. Kt,rhe White. 

He, fairly looking into life’s acooimt, 

Saw fro^Tis and favours wore of like amount ; 

And viewii^ all — ^his perils, prospects, purse — 

He said, “ Content — ’tis well it is no worse.” Cmhhe 

Think’st thou the man whoso mansions hold 
The worldling’s pomp and miser’s gold. 

Obtains a richer prize 

Than he who, in nis cot at rest, 

flinds heavenly peace a willing guest, 

And bears the promise in his breast 

Of treasure in the skies P Mvs. Sigourney. 

What tho' we quit all glitt’iing pomp and greatness. 

The busy, noisy flattery of courts, 

We shaU enjoy content : in that alone 
Is greatness, power, wealth, honour, all summ’d up. 

FowelL King of Naples. 

C0NTB0VEBS7. 

Soon their crude notions with each other fought ; 

The adverse sect denied what this had tanght ; 

And he, at length, the amplest triumph gained, 

Who contradicted what the last maintained. Prior, 

When subtle doctors scripture made their prize, 

Casuists, like cooks, struck out each other’s eyes. Denham. 

He could raise scruples dark and nice, 

And after solve ’em in a trice ; 

As if divinity had catch’d 

The itch on purpose to be scratch’d. Butler, Bud. 1, 1 . 163 
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CONTEOVEBST --oontinued, 

Wken civil dudureon first grew high, 

And men fell out, they knew not why ; 

When foul words, jealousies, and fears 
Set folk together by the ears, 

And made them fight, like mad or drunk, 

For dame Eeligion, as for Funk. Butler^ ITmL 1, i. 1 

Wild controversy then, which long had slept, 

Into the press from ruined cloisters leapt. Dry den. 

The good old man, too eager in dispute. 

Flew high ; and as his chmtian fury rose, 

Damn’d all for heretics who durst oppose. Dryden, Be. 237. 

Destroy his fib, or sophistry, in vain ; 

The creature’s at his dirty work again. 

Great contest follows, and much learned dust 
Involves the combatants ; each claiming truth, 

And truth disclaiming both. Cowper^ Ta^k^ nr. l«l . 

GONVEBSATIOir— see Cbaracter, Courtesy, Talking; 

Formed by thy converse, happily to steer 

From grave to gay, from lively to severe. Pope, E. AT. tv. 370. 

A dearth of words a woman need not fear ; 

But *tis a task indeed to learn to hear : 

In that the skill of conversation lies ; 

That shows or makes you both polite and wise. Young, L. F. 5. 

But conversation, choose what theme we may. 

And chiefly when religion leads the way, 

Should flow, like waters after summer show’rs, 

Not as if raised by mere mechanic powers. Coicpor, Cono,7n$ 

Discourse may want an animated no, 

To brush the surface, and to make it flow ; 

But still remember, if you mean to please. 

To press your point with modesty and ease. Cotoper^ Con. lOl- 

In thy discourse, if thou desire to please, 

All such is Courteous, useful, new, or witty; 

Ifsefulness comes by labour, wit by ease. 

Courtesy grows in court, news in the city ; 

Get a good stock of these, tlien draw tlie card 
That suits him best of «Iiom thy speech is hearil. 

Qtorgt UerJiTf (. 
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CONVUETS — COQITETTE, 


GOITTEBTS. 

More proselytes and converts use t’ accrue 
To false persuasions than the ri^ht and true ; 

Por error and mistakes are infinite, 

'While truth has but one way to be i* the right, Builer^ M. 
COOKS. 

Herbs, and other country messes, 

Which the neat-handed Phyllis dresses. Milton » L'Alleg, 85. 

. Heaven sends us good meat ; but the devil sends cooks. 

^ ‘ Garrick, Epig,\ on Goldsmith* s MeiaL 

COPYING-COPYIST. 

To copy beauties forfeits all pretence 

To fame ; to copy faults is want of sense. Churchill, Bos. 457. 
A barren-spirited fellow : one that feeds 
On objects, arts, and imitations ; 

WTiich, out of use, and staled by other men, 

Uegin his fashion. Sh. Jul. C, iv. 1. 

COatJETTE. 

The maid, whom now you court in vain, 

Will quickly run in quest of man. JEEorace (Francii). 

I do confess thou’rt sweet, but find 
Thee such an unthrift of thy sweets ; 

Thy favours are but like the wind. 

That kisseth eveiything[ it meets : 

And since thou canst with more than one, 

TliouVt wortliy to be loved by none. Hennrh, 

Tlie vain coquette each suit disdains, . 

And glories m her lovers’ pains ; 

Witli age she fades — each lover flics, 

Contemn’d, forlorn, she pines and dies. Gag, Fables. 

Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign 
Porbidding speech, coy looks, and cold disdain, 

To raise Ills passion : such are female arts, 

T^ hold in safer snares inconstant hearts. Gag, Dione. 

AVho hath not heard coquettes complain 
Of days, months, years, misspent in vain 
Por time misused they pine and waste, 

And love’s sweet pleasures never taste. Gag, Fables. 

From loveless youth to unrespected age 
N 0 passion gratified, except her rage ; 

So much the fup- still outran the T\-it, 

The pleasure miss’d her, and the scandal hit Pope, M. E. 3 



GOQITETTE. 


99 


COQJJ^TSZ^amtirmed, 

See how tlie world its veterans rewards I 
A youth of frolics, an old age of cards ; 

Fair to no purpose, artful to no end ; 

Young without lovers, old without a finend ; 

A fop their passion, but their prize a sot ; 

Alive, ridiculous ; and dead, forgot I Pope, itf. E. 2 

With every pleasing, every prudent part, 

Say, ** What can Cmoe wan* P** — she wants a heart. 

She speaJcs, behaves, and acts just as she ought ; 

But never, never reach'd one generous thou^t. Ibid. 

There affectation, with a sickly mien, 

Shows in her cheek the roses of eighteen ; 

Practis'd to lisp, and hang the head aside ; 

Faints into airs, and languishes with pride ; 

On the rich quilt sinks with becoming woe, 

Wrapt in a gown, for sickness, and for show. Pope, Ra. qfL 

Bright as the sun her eyes the gazers strike. 

And, like the sun, they shine on all alike. Pope, Ra, of L. 

iN'ymph of the mincing mouth, and languid eye. 

And lisping tongue so soft, and head awry. 

And fluttering heart, of leaves of aspen made. Peter Pindar. 

Now Laura moves along the joyous crowd. 

Smiles in her eyes, and simpers in her lips ; 

To some she whispers, others speaks aloud ; 

To some she curtsies, and to some she dips. Byron. Beppo 

Would you teach her to love P 
For a time seem to rove ; 

At first she may frown in a pet ; 

But leave her awhile. 

She shortly will smile, 

And then you may win your coquette. Byron. 

Such is your cold coquette, who can't say ** No,” 

And won't say “ Yes,” and keeps you on and offing 
On a lee shore, till it begins to blow ; 

Tlien sees your heart wreck'd with an inward scoffing : 

This works a world of sentimental woe. 

And sends new Werters yearly to their coffin. Ih. D. J. xii. 63. 

Still panting o'er a crowd to reign. 

More loy it gives to woman's breast, 

To make ten fHgid coxcombs vain. 

Than one true manly lover blest. Thomae Moore 
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COQUSTTE ^continued. 

Can 1 a.gaiathat look recall, 

That once could make me die for thee P— 

No, no ! — the eye that beams on all. 

Shall never more be pria'd by me. Thomas Moors 

She, who only finds her self-esteem 
In others’ admiration, begs an alms ; 

Depends on others for her daily food, 

And is the very servant of her slaves. Joanna Balllie, 

COBBUPHOir-tf^ Szlbas. 

Corruption is a tree, whose branches are 
Of an unmeasurable length : they spread 
Everywhere ; and the dew that drops from tlience 
Hath infected some stools of authority. 

Beaamont and Fletcher, Soneet Man's Fortune. 
He who tempts, though in vain, at least asperses 
The tempted with dishonour foul, suppos’d 
Not incorruptible of faith, not proof 
Against temptation. Milton, JP, L. ix. 296. 

The veriest hermit in the nation 

May yield, God knows, to strong temptation. JPope, 

At length corraption, like a general fiood, 

So long by wat^ful ministers withstood, 

Shall deluge all ; and avarice creeping on, 

Spread like a low-bom mist, and blot the sun. Pope, 

Those, who would gain the votes of British tribes. 

Must add to force of merit, force of bribes. Churchill, Bos, 
Here let those reign, whom pensions can incite, 

To vote a patriot black, a courtier white, 

S lain their country’s dear-bought rights away, 

plead for pirates in the face of day. I)r. Jolmson, London* 
This maumfiil truth is every wl.ere confess’d, 

Slow rises worth by povei’ty depress’d : 

But here more slow, where all are slaves to gold. 

Where looks are merchandise, and smiles are sold. Ih.London, 
Our supple tribes repress their patriot throats, 

.And ask no questions but the price of votes. 

Dr, Johnson, Taniip of Human Wishes 
Tis hence you lord it o’er your servile senates ; 

How low the slaves will stoop to gorge their lusts, 

When aptly baited ; ev’n the tongues of patriots, 

Those sons of clamour, oft relax the nerve 

Within the warmth of favour. H, Brooke, Ouslaous Vasa, 
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OOKRTTFTIOir — eoniinued. 

Thieves at home must hang ; but he that puts 
Into his over-gorged and bloated purse 
Tlie wealth of Indian provinces* escapes. Cowper, Tas'ka i, 73G 
Whoso seeks an audit here 
Propitious, pays ^lis tribute, game or fishes, 

Wild-fowl or venison, and his errand speeds. Cowper, T.iv.609. 
A close state-leech, who, sticking to the nation, 

As adders deaf to honour’s execration, 

Sucks from its throat the blood by night, by day, 

ISTor till the state expires, will drop away. Pete7* JPindar. 
*Tis pleasant purchasing our follow creatures, 

And all are to be sold, if you consider 

Their passions, and are dext’rous ; some by features 

Are bought up, others by a warlike leader ; 

Some by a place, as tend their years or natures ; 

The most by ready cash — ^but ^ have prices, 

Prom crowns to kicks, according to their vices. JBgrro»,D.J'.v.27. 

And conscience, truth, and honesty are made 

To rise and fall, like other wares of trade. Thomas Moore. 


When rogues like these, the patriot {sparrova) cries, 

To honours and employments rise, 

I court no favour, ask no place j 

Erom such preferment is msgrace. Gtay^ pt. 2, Fah. % 

bOTlAGE h6mES. 

^ Beneath our humble cottage let us haste. 

And there, unenvied, rural dainties taste. Fope. 

The cottage homes of England I 
^ thousands on her plains, 

They are smiling o’er the silvexy brooks. 

And round ike hamlet fanes ; 

Through glowing orchards forth they peep. 

Each from its nook of leaves ; 

And fearless there the lowly ^eep, 

As birds beneath the eaves. Mrs. Remans 


0 Amos Cottle ! Phosbus 1 what a name ! 

Byron, Fngl. Bards and Scotch Ben. i. 399. 
MC|OTTKSEL^d 0 Advice. 

■ ' I pray thee, cease thy counsel. 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve. Sh. M. Ado, v, 1. 

Bosom up my counsel, 

You’ll find it wholesome. Sit. Ken. rni. i. L 
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COUNSEL — coinrrjiT lifr. 


COimSEIi— 

He cast 

O'er erring deeds and thoughts a hear'nly hue 

Of words, like sunbeams, dSszling as they pass’d. j5yro?2,C R 

COUKTEKAirOE ^ee Face. 

A countenance more 

In sorrow than in auger. 8h. Ram, i. 2 

COTTNTBT— Homa 

A wilderness of sweets ; fox Kature here 
Wanton’d as in her prime, and play'd at will 
Her virgin fancies, pouring forth more sweet, 

Wild above rule or art, enormous bliss. Milton, P. L, v. 294 

God made the countxY, and man made the town ; 

What wonder then, that health and virtue, gifts. 

That can alone make sweet the bitter draught 
That life holds out to all, should most abound. 

And least be threatened in the fields and groves ? 

Cowjaer, Task, i. 749. 

iicenes must be beautifiil which daily view’d 
Please daily, and whose novelty survives 
Long knowledge and the scrutmy of years. Qowper, Ta 9 le,i, 177 
He who loves not his country can love nothing. Byroju 
oblTNTBT LIFE->^ Betirement. 

His com and cattle were his only care, 

And his supreme delight, a country fair. Rryden» 

Give me, indulgent gods I with mind serene. 

And guiltless heart, to range the sylvan scene, 

Ho splendid poverly, no smiling care, 

No weU-bred^te, or servile grandeur there. Towng, L, of F. 

Nature I'll court in her sequester'd haunts, 

^ mountain, meadow, streamlet, grove, or ceU ; 

Where the pois'd lark his evening ditty chants, 

And health, and peace, and contemplation dwell. 

SmoUet, Ode to Independence, 
How various his employments, whom the world 
Calls idle, and who justly in return 
Hsteems that busy world an idler too ! 

Trends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen. 

Delightful industry enjoyed at home, 

And^ature in her cultivated trim, 

Dressed to his taste, inviting him abroad. Cowper, T, in, ;}52. 
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COTTNIBT LIFE — continued. 

'J'hey love the country, and none else, who seek 
For their own sake its silence and its shade ; 

Delights which who would leave, that has a heart 
Susceptible of pitv,'or a mind 

Cultured and capable of sober thought ? Oowjpert Tasl:, rii. 32<\ 
Your love in a cottage is hungry, 

Your vine is a nest for flies — 

Your milkmaid shocks the graces, 

And simplicity talks of pies I 
You lie down to your slmdy slumber, 

And wake with a bug in your ear ; 

And your damsel that walks in the morning 
Is shod like a mountaineer. Willis. 

COtJEAGS— Activity, Daring, Fortitude, Valour, Ghosts. 

Screw your courage to the sticking-place. 

And we*ll not fail. 8h. Mach, x, 7. 

By how much unexpected, by so much 
We must awake endeavour tor defence ; 

For courage mounteth with occasion. 8h. K. John, ir. 1. 

What man dare, I dare. 

^proach thou like the rugged Bussian bear, 

The arm’d Bhinoceros, or th’ Hyrcanian* tiger. 

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble. 8h. Mach. ill. 4. 

You must not think, 

Tliat we are made of stujff so flat and dull. 

That we can let our beard be shook with danger, 

And think it pastime. 8h. Mam. iv. 7 

I dare do all that may become a man : 

Who dares do more is none- 8h. Mach. 1 . 1 

I do know him valiant, 

And, touch’d with choler, hot as gunpowder. 

And quickly will return an injury. 8h. Men. r. iv. 7. 

It is held 

’J hat valour is the chiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies the haver : if it be, 

The man I speak of cannot in the world 
Be singly counteipois’d. 8h. CorioL n. fl. 

1 He’s truly valiant, that can wisely suffer 
' ’J'he worst that man can breathe ; and make his wrongs 
His outeides ; to wear them like Ids raiment, careless^ ; 

And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart. 

To bring it into danger. 8L Tunon, iii. 5. 

* The original reading is ** the Hyroan," but Hyrcanian, the correct term, has 
b3ea suggested by critics, and is so used m Mendi. Yen. li. 7, and Hamlet, it 2. 
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COtTRAGE 


COTTEtAOJS — continued. 

He is not wortliy; of the honeycomb 

That shuns the hive, because the bees have stings. 8\ 
A valiant man 

Ought not to undergo, or tempt a danger, 

But worthily, and by selected \\ ays. 

He undertakes by reason, not by chance. 

His valour is the salt t* his other virtues, 

They*re all unseason*d without it. Ben Jonsoiiy Xew Inn, 

The inteht and not the deed 
Is in our power ; and therefore who dares greatly. 

Does greatly. B^vivn, Barbaroesa 

What though the field be lost, 

All is not lost ; the ungovernable will, 

And study of revenge, immortal hate, 

And courage never to submit or yield, 

And what is else not to be overcome. Milton^ P, L, i. 106, 

No thought of flight. 

None of retreat, no unbecoming deed 
That argued fear : each on himself relied. 

As only in his arm the moment lay 

Of victory. Milton, P. L, b. 6, 

He that is valiant, and dares fight. 

Though drubbed, can lose no honour by’t. Butler, Sudibras, 
All desjMrate hazards courage do create. 

As he ]^ys frankly who has least estate : 

Presence of mind, and courage in distress. 

Are more than armies to procure success, Dryden, Aurengz, 
The brave man seehs not popular applause. 

Nor, ovenjower’d with arms, deserts his cause ; 

Unsham'd!, though foil’d, he does the best he can, 

Porce is of brutes, but honour is of man. Dr^deTu Pal, and Ar, 

True courage dweUs not in a troubled flood 
Of mounting spirits and fermenting blood. 

Lodged in the soul with virtue overruled, 

Inflmned by reason, and by reason cooled. Addison, 

j Mere courage is to madness near allied ' 

A brutal rage, which prudence does not guide. Blachmore, 
True valour 

Lies in the mind, the never yielding purpose, 

Nor owns the blind award oi giddy iortune.2%omao^, Cbr ,1 
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COTTBAOX continued. 

True courage scorns 

To vent her prowess in a storm of words ; 

And to the valiant actions speak alone. Smollett , BegicUe, 

What, though success will not attend on all, 

Who bravely dares must sometimes risk a fall Smollett, 
True courage is not in the brutal force 
Of vulgar heroes, but the firm resolve 
Of virtue and of reason. He who thinks 
Without their aid to shine in deeds of arms, 

Builds on a sandy basis his renown ; 

A dream, a vapour, or an ague-fit, 

May make a coward of him. UTtiteliead 

He holds no parley with unmanly fears ; 

Where duly bids, he confidently steers. 

Faces a thousand dangers at her call, 

And, trusting in his God, surmotmts them all. Coioper, 

** You fool I I tell you no one means you harm.” 

“ So much the better,” Juan said, “ for them.” Bgron, JD. J, 


And tho’ I hope not hence unscath’d to go. 

Who conquers me, shall find a stubborn foe. JBgron, Bng. Bar, 
The bravo man is not he who feels no fear. 

For that were stupid and irrational ; 

But he, whose noble soul its fear subdues. 

And bravely dares the danger nature shrixiks from. 

Joanna. Baillie, Basil, iii. 1. 


Yet it may be more lofty courage dwells 
In one weak heart whicJi braves an adverse fate. 

Than his whose ardent soul indignant swells, 

Wann'd by the fight, or cheer’d through l^h debate. 

Mon. Mrs. No ton. 


COTOT— COTTRTIEBS. 

Tlie cateipilJars of the commonwealth, 

Whom I have soon to weed and pluck away. Sh. Bic. ii. ji. 3. 
I hardly yet have leam’d 

T’ insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee. Sh. B. ii. i v. 4. 

Poor wretches that depend 
On neatness* favour, dream as I have done ; 

Wake and find nothing. Sh. Cgmh. v. 4. 


Hot a courtier. 

Although they wear their faces to the bent 

Of the king’s looks, hath a heart that is not 

Glad at the thing they scowl at. Sh. C^mb. 1 . 1 . 
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COTJBT, COTTETIEBS. 

COTJBT, 

It is the curse of kings, to he attended 
By slaves, that take meir humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life ; 

And, on the winking of authority, 

To understand a law. SL K. John, iv, fc 

I have been told, virtue in courtiers* hearts 

Suffers an ostracism, and departs. Donne 

True courtiers should be modest, and not nice ; 

Bold, but not impudent ; pleasure love, not vice. Chapman, 
These can lie. 

Platter, and swear, deprave, inform, 

Smile and betray ; make gunty men ; then beg 
Their forfeit lives, to get the hvings ; cut 
Men’s throats with whisperings ; sell to gaping suitors 
The empty smoko that fhes about a palace. JBen Joneon, 

Those, that go up hill, used to how 
Their bodies forward, and stoop low, 

To poise themselves ; and sometimes creep 
When th’ way is difficult and steep ; 

So those at court, that do address 
By low, ignoble offices. 

Can stoop at any thing that’s base. 

To wriggle into trust and grace. 

Are like to rise to greatness sooner 

Than those that go by worth and honour. Tinfler, Mho, TL 

Courts are the places where best manners flourish. 

Where the deserving ought to rise, and fools 
Make show. WTiy ihomd I vex and chafe my spleen. 

To see a gaudy coxcomb shine, when I 
Have sense enough to soothe him in his follies, 

And ride him to advantage as I please P Otway, 

The court *s a gojden, but a fatal circle, 

Upon whose magic skirts a thousand devils 
In ciTstal forms sit tempting innocence. 

And beckon early virtue from its centre. Zee, 

I See how he sets his countenance for deceit. 

And promises a lie before he speaks. Dryden, All for Love, ' 
Of aU court-service learn the common lot. 

To-day ’tis done, to-morrow ’tis forgot. Dtyden^ 

Curse on the coward or perfidious tongue 

That dares not, even to kings, avow the truth ! Thomson 
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COUBT, (m^TCEAB^continuea. 

At Ae thron^jr’d levee bends tbe venal tribe : 

With, fair but faithless smiles each varnish’d o’er. 

Each smoo^ as those who mutually deceive, 

And for their falsehood each despising each. Thomson, Liberty 

A courtier’s dependant is a beggar’s dog. Skenstoiie, 

*Tis the curse of Hngs 
To be surrounded by a venal herd 
Of flatterers, that soothe his darling vices, 

And rob their master of his subject’s love. Brooke, Earl of W, 

To shake with laughter, ere the jest they hear, 

To pour, at^will, the counterfeited tear : 

And, as their patron hints the cold or heat. 

To shake in dog-days, in December sweat. Dr, Johnson, Lond. 

Unhappy lot of all that shine at courts ; 

For forad compliance, or for zealous virtue, 

Still odious to we monarchy or the people. Dr, Johnson, Irene, 

A lazy, proud, unprofitable crew. 

The vermin gender’d from the rank corruption 
Of a luxurious state. Cumberland, Tmon of Athens, 

A mere court butterfly. 

That flutters in the pageant of a monarch. B^ron, Sardana, 

The thrall and state at the palace rate 
Are what mv spirit has leam’d to rate ; 

Oh I the hills shall be a home for me, 

I’d leave a throne for the home of the free 1 Eliza Cook, 


GOtTBIESY. 


O, 


Dissembling courtesy ! how fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds I 


Bk, Cymb, I. 2. 


When th’ way is difficult and steep : 

So those at court, that do address, 

By low ignoble offices, 

Can stoop at any thing that's base, 

To wrig^ into trust and grace. Butler^ Hudibras, 

Would you both please and be instructed too. 

Watch well the rage of shining, to subdue ; 

Hear evei^ man upon his favourite theme. 

And ever be more mowing than, you seem. 

The lowest genius will afford some light. 

Or give a hmt that had escaped your si^t. StillingfUed 
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COFRTEST — COFBTSHIP. 


COITBTESY ^continued* 

This Florentine’s a very saint, so meek 

And full of courtesy, that he would lend 

The devil his cloak, and stand i’ the rain himself. 

COTOTSHIP. 

Bring, therefore, all the forces that you may. 

And lay incessant battery to her heart ; 

Plaints, prayers, vows, ruth, and sorrow, and dismay, — 
These engines can the proudest love convert. Spenser, Sonnet 
Most fair. 

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms. 

Such as will enter at a lady’s ear. 

And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart? Sh. Hen, F. v. 2. 
Platter and praise, commend, extol their mces ; 

Tho* ne’er so black, say they have angels faces. 

That man that hath a tongue I say is no man, 

If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. Sh. Two Q-, iii. 1, 
Gentle lady, 

When I did first impart my love to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ban in my veins, I was a gentleman ; 

And then I told you true. Sh. Two O. iv. 3. 

Say, that upon the altar of her beauty 
You sacnfice your tears, your sighs, your heart : 

Write tfll your ink be dry ; and witli your tears 
Moist it ag^ ; and frame some feeling line, 

That may discover such integrity. Sh. Two Q. qf Fer. iii. 2. 
She is a woman, therefore may be woo’d ; 

She is a woman, therefore may be won. Sh. Tit. And. ii. 1 
By your gracious patience, 

I will a round unvamish^ tale deliver 

Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what charms. 

What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 

(For such proceeding I am charg’d withal,) 

1 won his daughter with. Sh. Oih. i 3 

0, that I were a glove upon that hand, 

T^t I might touch that cheek ! Sh. Bom, Jul. iii 2. 

Women are angels, wooing ; 

Things won are done ; joy’s soul lies in tho doing : 

That she beloved knows naught, that knows not this — 

AEen prize the thing ungained more than it is. bh. Trail, i. 2. 
I do not love 

Much ceremony ; suits in love should not, 

like suits in law, be rock’d from term to term. Shu ley, 11. F 
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COTJBTSHIP— 

TJiere is, sir, a critioal minute in 

Everyman’s wooiag, when his mistress may 

Be won, which if he carelessly neglect 

To prosecute, he may wait long enough 

Before he gain the like opportunity. 8» Mdrmion, Antiquary 

He that would win his dame must do 

As love does when he draws his bow 5 

With one hand thrust the lady from, 

And with the other pull her home. Sutler, SEud, 2, i. 449. 
She that with poetiy is won, 

Is but a desk to write upon ; 

And what men say of her they mean 

Ho more than on the thing they lean. Sutler, JEud. 2, i. 691. 

With easy freedom and a gay address, 

A pressing lover seldom wants success. Itoice, 

Oh, what perfections must that virgin share, 

Who fairest is esteem’d, where aU are fair. Srior, SE, and E, 

Men dream in courtship, but in wedlock wake. 

How from the world, Wyls of Bath, 

Sacred to sweet retirement, lovers steal, 

And pour their souls in transport. Thomson. 

I am not form’d, by flattery and praise. 

By sighs and tears, and all the whining trade 

Of love, to feed a fair one’s vanity. Thomson, Tancred. 

Trust me — ^with women worth the being won, 

The softest lover ever best succeeds. A, SEill, Alzira^ 

So, with decorum all things carried, 

Miss frown’d, and blush’d, and then was married. Goldsmith, 
But yet she listen’d — ’tis enough — 

Who listens once will listen twice. 

Her heart, be sure, is not of ice, 

And one refusal ’s no rebufl*. Byron, Mazeppa, 

To pick VLV gloves, and fans, and knitting-needles, 

And list mr songs and tunes, and watch for smiles, 

And smile at pretiy prattle, and look into 

The eyes of maids as tho’ they were bright stars. Byron, 

/ Like a lovely tree 

■She grew to womanhood, and between whiles 
^ ‘Hejeoted several suitors, just to learn 

(How to accept a better in his turn. Byron, Don Juan 
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OOXJB!tBSEB — continued. 

Woe to the man who ventures a rebuke I 

Twill but precipitate a situation 

Extremely disaCTeeable, but common 

To calculators when they count on woman. B^ron, D. J, xiY, 43 

Not much he kens, I ween, of woman’s breast, 

Who thinks that wanton thing is won by sighs. 

Do proper homage to thine idol’s eyes. 

But not too humoly, or she will despise : 

Disguise even tenderness, if thou art wise. Byron, Oh, Sarold, 
COTETOtrSITBSS. 

When workmen strive to do better than well, 

They do confound their skill in covetousness. Sh, K. J, iv. 2, 
The diference ’twixt the covetous and the prodigal ! 

The covetous man never has money, 

And the prodigal will have none shortly. Dr. Johnson, 

CCWABBICE-^^f^ Sattle. Fear. 

O that a mighty man, of such descent, 

Of such possessions, and so high esteem, 

Should be infused with so foul a spirit ! 8h, Tam, 8. ii, 2. 

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars, 

Who, inward search’d, have livers white as milk P 

Sh, M, of Ven, iii. 2. 

A coward ; a most devout coward ; religious in it. 

Sh, Ta, N, III. 4, 

Cowards die many times before their deaths ; 

* The valiant never taste of death but once. Sh, Jul. Q, ii. 2. 
Milk-Iiver’d man, 

That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrong, 

Who hast not in thy' brows an eye discerning 

Thine honour from thy suffering. Sh, Lear, iv. 2. 

And extreme fear can neither fight nor fiy, 

But, coward-like, with trembling terror die. Sh, Hen, vi, v. 2. 
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes, 

Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard. Sh, JT. J, II. 1. 

Heproach and everlasting shame ^ 

Sits mocking in our plumes. Sh, Hen, r, iv. G. 

That which in mean man we entitle patience. 

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. Sh, Ric, u. i. 2. 
Thou wear’st a lion’s hide I doff it for shame, 

And hang a calfs-skln on those recreant limbs. Sh, JL, J, in. I 
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COWAEBlCS—^^tMu^. 

Thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward. 

Thou little valiant, great in villany I 
Thou ever strong upon the stronger side I 
Thou fortune*s champion, that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety. SA. K John, iii. 1 

You souls of geese, 

That bear the shapes of men, how have you run 
From slaves that apes would beat P Pluto and hell ! 

All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale 

With flight and agued fear 1 Mind and charge home. 

Or, by the fires of heaven, FU leave the foe. 

And make my war on you. Sh. Coriot i. 4. 

But look for ruin when a coward wins ; 

For fear and cruelty were ever twins. C. Aleyn, 

Let valiant fools 

Brag of their souls ; no matter what they say 
A coward dares, in ill, do more than they. Shirley. 

Timely running’s no mean part 
Of conduct in the martial art. Sutler, Mud. 3, iir. 243. 
The good we act, the ill that we endure, 

Is air for fear, to make ourselves secure ; 

Merely for safety after fame we thirst. 

For all men would be cowards if they durst. E. of Soch ester. 
All mankind is one of these two cowards ; 

Either to wish to die when he should live, 

Or live when he should die. Sir S. Moward, Blind Lady, 

Cowards fear to die ; but courage stout. 

Bather than live in snuff, will be put out. Sir IV. Saltiyh. 
A coward is the kindest animal ; 

’Tis the most forgiving creature in a fight. Siyden, 

Cowards are cruel, but the brave 

Love mercy and delight to save, Qay, 

Grac’d with a sword, but worthier of a fan. Coicper, Task, 
The man that lays his hand upon a woman, [i. 701. 

Save in the way of kfedness, is a wretch 
Whom 't were gross flattery to name a coward, fno. Tobin 
Hope, fear, and love, illoneymoon, ii. 1, 
Joy, doubt, and hate, may other spirits move, 

But touch not his, who, ev’ry waking hour, 

Has one fix’d dre^, and always feels its pow’r. 


Craiibe* 
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OOWAEJ)IOS — 0 HASMIK a. 


OOWAS^lCZ-^eontinutd, 

The coward never on himself relies 

But to an equal for assistance dies. Crahle, Tale iii 

Go — let thy less than woman’s liand 

Assume the distaff— not the brand. Byron^ Br. of Ahy doe 

The coward wretch whose hand and heart 
Can bear to torture aught below. 

Is ever first to quail and start 

Erom slightest pain or equal foe. FAiza Oooh. 

C0XC0MB**-*i9m Dandy* 

Tliis is he 

That hiss’d away his hand in courtesy ; 

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 

That when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms ; nay, he can sing 
A mean most meanly ; and in ushering. 

Mend him who can ; the ladies call him, sweet ; 

Hie stairs as he treads on them kiss his feet. 8L Love X. X. v. 2. 

I know him a notorious liar, 

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward ; 

Yet these fixn evils sit so £t in him, 

That they take place, when virtue’s steely bones 

Look bleak in the cold wind : withal, full ofb we see 

Cold wisdom waiting on superfl.uous folly. 8h. AlVs TF". 1 . 1. 

So by false learning is good sense defac’d ; 

Some are bewildered in the maze of schools, 

And some made coxcombs, nature meant but fools. Pope, JS^O 

Purblind to poverty the worldling goes, 

And scarce sees rags an inch beyond his nose, 

But from a crowd can single out his grace, 

And cringe and creep to fools who strut in lace. Churchill, 
CSEAPTHTESS— Cmming. 

When the fox hath once got in his nose. 

He’ll soon finds means to make the body foUow. 

8h, Sen, YU 3. iv. 7 
This is the fruit of craft : 
like him that shoots up high looks for the shaft. 

And finds it in his forehead. Middleton, 

CSAMWTTTg 

Index-learning turns no student pale, 

Yet holds the eel of science by the tail. Pope, Bun, 61-279. 
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CBSDIT, 

Blest paper credit I last and best supply ! 

Tliat lends corruption lighter wings to fly. iii. 39, 


GBEBITIiITT. 

In these ears of mine, 

These credulous ears, he poured the sweetest words 
That art or love could frame. Beaumont 4* 

O credulity, 

Thou hast as many ears as fame has tongues. 

Open to every sound of truth as falsehood. Havard, 

O oreduliiy. 

Security's blind nurse, the dream of fools. 

The drunhard’s ape, tW feeling for his way. 

E’en when he thinks, in his deluded sense, 

To snatch at safety, falls without defence. Mason. 

CBEEDS. 

Shall I ask the brave soldier who fights by my side 
In the cause of mankind, if our creeds agree r 
Shall I give up tlie fnend I have valued and tried. 

If he kneel not before the same altar with me P Moore. 

CBTME. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream. Sh, Jul, C. ii. 1. 

E’ot all that heralds rake from coffin’d clay, 

Nor florid prose, nor honied lies of rhyme. 

Can blazon evil deeds, or consecrate a crime. CLH. i . 3. 

Every crime 

Has, in the moment of its perpetration, 

Its own avenging angel — dark misgiving, 

An ominous sinkmg at the inmost heart. Colendge. 

Oh, how will crime engender crime 1 throw guilt 
Upon the soul, and, like a stone cast on 
The troubled waters of a lake, 

'Twill form in circles, round succeedmg round. 

Each wider than the first. Colman the Younger, 

GBTSTOIilNJBI. 

When Celia struts in man's attire. 

She shows too much to raise desire ; 

But from the hoop's bewitching round, 

The very shoe has power to wound. jEd. Afoora, Sjpider^Br21 
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CBISIS. 

Tiling at the worst will cease, or else climb upward 
To wW they were before. S/t. Mac. iv. 2 

coraicfisK-coamos. 

I am nothing if not critical. S/t. 0th. li. 1 

Critics are like a kind of flies, that breed 
In wild fig-trees, and, when they’re grown up, feed 
ITpon the raw fruit of the nobler kind. 

And, by their nibbling on the outward rind, 

Open the pores, and make way for the sun 

To ripen it sooner than ’twoufd have done. Butler, Misc. T. 

Those fierce inquisitors of wit. 

The critics, spare no flesh that ever TVTit ; 

But just as tootii-draw’rs find among the rout, 

Their own teeth work in pulling others out. 

So they, decrying all of all that write. 

Think to erect a trade of judging by ’t. Butler, 

Critics to plays for the same end resort. 

That surgeons wait on trials in a court ; 

Por innocence condemned they've no respect. 

Provided they’ve a body to dissect. Congreve. 

ISo author ever spared a brother ; 

Wits are game-cocks to one another. Oag, Fable 10. 

Neglect the rule each verbal critic lays, 

Por not to know some trifles is a praise ; 

And men of breeding, sometimes men of wit, 

T’ avoid great errors must the less commit. Pope. 

Critics I saw, that other names deface, 

And fix their ovni,with labour in their place. Ib.Tenp Fane,Zlt 
Whoever thinks a faultless piece to see. 

Thinks what ne’erwas,noris,nor e’er shall be. Pope, E C.n. 53. 
Numbers err in this — 

Ten censure wrong for one who writes amiss. Pope, on Cr>. 5. 
Ah 1 ne’er so dire a thirst of glory boast. 

Nor in the critic let the man be lost. Pope, E. on C. ii. 121, 
Some have at first for wits, then poets pass’d ; 

Turn'd critics next, and prov'd phim fools at last. 

Some neither can for wits nor critics pass, 

As heavy mules are neither horse nor ass. Pope, E. C. 36 
Some to conceit alone their taste confine. 

And curious thoughts struck out at ev’ry line — 

Pleas'd mth a work where nothing’s just or fit. 

One glaring chaos, and wild heap of wit. Ibid 
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CRITICISM, CRITICS, 

CRxHClsJC, QSULUJ.OS’-^^coniijtutdm 
liet such teach others, who themselres excel, 

And censure freely, who hare written well. Ptfpe, JS, Q. 15, 
Damn \iith faint pmse, assent with civil leer, 

And, without sneering, teach the rest to sneer : 

Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 

Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike. Pope, Ep, to Afl, 2jl. 
A perfect judge will read each work of wit 
With the same spirit that its author writ ; 

Survey the whole, nor seek slight faults to findy 

Where nature moves and rapture warms the jx^d. Pope, E.( \ 

Till critics blame and judges praise, 

The poet cannot claim his bays ; 

On me when dunces are satiric, 

I take it for a panegyric ; 

Hated by fools, and fools to hate, 

Be that my motto, and my fate. 

Who shall dispute what the reviewers say ? 

Their word’s sufficient ; and to ask a reason, 

In such a state as theirs, is downright \i'roo&(mJOhureliW , ApvL, 
Hot, envious, noisy, proud, the scribbling fry, 

Bum, hiss, and bounce ; waste paper, ink, and die. Young. 
Hot all on books their criticism waste : 

The genius of a dish some justly taste. 

And eat their way to fame. Young, Lore of Fame, in. 69. 
As turns a flock of geese, and, on the green. 

Poke out their foolish necks in awkward spleen, 

Ridiculous in rage !) to hiss and bite. 

So war their quiUs when sons of dulness write. Young. 
Blame where you must, be candid where you can, 

And be each critic the good-natured man. GoldemUh. 

A man must serve his time at ev’ry trade, 

Save censure ; critics all are ready made ; 

Take hackney’d iokes from Miller, got by rote. 

With just enough of learning to misquote ; 

A mind well skul’d to forge or find a fault, 

A turn for punning — call it Attic salt — 

Pear not to lie — ’t will seem a lucky hit ; 

Shrink not from blasphemy — 'twill pass for wit; 

Care not for feeling, pass your project jest; — 

And stand a critic, hated yet caress’d. Byron, Eng. Barde. 
Without, or with, offence to friends or foes, 

1 sketch the world exactly as it goes. Byron, Bon Juan. 
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ceiticism:, critics — cbueltt. 


GBinCISH, CSmCB-eovtinued, 

A would-be satirist, a hired buffoon, 

A monthly scribbler of some low ’lampoon, 

Condemn (i to drudge the meanest of the mean, 

And furnish falsehoods for a magaj^e, 

Devotes to scandal his congenial mind ; 

Himself a living libel on mankind. E, Bardt 

Hope constancy in wind, or com in chaff, 

B^eve a woman, or an epitaph, 

Or any other thing that’s false, before 

You trust in critics who themselves are sore. Hy. Bream, 76. 

As a base pack of yelping hounds. 

Who wish their betters to annoy, 

If a stray cur but touch their bounds. 

Will bruise, and mangle, and destroy ; 

So they will on some plan unite, 

"Bj which to vex him and to spite : 

Iiis very virtues they will use 

As pretexts for their foul abuse. J, T, Wateon. 

’Tis hard to tell, so coarse a daub he lays. 

Which sullies most, the slander or the praise. Sj^ragua 

cBOwirs. 

Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown./Si^. Hen. iv. 2. iii. 1. 
CSXTEVSZ^ee Sufforing. 

A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch. 

Incapable of pity, void and empty 

Erom every Arachm of mercy. Sk. Mer. V. iv. 1. 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural ; 

I will speak daggers to her, but use none ; 

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites. Sh. Ham. iii. 2 
I must be cruel, only to be kind ; 

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. Sh. Ham. in. 4. 
O, tiger’s heart, wrapp’d in a woman’s hide ! 

How could’st thou drain the life-blood of the child? 

Sh. Henrg VI , 3, i. 4 

Heither bended knees, pure hands held up. 

Sad sighs, deep moans, nor silver shedding tears. 

Could penetrate her uncpmpassi'onate sire. iSk. Tioo Q. nr. 1. 

I would not enter on my list of friends 

(Though grac’d with polish’d manners and fine sense, 

Yet wanting sensibility) the man. 

Who needlessly sets foot upon a worm. Cowper: Tasl . vi. 
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GJEtUJBLTT — conH)\md, 

I reverence the coachman who cries “ Gee/* 

And spares the lash. When I behold a spider 
Prey on a fly, a magpie on a worm, 

Or view a butcher, with horn-handled knife. 

Slaughter a tender lamb as dead as mutton— 

Indeed, indeed, l*m very, very sick 1 Bejecied Addresses, 
CUCKOLDS. 

For when men by their •wdves are eow*d, 

Their horns of course are understood. Butler , Mudihras, 

To no men are such cordial greetings given 
As those whose wives have made them fit for heaven. 
CUNIOTO-Mfi Craftiness. Bi^ron, Don Juan, v. lo4. 

Oh, what authority and show of truth 
Gan cunning sin cover itself withal 1 SL M. Ado, iv. 1. 
CUPID. 

This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid ; 

Begent of love rhymes, lord of folded arms. 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents. 8h, Loves La, iix. 1. 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind, 

And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind. SL Mid, N, 1 . 1. 
j / Cupid is a knavish lad, 

Thus to make poor females mad, Sk, Mid, Bf, m. 2. 

CUB10SIT7. 

The over curious are not over wise. Massinger, 

Search not to find what lies too deeply hid ; 

ITor to know things whose knowledge is forbid. Denham 
I loathe that low vice, curiosity. Bgron, Don Juan, 

How many a noble art, now widely known, 

! Owes its young impulse to this power alone ! Sprague, 
CURSES see OBmS. 

0 Villains, vipers, damn’d without redemption ; 

Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man ; 

Snakes in my heart-blood warm’d, that sting my heart ; 

Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas. 

„ _ , . . Sh, Bic, XI, III. 2. 

If he s^ so, may bis pernicious soul 

Eot half a grain a day !— he lies to the heart. Sh, 0th, v. 2, 
You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her scornful eyes ! — Infect her beauty, 

You fen-suck’d fogs, drawn by the powerfill sun, 

To flail and blast her pride \ Sh, K, Lear, ii. 4 

k 
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CXnSA'EB^eontinued^ 

Whip me, ye devils, 

Blow me about in winds, roast me in sulphur ; 

Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid lire* 8/i» Oih, t« % 

May all th’ infections that the sun sucks up 
I^m hogs, fens, flats, upon him fall, and make him 
By inch-meal a disease ! Sh. Tern, ii« 2. 

Poison bo their drink I 

Gall, worse than gaU, the daintiest meat they taste !— 

Their softest touch as smart as lizards* stings I 
Their music frightful as the serpent’s hiss I 
And boding screech-owls make their concerts full I 

Sh. Hen. VZ. iii* 2. 

All the contagion of the south light on you. 

You shames of Eome I you herd of— Boils and plagues 

Plaster you o’er ; that you may be abhorr’d 

Purlher than seen, and one infect another 

Against the wind a mile I Sh. Cor hi. i. 4. 

Now the red pestilence strike all trades in Eome, 

And oeeupations perish 1 HtJ. 

Let this pernicious hour 

Stand aye accursed in the Calender. Sh* Mae. iv. 1. 

If ever he have child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light. 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view ; 

And that be heir to his unhappiness. Sh. Bio. m. i. 2. 

If heaven have any grievous plague in store, 

Es^ceeding those that 1 can wish upon thee, 

O, let them keep it, tiU thy sins be ripe. 

And then hurl down their mdignation 

On thee, the troubler of the poor world*8 peace. Ibid, i 3. 

A plague o’ both your houses 1 Sh. Bom. in. 1. 

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death, 

Art thou damn’d. Sh. K. John, iv. 3. 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fao’d loon ! 

Where got’st thou that goose look ? Sh. Mach. v. 3. 

May he be rooted where he stands for ever ; 

His eye-balls never move ; brows be nnbent ; 

His blood, his liver, entrails, heart, and bowels, 

Bo blacker than the place I wish him— HelL 


LeCf Oed 
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OmtSES ~ contimu^. 

May sorrow, shame, and sickness overtake her, 

And all her beauties, like my hopes, be blasted. 

a , . 1 . . , , Rowe, Royal Convert, ni, 1. 

So let hun stand, through a«es yet unborn, 

Pix*d statue on the pedestal of scorn ! Byron, C. of U, 
May the grass wither from thy feet ; the woods 
Deny thee shelter I earth a home 1 the dust 
A grave ! and heaven her God I Byron, Cain. 

Down to the dust I and as thou rott’st away, 

Dven worms shall perish on thy poisonous clay# 

The cardinal rose with a dignified look, Ry^'on,a81ceicl. 
He called for his candle, his bell, and his book I 
In holy anger and pious grief, 

He solemnly; cursed that rascally thief; 

He cursed him at board, he cursed him in bed. 

From the sole of foot to the crown of his head ; 

He cursed him eating, he cursed him drinking, 

He cursed him in coughing, in sneezing, in winking ; 

He cursed him sitting, in standing, in i^ng ! 

He cursed him in walking, in riding, in flying, 

He cursed him living, he cursed him dying I 
Hever was heard such a terrible curse ; 

But wliat gave rise 
To no little surprise, 

Nobody seemed one penny the worse J 
CTJSTOH. 

How use doth breed a habit in a man I 
New customs. 

Though they be never so ridiculous. 

Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are follow'd. Sli, JET. Till. 1 . 1, 
It is a custom. 

More honour'd in the breach than the observance. 

Sh. Ham, i. 4. 

Custom calls me to't ; — 

What custom wills, in all things should we do'tP Sh.Cono.n 3. 
Custom does often reason overrule, 

And only serves for reason to the fool. RocheHer, 


S. Barham, Tng Zey. 
\Jaclcdaw of Rfu 
Sh, Two, O, V. 4 


All habits gather by unseen degrees, 

As brooks make rivers, rivers run to seas. D y ten, Ovld» 
Custom, 'tis true, a venerable tyrant 

O’er servile man extends her blind dominion. Thomson 

I 2 
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CUSTOM— 

Custom fomia us all ; 

Our fcliougLts, our morals, our most tived belief 

Are eonscqueuees of our plaeo of birth. A. llil/, Zara^ 

To follovr foolish precedents, and \\dnk 

AVith botli our e^^es, is easier than to think. Cowjier, Tiruvm. 

The slaves of custom and establish'd mode, 

With pack Iioi*so constajacj 'ne keep the road 
Crooked or straiglit, through quags or thorny dells. 

True to the jingling of our leaders* bells. Compere Tirocinium^ 

Such dupes are men to custom, and so prone 
To rev’rence what is ancient, and can plead 
A course of long observance for its use, 

That even servitude, the worst of ills, 

Because deliver’d down from sire to son, 

Is kept and guarded os a sacred thing. Cowper, Task, v. 291). 
hlon yields to custom as ho bows to fate, 

In all things ruled — mind, body, and estate ; 

In pain, in sickness, we for cure apply 

To them we know not, and we know not wliy.CraWe, Tale iti 

Hubft with him was all the test of truth, 

“ It must be right ; I’ve done it from my youth.** Crahhe. 
CUT. 

This was the most imkindest cut of all, Sh. JuL C. iii. 2. 
CUT IiOAF. 

And easy it is, 

Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know. Sh, TiU An, ii. 1. 
CYjnc. 

I do not know tlie man I should avoid 

So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much ; 

He is a groat observer, and he looks 

Quite through the deeds of men; lie loves no plays, 

As thou dost, Anthony ; he hears no music ; 

Seldom he smiles ; and smiles in such a sort, 

As if ho mocked himself and scorned his spirit 
That could be moved to smile at anything. 

Such men as he be never at heart's ease, 

Whiles they behold a greater than themselves ; 

And therefore are they very dangerous. SL Jul, C, i. 2 
CYPRESS. 

Dark tree ! still sad when others’ grief is fled, 

The only constant mourner o'er the dead. JB^ron^ Giaour 
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DAl,N!rJLESt 

Such dainties to them, their health it might hurt ; 

It's like sending them ruMes, when wanting a shirt. 

Goldsmitkf Maunch of Ysnison. 

BAKAeES. 

Sir, auoth the lawyer, not to flatter yo. 

Yon nave as good and fair a battery 
As heart can wish, and need not shame 
The proudest man alive to claim ; 

For u they’ve us’d you as you say. 

Marry, quoth I, God give you joy ; 

I would it were my case, rd give 

More than I’ll say, or you’ll boheve. Butler, JECud, 3, iii. 675. 
DAECEES, DAI!rCIN(}—«^ Feet, WalMng. 

When you do dance, I wish you 
A wave o* the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that. Sli, IVint, T. iv. 3 

Her feet beneath her petticoat. 

Like little mice, stole m and out, 

As if they feared the light ; 

But, oh ! she dances such a way ! 

No sun upon an Easter-day 

Is half so fine a sight. Suckling, on a Weddnig, 

Come and trip it as you go 

On the light fantastic toe. Milton, B Allegro, 34, 

Alike all ages ; dames of ancient days ^ 

Have led their cliildren through the mirthful maze ; 

And the gay grandsire, skill’d in gestic lore. 

Has frisk’d beneath the burden of threescore. GoldAmiiJi, Ti\ 
j Such a dancer I 

' '-Where men have souls or bodies she must answer. 

Bgron, JDon Juan, iv. 84. 
And then he danced ; — all foreigners excel 
The serious Angles in the eloquence 
Of pantomime ; — ^he danced, 1 say, right well 
Wim emphasis, and also with good sense — 

A thing in footing indispensable : 

He danced without theatrical pretence, 

Not like a ballet-master in the van 

Of his drill’d nymphs, but like a gentleman. Byron^ Ih. xiv. 38 
A thousand hearts beat happily ; and when 
Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 

Soft eyes look’d love to eyes that spoke again, 

And ail wont m&ttg as a marriage bell. Byron, Ch. liar, 3 
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DANCSBS, JiA3SClS0^(/intmued, 

On witli the dance I let joy be unconfined ! 

No sleep till mom, when youth and pleasure meet, 

To chase the glowing hours with flying feet. Byron^ Ch. Iltr. 

The music, and the banquet, and the wine, — 

The garlands, the rose-odours, and the flowers, — 

The sparkling eyes, and flashing ornaments,— 

The white arms", and the raren hair, — ^the braids 
And bracelets— swan-like bosoms — the thin robes. 

Byron^ Mar* F 4 I 

The long carousal shakes th* illumined hall ; 

Well speeds alike the banquet and the baU : 

And the gay dance of bounding beauty*s train 
links grace and harmony in happiest chain. 

Blest are the early hearts and gentle hands, 

That mingle theirs in well-according bands ; 

It is a sight the careful brow might smooth, 

And make age smile, and dream itself to youth, 

And youth mrget such hours were past on earth,— 

So springs th* exulting bosom to that mirth. JSynm, Bara* 

Oh, a fancy bairs a strange aflair ! 

Made up of silks and leathers. 

Light heads, light heels, false hearts, false hair, 

Pins, paint, and ostrich feathers. 

The dullest duke in all the town 
To-day may shine a droll one ; 

And rakes, who hare not half-a-crown, 

Look royal in a whole one. Traedy Fanry Ball, 

Such grace and such beauty ! dear C3reature I you’d swear, 
When her delicate feet in tiie dance twinkle round. 

That her steps are of light, that her home is the air, 

And she only par complaisance touches the ground ! 

Moore, Fudge Family, 

3)AN0EB— Caution, Peril. 

He that stands upon a slippery place. 

Makes nice of no Tile hold to stay him up. Sh, K, John, iix. 4. 

Though I am not splenetive and rash. 

Yet Imve 1 in me something dangerous. SU, Ham, v. 1. 

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell ! 

I took thee, for thy better ; tak:e tliy fortune ; 

Thou flnd’st to be too busy is some danger. Sh. Ham. iii. 4. 

They that stand high have many blasts to shake them, 

An^ if they fall, they dash themselycs to pieces. Sh, B, m, i. 3 
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DAlTChEB — coniintted. 

We liave scotch’d the snake, not kill’d it, 

She’ll close, and be herself 1 whilst our poor malice 
Eemains in danger of her former tooth. SL Mad. nr 2, 

Out of this nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, safety. 

rm. 1 . X j 1» It. 3- 

The absent danger neater still appears ; 

And less he fears, who’s near the thing he fears. Daniel, Cleo. 
Our dangers and delights are near allies ; 

From the same stem tie rose and prickle rise. DanieU 
When men think they most in safety stand. 

The greatest peril often is at hand. Dmyto 7 i, Barone* Ware. 
Danger levels man and brute. 

And all are fellows in their need. Byron 

DAEB-DAKIKG. ^ 

I dare do all that may become a man . 

Who dares do more is none. * Sh. Mach. i. 7. 

He t^t chmbs the ^ tree has won right to the fruit. 

He that leaps the wide gulf should prevail in his suit. Scott. 
He either fears his fete too much. 

Or his deserts are small. 

Who dares not put it to the touch 
To HI in or lose it all. 

Montrose" 9 Q^uatrain, quoUd hy ScoU, Intro. Chron. Canong 
OANBT— Cozoomh. 

He was periled like a milliner ; 

And ’twizt his Anger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon 
He gave his nose. Sk. Men. iv. 1, i. 3, 

BASK. 

At one stride came the dark. Coleridge, Ancient Marine r. 

DATOHTEE. 

Thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter ; 

Or, rather, a disease that’s in my flesh, 

'Which I must needs call mine ; thou tat a boil, 

A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle. 

In my corrupted blood. But I’ll not chide thee ; 

Let shame come when it will, I do not call it. 

Mend when thou canst ; be better at thy leisure. Sh. L. ii. A 
If a daughter you have, she’s the plame of your life, 

Ho peace shall you know, though youve buried your wife ! 
At twenty she mocks at the duty you taught her ; 

Oh, what a plague is an obstinate daughter 1 Sheridan, D. i S. 
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DAUGHTER — DEATH. 


DAD GHTEB — eoniinned, 

Dutj demands, the parent’s voice 
Should sanctify the daughter’s choice, 

In that is due obedience shown ; 

To choose, belongs to her alone. Thos, Moore 

DAWEf— DA7SBEAE — 6ee Morning. 

The morning steals upon the night, 

Melting the darkness. Sh. Temp^ v. 1 

But aU so soon as the all>cheering sun 

Should in the furthest east begin to draw 

The shady curtains from Aurora's bed. Sh. Rom, i. 1. 

The mey-eyed mom smiles on the frowning niglit, 

Checkermg the eastern clouds with streaks of liglit. Ih. ii. 3, 

Night’s candles are burnt out, and jocund day 

Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain-tops. Sh. Rom. iii. 6. 

Night’s swift dragons cut the clouds hill fast, 

And yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger ; 

At whose approach, ghosts, wand’ring here and there, 

Troop home to church-yards. Sh. Mid. N. m, 2. 

The eastern gate, all fiery red, 

Opening on Neptune, with fair blessed beams, 

Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. Xh. in. 2. 
The day bemns to break, and night is fled, 

Whose pitchy mantle over- veil’d the earth. Sh, JB[. yi, ii. 2. 
Look, the mom, in rasset mantle clad. 

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill. Sh, Mam. i, 1. 
Look, the gentle day, 

Before the wheels of Phoebus, ronnd about 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey. Sh. M. Ado, v. 3. 
The silent hours steal on, 

And flaky darkness breaks within the east. Sh. Ric. iii, y, 3. 
The quiet night, now dappling, *gm to wane, 

Dividing darkness from the Owning main. Byron, Island, 
D£A!EH ~^8ee Grave, Mourning, In&noyi Glozj. 

When beggars die, there are no comets seen ; 

The heavens themselves blaze for^ the death of princes. 

. Sh. Jul, C. II. 2 

Cowards die many times before their deaths ; 

The valiant never taste of death but once. 

"pf all the wonders that I yet have heard, 

* y seems to me most strange that men should fear ; 

* rSeeing that death, a necessary end, 

|Will come, when it will come. Sh. Jul, C. ii, 2 
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laSUli^R^eonimved. 

O Ciesar ! dost tJiou lie so low P 

Are all tny conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 

Shrunk to this little measure? Sh JuL C, lu L 

The weariest and most loathed worldly life, 

That afre* ache, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 

To what we fear of death. SA, M.for M, in. 1 

Ay, hut to die, and go we know not where ; 

To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot : 

This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery fioods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of tliiok-ribbed ice ; 

To be imprison’d in the viewless winds. 

And blown with restless violence round about 

The pendant world. Sh. M.for M. in. 1. 

The sense of death is most in apprehension ; 

And the poor beetle, that we tread upon, 

In corporal sufierance finds a pang as great 

As when a giant dies. Sh. M.for M. iii. 1. 

That life is better life, past fearing death, 

Than that which lives to fear. 8h. M.for M. v. 1. 

; All that live must die, 

Passing through nature to eternity. Sh. Mam. i. 2, 

To die— to sleep — 

iN'o more ; and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks 
Tliat flesh is heir to ; — ’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish’d. Sh. Mam. in. 1, 

To die 1 to sleep : 

To sleep I perchance, to dream ; — ay, there's the rub ; 

Por in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 

Must give us pause : there’s the respect, 

Ihat makes calamity of so long life. Sh. Mam. iii. 1. 

The dread of something after death 
The undiscover’d country, from whose bourn 
Wo traveller returns, puzzles the will, 

Makes us rather bear those ills we have. 

Than fly to others that we know not of. Sh. Mam, m. 1 
Lay her i* the earth ; 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring I 


Sh. JIaiJi. V, 1 
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DEATE—MM/tNtOKf. 

Imperions Caesar, dead and turn’d to clay, 

Might stop a hole, to keep the wind away : 

0 1 that the earth, which kept the world in awe, 

Should patch a wall, t* expel the W inter’s flaw ! 8h, JECam, v. 1, 
The sands are number’d, that make up my life ; 

Here must I stay, and here my life must end. Sk. S, vz. i. 4. 
Sings and mightiest potentates must die. 

For that's the end of human misery. 8k, Ken, VI, 1. in. 2, 
Ah, what a sign it is of evil life. 

When death’s approach is seen so terrible. Sh, H, vi, 2, in. 3, 
Nothing in his life 

Became him like the leaving it ; he died 
As one who had been studied in his death, 

To ilirow away the dearest thing he owed, 

As ’twere a careless trifle. 81i, Mach, i. 4. 


Had I as many sons as I have hairs, 

I would not wish them to a fairer death. Sh, Mach, v. 7. 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field. Sh, Bom, iv. 6. 
How oH/, when men are at the point of death. 

Have they been meny ! which their keepers call 
A lightning before death. Sh. Bom, v. 3. 

What 1 old acquaintance ! could not all this flesh 
£.eep in a little life ? Poor Jack, farewell ! 

I comd have better spar’d a better man. Sh. Hen. tv, v. 4. 
He that dies this year is quit for the next. Sk, Hen, zv, in. 2. 

They say the tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention, like deep harmony: 

Where words are scarce, they’re seldom spent in vain, 

For they breathe truth that oreathe their words in pain. 

XT . 1. . • V i. 

He that no more may say is listen d more 

Than they whom youth and ease have taught to gloze ; 

More are men’s ends mark’d than their lives before : 

The setting sun and music at the dose. 

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last. 

Writ in remembrance more than things bug past. 

Sh, Bic, iz. n. 1. 

Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. Sh. Bic, zz ir. il. 


O, sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her. Sh. Ch/mh, n. 2 

He that hath a will to die by himself, 
j Fears it not from another. Sh, Coriolanus v. 3 
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DSAro — contimted 

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry ; — 

As, to behold desert a begcar bom, 

And needy nothing trimm a in joUiiy, 

And purest faith tinhappily forsworn, 

And gilded honour shamefully misplaced, 

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted, 

And right perfection wrongfully dismced, 

And stren^ by limping sway disabled. 

And art made tonrae-tied by authority. 

And folly (doctor-like) controUing skill, 

And simple truth miscall'd simplicity. 

And captive good attending captain ill : 

Tired with alf these, from these would I begone ; 

Save that, to die, I leave my love alone. Sh. 8onnet 06, 
Peath is not free for any man's election. 

Till nature or the law impose it on him. Chapman, C. and P. 
And though mine arm should conquer twenty worlds. 

There's a lean fellow beats aU conquerors JJehher, 0/d For, 
'Tis the only discipline we are bom for ; 

AU studies else are but as circular lines. 

And death the centre where they ail must meet. Massinger, 
AU things decay with time : the forest sees 
The gmwth and dowufal of her aged trees ; 

That timber taU, which three-score lustres stood. 

The proud .dictator of tlie state-like w'ood ; 

I mean the soverei^ of aU plants, the oak 
Proops, dies, and mils without the cleaver’s stroke. 

Herrick, Hesp, 47C. 
Behind her death, 
dose foUowing pace for pace, not mounted yet 
On his pale horse. Milton, P. X. x. 588. 

Where aU Ufe dies, death lives, and nature breeds, 

Perverse, aU monstrous, all prodigious things, 

Abominable, unutterable, and worse 

Than fables yet have feign'd, or fear conceived, 

Gk)rgons, and Hydras, and Chimeras dire. ife7to»,P.X.ii.624 
Pea^ levels all things in his march, 

Nought can resist his mighiy strength 
The palace proud, triumphal arch. 

Shall mete their shadow^s length ; 

The rich, the poor, one common bed 
ShaU find in tne unhonour’d grave. 

Where weeds sliall crown alike the head 
Of tyrant and of slave. 
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continued, 

I fed deatli rising higlier still, and higher 
Within my bosom ; every breath I fetch 
Shuts up my life within a shorter compass ; 

And, like the vanishing sound of bells, grows less 

And less each pulse, till it be lost in air. Di\yden, Ladies^ 

Distrust and darkness of a future state 

Make poor mankind so fearful of their fate- 

Death m itself is nothing ; but we fear 

To be we know not what, we know not where. Bidden, Aur. 

Death’s but a path that must bo trod. 

If man would ever pass to God. BarnelL 

*Tis but to die, 

*Tis but to venture on that common hazard 
Which many a time in battle I have run ; 

'Tis but to do, what, at that very moment, 

In many nations of the peopled eai-th, 

A thousand and a thousand shall do with me. Botoe, J, Shore, 
I was born to die : 

*Tis but expanding thought, and life is nothing. 

Ages and generations pass away, 

And with resistless force, like waves o’er waves, 

Boll down the irrevocable stream of time. 

Into the insatiate ocean of for ever. JBowe, 

Death is the privilege of human nature ; 

And life without it were not worth our taking. 

Thither the poor, the prisoner, and the mourner 

Ely for relief, and lay their burdens down. Bowe, Fair Fen, 

Thus o’er the dying lamp th’ unsteady flame. 

Hangs quivering on the point, leaps off by fits 

And fells again, as loath to quit its hold. Addison, Cato, iii. 7, 

The prince, who kept the world in awe. 

The Judge, whose dictate fix’d the law. 

The rich, the poor, the great, the small. 

Are leveU’d : death confounds them all. Gray, Fables, 

He taujght us how to live ; and (oh I too high 

The pnee for knowledge) taught us how to die. TMeU, 


As man, perhaps, the moment of his breath; 

Receives the lurking principle of death ; 

The young disease, that must subdue at length, 

Grows with his growth, and strengthens wiSi his strength. 

rm. t, vj j ^ Pope, ^.Af. II. 13a 

Ihe hour conceal d, and so remote the fear, 

Death still draws nearer, never seeming near. Ib, iii, 75 
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ti^LTBr-eoutinued, 

0 death, all eloq^uent I you only prove 

What dust we <iote on, when *tis man wo lore. KI(k 

How loved, how valued once, avails thee not j 

To whom related, or by whom begot ; 

A heap of dust alone remains of thee j 
*Tis all thou art, and all the proud be ! 

Fope, Elegy to the Memory of an Unfortunate Lady, 7h 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd. 

By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos’d, 

By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn’d. 

By strangers honour’d, and by strangers mourn’d. Jhhl 51. 
But thousands die without or this or that, 

Hie, and endow a college or a eat. Pope, M. E. iii. 05. 
The world recedes ; it disappears ! 

Heav’n opens on my eyes I my ears 
With sounds seraphic ring : 

Lend, lend your wings ! i mount I I fly I 
O grave 1 where is thy victory P 

O death ! whore is thy sting P Pope, Dying Oh, to hie Soul 
The reconciling grave 

Swallows distinction first, that made us foes, 

That all alike lie down in peace together. Southern, Fatal M, 

Where the prime actors of the last year’s scene P 
Their port so proud, their buskin, and their plume ? 

How many sleep, who kept the world awake 

With lustre and with noise I Young, Night Thought e, ix. 

Man makes a death, which nature never made. Ih. iv. 15. 

The chamber where the good man meets his fate 

Is privileged beyond the common walk 

Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heaven. Ih, ix. 03*3. 

The kneU, the shroud, the mattock, and the grave. 

The deep, damp vault, the darkness, and the worm. 

'Jhese are the bugbears of a winter's eve. 

The terrors of the living, not the dead. 

Lovely in death the beauteous ruin Isly ; 

And if in death still lovely, lovelier there ; 

Far lovelier I pity swells the tide of love. 

Death loves a shining mark, a signal blow. 

That man lives greatly, 

Whate’er his fate, or fame, who greatly dies, 

High flush’d with hope, wlxere heroes shaJ^ despair. Ib. N, X 


Ib. IV. 10, 

Ib. in. 104. 
Ib. V. 1011, 
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DSA3H— 

Death is the crowa of Kfe ; 

Were death deny'd, poor man would live in vain ; 

Were death deny*d, to live would not be life ; 

Were death deny*d, ee'n fools would wish to die. 

Young, N* T, in, 526, 

Death wounds to cure ; we fall, we rise, we reign ; 

Spy ing from our fetters, fasten in the skies, 

Where blooming Eden withers in our sight. 

Death gives us more than was in Eden lost. 

This king of terrors is the prince of peace. H, 630 

Early, bright, transient, chaste as morning dew, 

She sparkled, was exhal’d, and went to heaven. Jd, v. 6'JO. 

The death of those distinguish'd by their station. 

But by their virtue more, awakes tlie mind 
To solemn dread, and strikes a saddening awe : 

I^ot that we grieve for them, but for ourselves, 

Left to the toil of life. Thomson, Tan, and Sfgtsmunda, i, 1. 

Can storied um, or animated bust, 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath ? 

Can honour’s voice provoke the silent dust, 

Or flatt’iy sootlie the dull cold ear of death Elegg, xi. 
The Prmce wlio kept the world in awe. 

The Judge whose dictate fix’d the law. 

The rich, the poor, the great, the small, 

Are ievell’d ; Death confounds them all Graggs Fables, 
How shocking must thy summons be, O death! 

To him that is at ease m his possessions ; 

Who, counting on long years of pleasure here. 

Is quite unfurnish’d for that world to come ! Blair, Grave, 

All flesh is grass, and all its glory fades 
Like the fair flow r dishevell a in the wind ; 

Biches Imve wings, and grandeur is a dream ; 

The man we celebrate must find a tomb. 

And we that worship him, ignoble graves. Coaler, jRm^j.iii.SCI 

What is death 

To him who meets it with an upright heart ? 

A quiet haven, where his shatter’d bark 
Harbours secure, till tlio rough storm is past. 

Perhaps a passage, overhung with clouds 
But at its entrance ; a few leagues beyond 
Opening to kinder skies and mfider suns, 

And seas pacific as the soul that seeks them. 


Hurd is 
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O, Death I the poop man’s dearest friend. 

The kindest and the best I 
Welcome the hour, my aged limbs 

Are laid with thee at rest I Burn*, 

Oh, GK)d ! it is a fearfiil thing 
To see the human soul take wing 

In any shape, in any mood. Byron, Pri*. qf Chi, Tin 

Death, so call’d, is a thing tl\at makes men weep. 

And yet a third of life is pass’d in sleep. Byron, D. J. sir. 
Death shuns the wretch who fain the blow would meet. Ib, 
“ Whom the gods lore die young ” was said of yore, 

And many deaths do they escape by this : 

The death of friends, and that which slays even more. 

The death of friendship, love, youth, all that is, 

Except mere breath, Byron, Bon Juan, ir. 

Death is but what the haughty brave. 

The weak must bear, the wretch must crave. Byron, Giaour, 

What shall he be ere night P Perchance a thing 

O’er which the raven flaps his funeral wing. Byron, Corsair, 

I live. 

But live to die : and living, see nothing 
To make death hateful, save an innate clinging, 

A loathsome and yet aU invincible 
Instinct of life, which I abhor, as I 
Demise myself, yet cannot overcome— 

And so I hve. Byron, Cain, i. I. 

And thou art dead, as yoimg and fair 
As aught of mortal birth ; 

And form so soft, and charms so rare, 

Too soon return’d to earth ! 

Though earth received thee in her bed. 

And o’er the spot the crowd may tread 
In carelessness or mirth. 

There is an eye which could not brook 
A moment on that grave to look. Byron 

, How sweet this very hour to die ! 

' To soar from earth, aud And all fears 
1 Lost in thy light, etemily I Byron. 

' Thy day without a cloud hath pass’d. 

And then wert lovely to the last 5 
Extinguish’d, not decay’d I 
As stars that shoot along the sky 
Shine brightest as they lall from high. 


Byron 
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D3ATH— 

Wlien musing on companions gone, 

We doubly feel ourselves alone. Sir 7F. Scotl, Marmioti 
Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking. 

Morn of toil, nor night of waking. Scottt L. of Lakey i. 31 

Since, howe’er protracted, death will come. 

Why fondly study, with ingenious pains. 

To put it on ! To breathe a little longer 
Is to defer our fate, but not to shun it. 

Small gain ! which wisdom with indiff 'rent eye 

Beholds. Hannah More^ David and Ghliahy 4 

Leaves have their times to fall, 

And flowers to wither at the north wind’s breath, 

And stars to set — ^but aU, 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O death ! JUrs. Hemane, 
I think poor beggars court St. Giles, 

Bieh beggars court St. Stephen ; 

And DeaSi looks down with nods and smiles. 

And. malces the odds all even : 

I think some die upon the field, 

And some upon the billow, 

And some are laid beneath a shield, 

And some beneath a willow. Praed, Brazen Head 

Death I to the happy thou art terrible. 

But how the wretcned love to think of thee, 

0 thou true comforter, the friend of all 

Who have no friend beside. Soathe^y Joan cf Arc. 

Death we should prize as the best gift of nature. 

As a safe inn, where weary travellers. 

When tliey hpe journey’d trough a world of cares, 

May put off life, and be at rest for ever. SoutJitrneyLoy.Bro. 

We thought her dying while* she slept. 

And sleeping when she died. T. Hood, Death-iml 

Weep not for those whom the veil of tlie tomb 
lire’s happy morning hath hid from our eyes, 

Ere sin threw a blight o’er the spint’s young bloom. 

Or earth had profaned what was bom for the skies. 

Death chill’d the fair fountain ere sorrow had stain’d it, 

Iwas frozen m ^ the pure light of its course, 

And but sleeps till the sunshine of heaven unchains it. 

To water that Eden where first was its source. 1\ Hoort 
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HEMIR^eBnfinued. 

0 grief beyond all other griefs, when fate 
First leaves the young heart lone and desolate 
In the wide world, without that only tie, 

For which it wished to live, or feared to die. TAos, Mooi^e. 
The dead are like the stars, by day 
Withdrawn from mortal eye. 

But not extinct, tln*y hold their way 
In glory through tJie sky ; 

Spirits, from bondage thus set free, 
vanish amidst immensity, 

Where human thought, liko human sight, 

Fails to pursue their trackless iiight. Jaa. Montgomerif. 
Friend after friend dejjarts ; 

Who hath not lost a mend P 
Tlierc is no uiiion here of hearts 
That finds not here an end ; 

Were this frail world our final rest, 

Living or dying, none wore blest. Jas. Montgomery^ JPi'ienUo* 

1 know thou hast gone to the homo of thy rest ; 

Then why should my soul be so sad P 

I know thou hast gone where the weary are blest, 

And the mourner looks up, and is glad I 
Where love has put off, in the land of its birth, 

The stains it had gather’d in this. 

And hope, the sweet singer iliat gladden’d the earth. 

Lies asleep on the bosom of bliss. 2'. AT. Heroey^ 

It matters not at what hour of the day 
The righteous fall asleep ; death cannot come 
To him untimely who is fit to die ; 

The less of this cold world, the more of heaven 5 

The briefer life, the earlier immortality. Mihnan 

There is no death ! What' seems so is transition. 

This life of mortal breath 

Is but a suburb of the life Elysian, 

Whose portal we call death. LongfeUow^ Eeatynaiion. 

There is a reaper, whose name is Death, 

And with his siclde keen, 

He reaps the bearded grain at a breath, 

And the flowers that grow between. LongfcUow, Poome 
Wem> not for him who dieth, 

For he sleeps and is at rest ; 

And the couch whereon he lieth 

Is the green earth’s quiet breast. Eon. Mra^ Kertom 

K 
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hZiaSS — continued, 

IViend to tlie wretch whom eTery friend £01*881(08, 

I woo thee, death ! Fvrteue, Death, 

Oh I what a shadow o’er the heart is flunjf, 

WTien peals the requiem of the lov’d and young I W,G, Clavk, 
She's gone ! for ever gone ! Tlie king of terrors 
Lays his rude hands upon her lovely limbs, 

And blasts her beauties with his icy breath. Dennis, Ap, Vir, 
BEATH-BED. 

A death-bed's a detector of the heart: 

Here tired dissimulation drops her most, 

Through life's grimace, that mistress of the scene, 

Her real and apparent are tlie same. Young, N, 611 . 
BEET. 

He that dies, pays all debts. S 7 i, Temp. iii. 2 . 

You say, you noUiing owe ; and so I say : 

He only owes, who something hath to pay. Martial (flhy), ii. 3 . 
There died my father, no man's debtor ; 

And tliere I’ll die, nor worse, nor better. Fope, 

Oh, liow you wrong our friendship, valiant youth ! 

With frionds there is not such a word as debt t 
Wliere amity is to’d with band of truth. 

All benefits are tnere in common set. Lady Carew, Mariam, 
BEGAY— Ambition, Beverses. 

,A 11 that in this world is great and gay, 

Doth as a vapour vanish and decay. Spenser, 

You are as a candle, the better part burnt out. Sh, JI, iv, 2 . 
And those decays, to speak the naked truth. 

Through the defects of age, were crimes of youth. Denham, 

Before decay’s efiacing fingers 

Have swept the lines where beauty lingers. Byron, Oiaour^ 
All that's bright mnst fade, — 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 

All than 8 sweet was made 

But to be lost when sweetest. T, Moore, A ll that's bright, 
BECnsIT— BECEITFXn^SS-BEOEmqK^ 

What man so wise, what eartMy wit so rare, 

As to descry the crafty, cunning train 
By which Deceit doth mask in visor fair, 

And seem like Truth, whose shape she well can feign. Spenser, 

O that deceit should dwell 

In such a gorgieous palace I Sh. Bom, J. lii. 2 . 
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DECEIT, DECEITEtlLWESS, DECEPTION. 

DECEIT, DECSITFULNESS, DECEPnOK^A}M^M?<«^. 

Look to her, Moor ; liavo a quick eye to see : 

She has deceiv’d her lather, and may thee. S/i. Olh, i, 3 
The devil can cite scripture for his purposes. 

An evil soul, produeinj? holy witness. 

Is like a villain with a smilinff cheek j 
A goodly apple rotten at tlie lieart ; 

0. what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! 8h M, of Fe», i, 3. 
Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more. 

Men were deceivers ever ; 

One foot in sea, and one on shore ; 

To one thing constant never. Sh M. Ado, ir. 3. 

And be these juggling fiends no more believ’d, 

That palter with us in a doable sense ; 

Tliat keep the word of promise to our ear. 

And breah it to our hope. Sh, Mach. v. 7. 

Smooth runs the water, where the brook is deep ; 

And in his simple show he harbours treason. 

The fos barks not, when he would steal the lamb. 

Bh. JT. VI. III. 1 . 

All. tliat deceit should steal such gentle shapes, 

And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice. Bh. Jt, ni, ii. 2. 

Mother, for love of grace. 

Lay not tliat flattering unction to your soul. 

That not your trespass but my madness speaks. Sh.JE[am.m,4,. 
Every man in this age has not a soul 
Of crystal, for all men to read their actions 
Through : Men’s hearts and faces are so far asunder 
That they hold no intelligence. JBeaum. and FI. Fhilas(ei\ 
Ko seem'd 

For dignity compos’d and hi^i exjfloit : 

But all was false and hollow. Milton^ P. X. ii. 111. 

His tongue 

Dropt manna, and could make the worse 

Appear Uie better reason. Milton, P. X. ii. 118. 

A villain, when he seems most kind 
Is most to be suspected. Lansdouw, Jew of Fen toe. 

Before her face her handkerchief she spread, 

To hide the flood of tears— she did not shed. Foj>e. 

•Tis not my talent to conc^l my thoughts, 

Or carry smiles and suushino in my face. 

When discoutent sits heavy at my heart. 


AddUon, Cato, 
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DECEIT, BECEITFTTLirESS, BECEPnON — continuad, 

X rillaiti, when lie most seems kind, 

Is most to be suspected. Lansdotene, Jen rf Venice 

Thy lore is lust, tliy friendship all a cheat, 

Thy smiles hypocrisy, thy words deceit. Byron to Soutie^, 

Even innocence itself hath many a wile. Bjfron, Don Juan. 

, Love on his lips and hatred in his heart, 

} [is motto— constancy ; his creed -to part. Bjyron, Lara, 
Think’st thou there are no serpents in the world 
But tliose who slide along the grassy sod, 

And sting the luckless foot that presses them ? 

There are who in the path of social life 
Do bask their spotted skins in fortune’s sun. 

And sting tlie soul. Joanna BalLliet De Montfoi i, i* 2. 

O, what a tangled web we weave, 

Wlien first we practise to deceive. Scotty Marmion, vi. 17. 
DECENCY. 

Virtue she finds too painful an endeavour. 

Content to dwell in decencies for ever. Pepe, Jf. Es. ir 1C:L 
Immodest words admit of no defence, 
for want of decency is want of sense. Boxrommon^ E^s i. 
DECISION ^see Dispatch, Promptitude, Courage, Beterminatloa. 
Away, then ; ^York witli boldness and with speeu, 

On greatest actions greatest dangers feed. Jda/ hwe. 

If it were done, -w hen ’tis done, then ’twere well 

It were done quickly. SL Mach, i. 7. 

Let come what will, I mean to bear it oat| 

And either live \^itli glorious victory, 

Or die with fame, renowned for chivalry: 

He is not worthy of the honey-comb 

That shuns the hive because the bees have stings. Sh, Loenne, 
There is a tide in the afiairs of men, 

Which, taken at the fiood, leads on to fortune ; 

Omitted, all the voyage of tlieir life 
Is bound in shallows, and in miseries ; 

And we must take the current when it serves, 

Or lose our ventures. Sh, Jul, C. rv. 3. 

Sighs, groans, and tears proclami his inward pains, 

But the firm purpose of his heart remains. Dryden. 

Choose a firm cloud before it fall, and in it 
Catch, ere she change, the Cynthia of this minute. 

If. Pk. II. 10 
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lifEClSLOS^^-^eoniinued, 

The keen spint 

Seizes ihe prompt occasion — ^makes the thought 
Start into mstant action, and at once 

Plans and performs, resolves and executes 1 Hannah More* 
TmOJOJaim—ue Iwe, BropoaaU U 

Wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps m gold or sums in sealed bags ; 

And 'tis the very riches of thyself 

That now’ I aim at. Sh. Mer, W. iii. 4. 

Heleuy I love thee ; by ray life I do : 

I swear by that, which I will lose for thoe. 

To prove him false, that says I love thee not. Sh. 3/. 2. 

Why should I blush to ov\ n I love H— 

•pis love that rules the realms above ; 

Why should I blush to say to all, 

Tliat virtue holds my heart in thrall P Htnry Kirk White. 

DECOEirU. 

So, with decorum all things carried. 

Miss frowned, and blushed, and then was married. Golihmitk. 
SECEEE. 

It must not bo j there is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree established : 

'Twill bo recoided for a precedent; 

And many an en*or by the same example, 

Will rush into the state. Sh. .b . (if V. iv. 1. 

DEDICATIONS. 

Leave flattery to fulsome dedicatore, 

Whom when they praise the world believes no more. 

Than when they promise to give scribbling o'er. Fepe 

DEEDS. 

Where deeds pull down, words can repair no faith. Chapman. 
We live in deeds, not years ; in thoughts not breaths ; 

In feelings^ not in flgures on a diaL Bailep, Festn >* 

^ Such a numerous host 
Pled not in silence tlirough the frighted deep. 

With min upon min, rout on rout, 

Confusion worse confl)unded. Milton^ P« £. 993'096 

DEFENCE. 

In causes of defence, 'tis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems ; 

So the proportions of defence are fill’d ; 

Which of a weak and niggardly projection 

Doth, like a miser, spoil ius coat with scanting 

A littie cloth. Sh. Hen. T, ii. 4 
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'D^FSSOE— continued. 

What boots it at one gate to mabc defence, 

And at another to let in the foe F Milton^ Sam, Agon, 560 
DEFlAJtf OE* 

I do defy him, and I spit at him ; 

Call him a slanderous coward, and a yillain : 

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds ; 

And meet him, were I tied to run a-foot, 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps. Sh, Rtc, n, 1. 1 
I had rather chop this hand off at a blow, 

And with the other fling it at thy face, 

'rhan bear so low a sail, to strike to thee. Sh, E'en, Vi, 3. v. 1. 
Must I give way and room to your rash choler ? 

Shall I bo frighted, when a madman stares ? Sh, Jaf. C. iv. 3. 
If thou deny’st it, twenty times thou liest ; 

And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart. 

Where it was forged, withmy rapier s point. Sh, Rh, it. iy. 1. 
Who sets me else ? by heaven I’ll throw at all ; 

I liave a thousand spirits in my breast, 

To answer twenty thousand such as you. Sh, Ric, li, iv. 1, 
Thou mayst hold a serpent by the tongue, 

A chafed lion by the mortal paw, 

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth. 

Than keep m peace that hand which thou dost hold. 

Sh. K, Johjif 111. 1 

If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot. 

Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame. 

I’ll strike thee dead. Put up tliy sword betime, 

Or 1*11 so maul you and your toasting-iron. 

That you shall think the devil has come from hell. Ih, tv, 3 
Come one, come aH — ^this rock shall fly 
Erom its firm base as soon as I. Scotty L, of L. v. 10. 

Thou think’st I fear thee, cursed reptile, 

And hast a pleasure in the damned thought. 

Though myneart’s blood should curdle at thy sight, 

I’ll stoy and face thee still. Joanna Rat Hie, 3e Moniford, 
DEITT— CN)d, Creator, Omnipotence, Providence. 

Father of light and life ! tiiou Good Supreme ! 

0 teach me what is good I teach me thyself 1 
Save me from folly, vaniiy, and vice, 

From every low pursuit I and feed my soul 
With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue pure ; 

Sacred, substantial, never-fading bliss IT/w/nw/i, 



DEIT* — 




OEint — continued. 

Let no presuming impious railer tax 
Creative Wisdom, as if auglit was form’d 
In vaiii, or not for admirable ends. 

Sliall little liaughty iiporance proaounee 

His works unviise, of which the smallest part 

Exceeds the narrow vision of his mindP Thomson, Summer 

Hail, source of being ! universal soui 

Of heaven and earth ! essential presence, hail ! 

To Thee I bend the knee ; to Thee my thoughts 
Continual climb ; wiio, with a master hand. 

Hast the great whole into perfection touch'd. lb. Spring 
A Deity believed, is joy begun ; 

A Deity adored, is joy advanced ; 

A Deiiy beloved, is joy matured. 

Each branch of piety delight inspires. Young, 

Hafcure 

Never did bring forth a man without a maji ; 

Nor could the first man, being but 
The passive subiect, not the active mover, 

Se the maker of himself ; so of necessity 
There must be a superior pow^r to nature. 

P. Le Tourneur, Atheisfs Tragedy. 
In the vast, and the minute, we see 
The unambiguous footsteps of the God 
Who mves its lustre to an insect's wing. 

And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds. 

Cowper, Task, v. 511 

Thou dread source, 

Prime, self-existing cause and end of all 
That in the scale m being fill their place ; 

Above our human r^on or below. 

Set and sustain’d. Thou, thou alone, O, Lord, 

Art everlasting 1 Wordsworth, 

BELAY— Beoision, Proerasliaatlon, Promptitads^ Sm. 

! Shun delays, they breed remorse, 

' Take thy time, while time is lent thee ; 

Creeping snails have weakest force ; 

Fly tlieir fault, lest thou repent thee. 

Good is best when soonest wrought. 

Lingering labours came to nought. 

Hoist up sail while gale doth last, 

^de and wind stay no man’s pleasure ; 

Seek not time, when time is past, 


Eohert SouthsL fU 
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BELAY ~ tinned. 

Sober speed is wisdom’s leisure. 

After-wits are dearly bought, 

Let thy fore-wit guide thy thought. Boberi SoutliicelL 

Delay leads impotent and snail-paced beggary. S/<.jB/e.ir7.iv.3. 

Then do we sin against our own estate, 

When we may profit meet, and come too late. 

When tlie day serves before black-cornered night, 

Find what thou want’st by fi^e and offered light. ShJKmon^yA. 

0 my good lord, tliat comfort comes too late ; 

'Tis like a pardon after execution : 

That gentle physic, given in time, had cur’d me ; 

But now I am past all comfort here but prayers. 

Sh, JZl VJIL nr. 2. 

Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger ; 

And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then nhen we sit idly in the sun. 8h, Troil, in. 8. 
That we would do. 

We should do when we would ; for this “would changes, 
And hath abatements and delays as many 
As there are tongues, arc hands, are accidents ; 

And then this “ should ** is like a spendthrift sigh, 

That hurts by casing. 8h. Sam. iv. 7. 

Be wise to-day ; ’tis madness to defer ; 

Kext day the fatal precedent will plead ; 

QTius on, till wisdom is push’d out of life. Young ^ N. T. 390, 

At thirty, man suspects himself a fool, 
l^owB it at foiW, and reforms his plan ; 

At fifty, chides his infamous delay, 

Pushes his prudent pnipose to resolve. 

In all the mamanimity of thought ; 

Besolves, and re-resolves, then dies the same. 

And why P because he thinks himself immortal. 

All men think all men mortal bnt themselves. Young, N. T. t. 

Our greatest actions, or of good or evil, 

The Eero’s and the mnrderer’s, spring at once 
Prom their conception ; Oh ! how many deeds 
Of deathless virtue and immortal crime 
The world had wanted, had the actor said, 

1 will do this to-mpirow 1 Lord John Bussell^ Don Carlos 
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Die L I BEBATTOK — DEPO BTMENT. 

BIQ^BBATIOIT — see Design. 

any great design thou dost intend. 

Think on the means, the manner, and tiie end. DenJiam. 
Deep on Hs front engraven 

Deliberation sat, and public care. Milton, P. Z. ii. 802. 

delight. 

She was his care, his hope, and his delight. 

Most in his thought, and ever in his sight. Djyden, 

DELDSIOK. 

Por love of grace. 

Lay not that flattering unction xo your soul 
not your trespass but my madness speaks: 

It but skin and film the icerous place : 

Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 

Infects unseen. S/t, Sam, iii. 4. 

DEMAGOGDES -see Faction, Kob, Babble, Fopularlty. 

I do despise these demagogues, that fret 

The angry multitude ; they are but as 

The froth upon the mountain wave — ^tke bird 

That shrieks upon the sullen tempest's wing. L Sunt, Julian, 

For close designs and crooked counsels fit ; 

Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit, 

Bestless, unfik’d in principle and place. 

In power unpleased, impatient in disgrace. Dryden, 

DEHHABX. 

Something is rotten in the State of Denmark. Bh, Sam, i. 4. 
DEFENDEKCE. 

Poor wretches, that depend 
On greatness’ favour, dream, as I have done ; 

Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I swerve 
Many dream not to find, neither deserve. 

And yet are steep’d in favours. Sh, Cymh, v. 4: 

I hate dependence on another's will. 

Which changes with the breath of ev'ry whisper. 

Just as the sky and weather with the winds : 

Kay with the winds, as they blow east or w'est. 

To make his temper pleasant or unpleasant. Crown^Amh 8iate$ 
DEFOBTHEHT. 

What’s a fine person, or a beauteous face, 

Fnless deportment gives them decent grace F 
Blest with all other ^quisites to please. 

Some want the stril^g elegance of ease ; 

The curious eye their awkward movement tires ; 

They seem like puppets led about by wires. 

C/tu>c/iUl, Rosciad, 743 
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BEllBV — BESPAIE. 


DEKBY. 

So dowii tliT hill, romantic Ashbourn, glides. 

The Derby IHlly, cairjdng three insides, 

One in each comer sits, and lolls at ease, 

With folded arms, propp’d back, and oiitstretcii d knees ; 
While the press'd bodkin, punch’d and squeezed to deatli, 
Sweats in the midmost place, and scolds and pants for breath 
Cannmfft ILoves of the Triangles, 178 

DESCENT— Pedigree. 

Cowards father cowards, and base thing[s sire base : 

Nature hathmeal and bran, contempt, arid grace.fiiA. Cgmh.jY,2 

DESEETED— -SM Exiendleii. 

Deserted at his utmost need. 

By those his former bounty fed ; 

On the bare earth exposed he lies. 

With not a friend to close his eyes. Drgdcn, Alex. Feasi\ 73 

DESIGN. 

Purpose is but the slare to memory, 

Of violent birth but poor validity ; 

Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree, 

But fall unshaken when they mellow be. Sh. Ham. iii. 2 

When men’s intents are wicked, their guilt haunts thorn. 

But when they’re just they’re arm'd, and nothing daunts 
them. Middleton, Mad World my Masters^ 

He that intends well, yet deprives himself 
Of means to put his good thoughts into deed, 

Deceives his purpose of its due reward. 

Beavm. and FI, Honest Man's Fortune, 
Honest desi^s 

Justly resemble our devoSons, 

Which we must pay, and wait for the reward. 

Sir Robert Howard, Great Favourite. 
DESIRE ■—see Disappointiaent 
Had doting checked his son's desire, 

Troy bad been bright ^vith fame, and not with fire. 8h. Foetns. 

DESOLATION. 

What is the worst of woes that wait on age ? 

What stamps the wrinkle deeper on the brow ? 

To view each loved one blotted from life's page. 

And be alone on earth, as I am now. Byron^ CIu Har, ii. 98 
DESPAIEU^^ Saioide. 

They have ^*d me to a stake ; I cannot fly, 

Blit, bear-li£e, I must flght the course. Sh. Mach, T. 7 



DSSPAIB. 
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JXSSlBKSSi^eoiitmtud. 

I am one, my liege, 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so incens’d, that I am reckless what 
I do, to spite the world, Sh. Mach, tiu 1 

O I that this too, too solid flesh would melt, 

Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew 1 

Or that the Everlasting had not fix’d 

His canon ’gainst self-slaughter ! O God I O God I 

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 

Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 8/e. Sam, x. 2. 

There’s nothing in this world can make me joy : 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man. S/e, JT. Jo/tn, ni. 4. 

If thou didst but consent 
To this most cruel act, do but despair ; 

And if thou want’st a cord, the smallest thread 

That ever spider twisted from her womb 

WiU serve to strangle thee. 8/i, K. Jo/in^ iv, 8. 

So cowards fight, when they can fly no further ; 

So doves do peek the falcon’s piercing talons ; 

So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives, 

Breathe out invectives ’gainst the officers. S/e. TL. yi, 3, i. 4 
It wore all one. 

That I should love a bright particular star, 

And tliipTr to wed it. S/t, AlVs IV. 1. 1. 

Wlien fears admit no hope of safety, then 

Necessity makes dastards valiant men. Merric/c, Aph. 320. 

Despair takes heart, when there’s no hope to speed ; 

The coward then takes arms, and does tue deed. 2b. 229. 

Farewell hope, and witli hope farewell fear ; 

Farewell remorse ; all good to mo is lost ; 

Evil, be thou my good T Mdton, P. X. iv. 108. 

AH hope is lost 

Of my reception into grace ; what worse P 

For where no hope is left, is left no fear. Milioiu ^ 285. 

For men as resolute appear 
W^ith too much, as too Tittle fear ; 

And, when they’re out of hopes of flying, 

Will run away from death, by dying, 

Or turn again to stand it out. 

And tliose they fled like lions rout. JTud. 8, ni. 27. 
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DESPAXn. 


DE8PAIB ^eontlwwd. 

Equal tlieir flame, unequal was iheir care ; 

One lored witk kope, one languisked witk doppair. Brt/dth 

Talk not of comfort — *tis for lighter ills ; 

I will indulge my sorrow, and give way 

To all tke pangs and fury of despair. Addison^ Cato 

Tkougk plunged in ills and exercised in care, 

Yet never let tke noble mind despair ; 

When press'd by dangers and beset by foes. 

The gods their timely succour inten>ose ; 

And when onr virtue sinks o'erwkelm'd witk grief, 

By imforeseen expedients bring relief. Ambrose Fhilipe 

When desperate ills demand a speedy cure, 

Distrust is cowardice, and prudence lolly. Dr, JoJmsont Irent, 

Kae langer she wept, her tears were all spent ; 

Despair it was come, and she tkought it content ; 

Ske thought it content, but her cheek it grew pale, 

And ske droop’d like a lily broke down by the kaiL Burns. 

Beware of desperate steps ! — ^the darkest day, 
lave till to-morrow, will nave pass'd away. 

Cowper^ Needless Alarm. 

But dreadful is their doom whom doubt has driven 
To censure fate, and pious hope forego : 

Like yonder blasted boughs by lightning riven, 

Perfection, beauty, life, they never know. 

But &own on all that pass, a monument of woe. Beattie, 

Alas ! tke breast that inly bleeds 
Has nought to fear from outward blow : 

Who falls from all he knows of bliss. 

Cares little into what abyss. Byron, Giaour, 

They who have nothing more to fear may well 
Indulge a smile at that which once appall'd ; 

As children at discovered bugbears. Byron, Sard* Y. 1. 

Despair defles even despotism ; there is 

That in my heart would make its way thro' hosts 

With levell’d spears. Byron, Ttco Foscari. 

There is a very life in our despair. Byron, 

One fatal remembrance, one sorrow which throws 

Its bleak shade alike o'er our joys and our woes : 

To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring. 

For which joy has no balm and affliction no sting. Moore. 
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DJS^OKDBKGY. 

1‘lie recollection of one nijTrard lioiir 
Hath more in it to tranquillize and eliccr 
The darkness of despondency, than years 
Of gaiety and pleasure. Percival, 

DESPOnSH. 

Wolves shall succeed for teachers, grievous -vrolvos. 

Who all the sacred mysteries of Heaven 
To their own vile advantages shall turn 
Of lucre and ambition, and the truth 
With superstitions and traditions taint. Milton^ P. L, xn. 608. 
OETECTIOK. 

Foul deeds will rise. 

Though all the earth o’erwhelni them, to men’s eyes. 

Sh. Ham* I. 2. 

BETEEMUrATION-^-^tf^ Eesolutloii. 

Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed ; 

For what I will, 1 will, and there an end. 8h, Two G. i. 8 

Although 

The air of paradise did fan the house, 

And angels ofiQlc*d all ; 1 will he gone. 8L Alts W, in. 2. 
1*11 speak to it, though hell itself should gape, 

And bid me hold my peace. Sk. Mam. i. 2. 

DESTHnr- m rate, rutnrity. 

• Seek not to know what must not be reveal’d ; 

Joys only flow whore fate is most conceal’d : 

Too busy man wou’d find his sorrow’s more, 

If future fortunes he shou’d know before. Dt'^den, L Q. in. 1. 
Wliate’er betides, by destiny ’tis done, 

And better bear like men, than vainly seem to shun. 

Pt'vaen, PaJemon and Ardte. 

BETEAOnOir—Md Slander, Scandal. 

Happy are they that hear their detractions, 

And can put them to mending. Sh. M. Ado, it. 3. 

Grood name in man or woman, dear my lord, 

Is the immediate jewel of their soul ; 

Who steals my purse, steals trash ; ’tis something, nothing ; 
’Twas mine, ’tis nis, and has been slave to thousands : 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Bobs me of that which not enrimes him. 

And makes me poor indeed. Sh, 0th. iii. 3. 

Detraction’s a hold monster, and fears not 

To wound the fame of princes, if it find 

But any blemish in their lives to work on. Masdngot, 
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BETBACTIOy — DEVOTIOIT. 


DWiBkCIlQIS^eontmited. 

WIio stabs my name, would stab my person too^ 

Bid not the liangman*s axe lie in the way. Crotone, Sen. yj 

Kow they interpret motions, looks, and eyes; 

At everj’^ word a reputation dies. JPop^* 

So, naturalists observe, a flea. 

Has smaller fleas that on him prey ; 

And these have smaller still to bite *em. 

And so proceed ad infinitum. Siot'ft, Poefiyt a Rhapsodt/, 
Great fleas have little fleas, and lesser fleas to bite *em, 

Ari il these fleas have other fleas, and so ad infinitum. Ano',u 
Mankind praise against their will. 

And mix as much detraction as they can. 

Young, T. viii. 494. 
*Tis not the wholesome sliarp morality, 

Or modest anger of a satiric spirit, 

That hurts or wounds the bodj’ of a state. 

But the sinister application 

Of the malicious, ignorant, and base^ 

Interpreter, who will distort and strain 

The general scope and purpose of an author 

To his particular and private spleen. Dr, Johifon, Toetasier, 

DKVlAIIOir. -vvhat gulfs 

A single deviation from the tiack 

Of human duties leads. JBgron, 

DEVIL. 

The devil was sick, the devil a saint would he ; 

Kie devil was well, the devil a saint was he. Rabelais, iv 2*1 
The devil hath power 

To assume a pleasing shape. Sh. Sam, ii. 2. 

He will give the devil his due. <SA. Sen, 7F. 1, i. 2, 

DEVOTEES. , ^ 

And let not this seem strange ; the devotee 
Lives not on earth, but in his ecstacy ; 

Around him days and worlds are heedless driven ; 

His soul is gone, before Ids dust, to heaven. Bgron, 

DEVOnON. 

The immortal gods 

Accept the meanest altars, that are raised 
By pure devotion ; and sometimes prefer 
An ounce of frankincense, honey, or milk, 

Before whole hecatombs, or Sabsean gems, ^ 

Offer'd in ostentation- 3zaw/af/er 
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DEVOTIOK — fo/i/wnwrf. 

The secret heart 

1b fair derotiop’s temple ; there the saint. 

E’en on that living altar, lights the flame 
Of purest sacrifice, which bums unseen, 

Kot unaccepted. Hamiah J/ore. 

As down in the sunless retreats of the ocean ' 

Sweet flowers a-- springing no mortal may see, 

So deep in my 4..>som the prayer of devonon. 

Unheard by tlie world, rises silent to ITiee. Thos, Maore. 
The inward sighs of hnmhle penitence 
Else to the ear of Heaven, when pealed hynms 
Are scatter’d with the sounds of common air. Joanna BaHUe, 
DEW. 

Q'he dews of the evening most carefully shun ; 

Those tears of the sky for the loss of the sun. 

Chesterfield, Advice to a Lady in Autumn, 
The starlight dews 
AU silently their tears of love instil. 

Weeping themselves away, till they infuse, 

Deep into nature’s breast, the spirit of her hues. Byron ^ 

SIBO. 

When Dido femnd AEneas would not come, 

She mourned in silence, and was di do dum* 

Borson, Buceiice Cantab, 

2)IFFIC17LT7, 

It is as hard to come, as for a camel 

To thread the postern of a needle’s eye. Sh, Bio, ii. 2. 

DZFFXDEITGE. 

Be sOent always, when you doubt your sense. 

And speak, tho’ sure, with seeming diffidence. JPope, B, C, 

EldESnON. 

Unquiet meals make ill digestions. SL Com, B'*, v. 1. 

Now good digestion wait on appetite. 

And health on both. 87i, Mach, iii. 4 

DlGiriTY. 

Where ambition of place goes before fitness 

Of birth, contempt and disgrace follow. Chapman, Bait, S, 

True dignity is never gained by place, 

And never lost when honours are withdrawn. Massinger, 
True dignity is his whose tranquil mind 
Yirtue has raised above the things below ; 

Who, every hope and fear to Heaven resign’d, 

Shirinks not, though fortune aims her deadliest blow. Beattie 
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DIGNITY— eontinned. 

With grave 

Aspect lie rose, and in lus rising seem'd 
A pillar of state ; deep on Ids front engraven 
Dwiboratioii sat, and public care ; 

And princely counsel in his face yet shone 
Majestic, though in min. Sage ho stood. 

With Atlantean shoulders, fit to bear 

The weight of mightiest monarchies ; his look 

Drew audience and attention stiU as night 

Or summer's noontide air. Milton, P. L. ii. SOD 

Well had he learned to curb the crowd. 

By arts that veil and oft preserve the proud ; 

His was the lofty port, the distant mien, 

That seems to shun tlie sight, and awes if seen : 

The solemn aspect, and the Jhigh-bom eye, 

That checks low mirth, but lacks not courtesy. Byroiw 

DUIOENCN— Activity, Eneigy, ProtaptitnAe. 

To bo rich be diligent, move on 
Like heaven’s grand movers that enrich the earth, 

Whose moment’s sloth would show the world undone. 

And make the spring straight bury all her birth. JDavenant 
DOEPLES. 

In each cheek appears a pretty dimple ; 

Love made tliose hollows ; if himself were slaiu 
He might be buried in a tomb so simple ; 

Foreknowing well, if there he came to lie. 

Why therelove lived, and there ho could not die. fiK. F. . 4L 

DINNEB — ge^ Peasting*. 

Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, 

G^t it ready. Sit, Lear, i. 4. 

Then from the mint walks forth the man of rhyme, 

Happy to catch me just at dinner-time. Pope. 

The turnpike road to people’s hearts, I find, 

Lies thro* their mouths, or I mistake mankind. Peter Pindar. 

Behold ! his breakfasts shine with reputation I 
His dinners are the wonder of the nation ! 

With these he treats both commoners and quality, 

^Yho praise where’er tliey go his hospitality. Peter Pindar 
Dire was the clang of plates, of knife and fork, 

Q'hat mercTess fell like tomaliawks to v ork. Peter Pindar. 

He fell upon wliate’er was offer’d, like 
A priest, a shark, an alderman, oi* pike. P^ron, IX J, lu 14* 
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imWEE— DlSi-PPOUTTMENT. 

DnXKER— continued, 

Kotliing's more sure at moments to talce hold 
Of tke best feelings of mankind, which, grow 
More tender, as we every day behold, 

Than that all- softening, overpowering knell. 

The tocsin of the soul—the dinner bell ! J^ron, D, J, v. 49. 

*Twas a public feast, and public day— 

Quite full, right dull, guests hot, and dishes cold. 

Great plenty, much formality, small cheer, 

And everybody out of their own sphere. Bi/ron, D. J. xrr. 78. 

All human history attests 
Q^t happiness for man — ^the hungry sinner — 

Since Eve ate apples, must depend on dinner ! Byro% D. J. 
EaithI your essence was excelling { 

But you gave us nought to eat : 

Nothing tasting, sweetly smelling, 

Is, FabuUus, scarce a trcat. 

Let me see a fowl unjointed, 

"When your table next is spread : 

"V^o not feeds, but is anointed. 

Lives like nothing but the dead. Martial (G. Laml)^ m. 13. 
DLmra. 

Jack boasts he never dines at home, 

With reason, too, no doubt ; 

In truth. Jack never dines at all. 

Unless invited out. Martial (Anon), v. 47. 

DiaAPPODTrUENT. 

Things sweet to taste prove in digestion sour. Sh, Bic. it, i. 3. 

My May of life 
Is falFn into the sere, the yellow leaf; 

And that which should accompany old age. 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of fn^ds, 

I must not look to have; but, in their stead. 

Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 

Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare not. 

SA. Mach* V. 3. 

Lnpell'd with steps unceasing to pursue 
Some fleeting good, that moSts me with the view. 

That, like the circle bounding earth and skies. 

Allures ^m far, yet, as I Mow, flies. Goldsmith, Tm. 
There still are many rainbows in your sky. 

But mine are vanish’d. All, when life is new. 

Commence with feelings warm and prospects high, 

But time strips our illusions of their hue. Don Juan* 



14/3 


D ISAP PO IN T M ENT — IHSCOKD. 


BISAFPOINTUXira— 

With more capacity for love, than earth 
Bestows on most of mortal mould and birth, 

His early dreams of good outstripp’d the truth, 

And troubled manhood follow’d baifled youth. Btfron^ Lara 

Those high-built hopes, that crush us by their fall. CamfbelU 

Oh I tliat a dream so sweet, so long enjoy’d, 

iShould be so sadly, cruelly destroy’d ! Moore, Lalla Boohh* 

0 ! ever thus from childliood’s hour. 

I’ve seen ray fondest hopes decay ; 

1 never loved a tree or flower. 

But ’twas the first to fade away ! Moore, Lalla MooTch* 
BISGONTENT. 

I know a discontented gentleman, 

Wlioso humble means match not his haughty spirit. 

Sh, Bic, im m % 

I see your brows are full of discontent, 

Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears. Sh, Bic. u, iv. 1. 

O thoughts of men accurs’d ! 

Past, and to come, seem best ; tilings present, worst. 

Sh. lien. IT. 2. 1. 3. 

Seldom he smiles, and smiles m such a sort, 

As if he mock’d himself, and scorn’d his spirit 

That could be mov'd to smiie at anything. SL Jitl. C. i. 2. 

Still falling out with this and this, 

And finding something still amiss ; 

More peevish, cross, and splenetic 
‘ Than dog distract or monkey sick. Butler^ Hud. 

Man hath a weary pilgrimage. 

As tlirough the world ne wends ; 

On every stage, from youth to age. 

Still discontent attends. Southey 

BISGOBB - eee Controversy, Bisputes. 

Discord oft in music makes the sweetest lay. 

Spenser. F. Q. ill. 2. 

How sour sweet music is,^ 

When time is broke, and no proportion kept ! Sh.Bic. ii. v. 6. 
How in one house 

Should many people, under two commands, 

Hold amily r 'Tis hard, almost impossible. Sh. Lear, it. 4. 
Discords make the sweetest airs. Butler, Hud. 3, i. 91 J. 
From hence, let fierce contending nations know, 

What dire effects from civil discord flow. Addison, Cato, v. 4 



DISCOUD — ^DISCEETION. 
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VilhCOBD^eontmued^ 

Discord, a sleepless Lag, wlio never dies, 

With, snipo-like nose and ferret^glowing eyes, 

Lean sallow cheeks, long chin, with beard supplied, 

Poor crackling joints, and wither’d parchment hide, 

As if old drums, worn out with martial din. 

Had clubbed their yellow heads to form her skin. JP, JPittdar^ 
BISGEETIOIT — m Caution, Coudue^ Prudence, Buling. 

You are old; 

N ature in you stands on the very verge 

Of her con^e : you should be ruled and led 

By some discretion, that discerns your state 

Better than you yourself. Sh, l€a)\ ii. 4. 

Let’s teach ourselres that honourable stop. 

Not to outsport discretion. Sh* OiK it. 3. 

The better part of valour is discretion. Sh. Ken, ir, 1. v. 4. 
Our acts our angels are, or good or ill ; 

'J’he fatal shadows that walk by us still. J, FletcJier^ 

For good and well must in our actions meet ; 

Wicked is not much worse than indiscreet. Donne, 

Quoth he, That man is sure to lose. 

That fouls his hands with dirty foes ; 

For w here no honour’s to be gain’d, 

*Tis thrown away in being maintain’d. Bullert Kud. 2. it. 81D 
It shewed discretion, tlie best part of valour. 

Beau, 4* Flot* King and No King, iv. 3. 
Even in a hero’s heart 

Discretion is the better part, Churchill, Ghost, i. 232. 

Loam to dissemble wrongs, to smile at injuries, 

And sufier crimes tliou want’st the power to punish ; 

Be easy, affable, familiar, friendly : 

Search, and know all mankind’s mysterious ways. 

But trust the secret of ihy soul to none. 

I’his is the way, this only, to be safe 
III such a world as this. 

Consider all thy actions, and take heed 
On stolen bread, tho’ it is sweet, to feed ; 

Sin, like a bee, unto tby hive may bring 
A little honey, but expect tlie sting. 

Thou may'st conceal thy sin by cunning art. 

But conscience sits a witness in Uiy heart ; 

Which w^ disturb thy peace, thy rest undo, 

Por that is witness, judge, and prison too. 


B, Waikim 



BISCRETION—DISMISSAIi. 
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JilSCfBJS^OS^confimed, 

His air, liis voice, his looks and honest soul, 

Speak all so movingly in his behalf, 

I dare not trust myself to hear him talk. Addison 

Abundance is a blessing to the \\ise ; 

The use of riches in discretion lies. Cumberland. 


DISCTTSSIOir-~^«0 Controversy 
Leave this keen encounter of our wits, 

And fall somewhat into a slower method. Sh, Ric. in, i. 55. 
DISDAIK 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 

Misprising wliat they look on. " Sh, M, Ado^ iii. 1. 

Disdain has awell’d him up, and choked his breath, 

Sullen and dumb, and obstinate to death : 

No signs of pitv in his face appear ; 

Cramm’d with his pride, he leaves no room within, 

For sighs to issue out, or love to enter in. Dry den 

DISEASES. 

Diseases, desperate grown. 

By desperate appliance arc reliev’d. 

Or not at all, Sh. Ham, iv. 3 


As man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, 
lleceires the lurking principle of death; 

The young disease, that must subdue at length, 

Grows wiuL his growth, and strengthens with his strength. 

DISGTOSE. ^ 


Our bravery’s but a vain disguise, 

To hide us from the world’s dull eyes. Butler, 


Hence guilty thoughts, distastes, surmises. 

False oaths, false tears, deceits, disguises. Pope, 

'Tis great, ’tis manly to disdain disguise ; 

It shows our spirit, or it proves our strength. Toungy T. 
DISUSE. [viii 

I do not love thee, Doctor Fell, 

The reason why I cannot tell ; 

But this I’m sure I know full well, 

I do not love thee, Doctor Fell. Martial {Tom Brown), 3xxu 
DISMISSAL. 

Stand not upon the order of your gomg, 

But go at once. 


Sh, Mach, in. 4 
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DISOBXHIEHCE. 

She is peevish, sullen, froward, 

Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty : 

"Neither regarding that she is my child, 

Nor fearing me as if I were her father. 6/i. Ttcc G, iii, 1. 


Of man*s first disobedience, and the fruit 
Of that forbidden tree, whose mortal taste 
Brought death into the world, and all our woe. 

Milton, P. i, I. 1 

DISFABAGElimrT. 


My mistress* eyes are nothing like the sun ; 

Coral is far more red than her lips* red : 

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun ; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her Lead. 

I have seen roses damask’d, red and wliite. 

But no such roses see I in her cheeks ; 

And in some perfumes is there more delight 
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 

I love to hear her speak ; yet well I know 
That music hath a far more pleasing sound : 

I grant, I never saw a goddess go ; 

Juistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 

Son, exxx* 

Th^ praise, and they admire, they know not what, 
know not whom, but as one leads the other. 

And what delight to be by such extoll’d. 

To live up on weir tongues, and be their talk. 

Of whom to be dispraised were no small praise P 

Milton, P, B. III. 50. 


DI8FASITY. 

Crabbed age and youth cannot live together ; 

Youth is full of pleasance, age is full of care ; 

Youth like summer mor?i, age like ■vi’inter weather ; 

Youth like summer brave, age like winter bare : 

Youih. is full of sport, age’s breath is short ; 

Youth is nimble, age is lame : youth is hot and bold, 

Age is weak and cold ; youth is wild, and age is tame. 

8h, Pass. Pilg, v 

GISPAICH—9«tf Decision, Promptitude. 

Let’s take the instant by the forward top ; 

For we are old, and on our quick’st decrees 
Th’ inaudible and noiseless K>ot of time 
Steals, ere we can efiect them. 


BJi, AWs W. V. » 
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DI SPLAT— DISSFKTERS. 


DISPLAY. 

Would you, when thicres are known abroad* 

Brinfij forth your treasures in the roadP 
Would not the fool abet the stealth. 

Who rashly thus exposed his wealtib P Oay Fabler, 

DISPUTES — see Controversy, Discord. 

For when disputes are weary *d out, 

*Tis interest still resolves the doubt. Butler, Sud* 2. ix. 481. 

*Tis strange how some men’s tempers suit, 

Like bawd and brandy, with dispute, 

That for their own opinions stand fast, 

Only to have them claw’d and canvass’d. Butler, Kud, 2. n. 1. 

Some say, commred to Bononcini, 

That Mynheer Handel’s but a ninny ; 

Others aver that he to Handel 
Is scarcely fit to hold a candle. 

Strange that aU this diflT’renee should be 
Twixt Tweedledum and ISveedledee. 

Byrom, On the Feuds between Handel and Bononcini, 

DISSENSION. 

How join your hands, and with your hands your hearts, 

That no dissension hinder government. Sfu Hen, ri, 3. iv. 6. 

Debates, dissensions, uproars are the joy; 

Provoked without offence, and practisei to destroy. Bryden, 

Alas ! how light a cause may move 
Dissension between hearts that love ! 

Hearts that the world in rain had tried, 

And sorrow but moie closely tied ; 

That stood the storm, when waves were roi^h, 

Tet in a sunny hour fall off. Moore, Light qf the Harem, 

Dissensions, like small streams at first begun, 

Unseen they rise, but gather as they run. Garth, Bis, iii. 184. 

DISSENTEBS — see Uethodists, Puritans. 

So, ere the storm of war broke out, 

Eeligion spawn’d a various rout 
Of petulant, capricious sects. 

The maggots of corrupted texts. 

That first run all religion down, 

And, after ev’ry swarm, its own. Butler, Hud, 3, li. 7. 
A little, round, M, oily man of God. Thomson, Cast, Ind, i. 69 
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)ISSIMUIATIOir— Discretion, Duplicity. 

Well mock the time with fairest show ; 

Fair face must hide what the false heart does know. 

Sh. Mach. i. 7. 

When my love swears that she is made of truth, 

I do believe her, though I know she lies. Sh. ^n. cxxxvnr. 
Perhaps it was right to dissemble your love. 

But — why did you kick me down stairs ? 

Sicherstaff, * Tts welZ it's no toorse. 

Thus *tis with all — ^their chief and constant care 

Is to seem everything but what they are. Q-oldsm* JEp. to Sts* 

Smooth dissimulation, skiird to grace 

A devil's purpose with an angel’s face. Cowper^ 

DISSOIDTIOW. 

like the baseless fabric of this vision, 

The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeoim palaces. 

The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve ; 

And, like this insubsl^tial pageant faded. 

Leave not a rack behind. 5^* Temp. rv. 1. 

DISTANCE. 

*Tis distance lends enchantment to the view. 

And robes the mountain in its azure hue. Camphelly P.JT. «• 
DISTINCTIONS. 

■There’s but the twinkling of a star 
Between a man of peace and war ; 

A tliief and justice, fool and knave, 

A huffing ofrcer and a slave ; 

A crafty lawyer and pick-pocket, 

A great philosopher and a blockhead ; 

A formal preacher and a player, 

A leam’d physician and man-slayer. Butler^ BEud. 2, iii. 957. 
DISTRESS. 

In this wild world the fondest and the best, 

Are the most tried, most troubled, and distrest. Crahhe. 
D lVlNIT Y-~<(jtf Beligiou. Theology. 

In Eelirion 

What damned error but some sober brow 
Will bless it and approve it with a text. 

Hiding ihe grossness with fair ornament. 8h. Mer. V. iii. 2. 
OIVOECB. 

Ho choice was left his feelings or his pride. 

Save death or Doctor’s Commons — so he died. Bpron. 



V^2 DOCTORS — DOMESTIC UAmi7£&S. 

D00T0E8— Uadioiue, Fhysis. 

Bv medicines life may be prolonged, yet death 

ill seize the doctor too. SL C^mh. v. 6 

Out, re impostors ! 

Quach-salving, cheating mountebanks — ^your skill 
3 s to make sound men sick, and sick men kill. Masnnger. 
For men are brought to worse distresses. 

By taking physic, than diseases ; 

And therefore commonly recover. 

As soon as doctors give them over. Butler, Sad, 

AVounds by the wider wounds are heal’d, 

And poisons by themselves expell’d. Butler, Hud, 

Each proselyte would vote his doctor best, 

AVith absolute exclusion of the rest. Dtydea, 

The doctor now obeys the summons, 

Likes both his company and commons ; 

Pisplavs his talents ; sits till ten ; 

isext day invited comes again. Sioyi, 

The surest way to health, say what they will, 

Is never to suppose we shall be ill ; — 

Most of those evils we poor mortals know, 

From doctors and imagination flow. ChurchtlU 

Will kick’d out the doctor : but when ill indeed, 

E’en dismissing the doctor don’t always succeed. 

Q, Colman Jnn, Lodgings for Single Gentlemen, 
A doctor lately was a captain made : 

It is a change of title, not of trade. Martial {Hay), viii. 74. 
DO&S. 

Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men ; 

As hounds, and greyhounds, monCTels, spaniels, curs, 
Shoughs, water-ruj^, and demi-wmves, are 'dept 
-All by the name of dogs : the valued ^e 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle. 

The housekeeper, the hunter, every one 

According to the which bounteous nature 

Hath in mm dosed. Sh, Mach iii. 1. 

I am his Highness’s dog at Hew 1 

Pray tell me, sir, whose dog are you P 

PopCy On the collar of a dog he gave to the Prince. 
DOXESne HAPPHnSSS* 

Domestic happiness, thou only bliss 

Of Paradise that hast survived the fall I Cowper, Task, ixj 
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DOlOKIOir. 

Here we may reign secure, and in my choice 
To reign is worth ambition, though in Hell : 

Better to reign in Hell, than serve in Heaven. 

Mffion, P. Z. I. 261. 

DOTJBT. 

Modest doubt is call'd 

Tlie beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 

To the bottom of the worst. Sh» TrotL and Cr. ii, 2. 

Our doubts are traitors, 

And make us lose the good we oft might win, 

By fearing to attempt. Sh. JI£,for Jf. i. 5. 

Many witli trust, with doubt few are undone. 

Xdi. Brooke, Mustapha* 

Known mischiefs have their cure, but doubts have none ; 
And better is despair than fruitless hope 
Mix'd witli a killing fear. Map, Cleopatra. 

Yet do not think I doubt thee, 

I know thy truth remains ; 

I would not live without thee. 

For all the world contains. Q, P. Morris. 

Oh ! wrath will droop with wearied wing. 

And hate w'ill yield to tears ; 

But doubt destroys tiie fairest thing-— 

Creates the spot it fears. Miza Cook. 

There lives more faith in honest doubt, 

Believe me, than in half the Creeds. Tennyson, In Mem. xcv. 
OOYEK CLIFFS. 

How fearful 

And dizzy 'tis, to cast one’s eyes so low ! 

The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway air 
Shew scarce so gross as beetles : half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadful trade I 
Metlimks, he seems no bigger than his head ; 

The fishermen, that walk upon the beach. 

Appear like mice : and yon^tall anchoring bark 
Ouninish’d to her cock ; her cock a buoy 
Almost too small for sight : the murmuring surge. 

That on the unnumber^ idle pebbles chafes. 

Cannot be heard so high : I’ll look no more ; 

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 

Topple down headlong. ^7* j^ear, iv. 6 



164« DOVEB ciirrs — ^ dekams. 


BOVEB iSLE^B^conthiued, 

The dreadM summit of the cliff, 

That beetles o'er his base into the sea, 

The vciy place puts toys of desperation. 

Without more motire, into every brain, 

That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 

And hears it roar beneath. 8h Sam. x. 4« 

DBAMA-PEAlffATIC \mTEBS. 

The drama's laws the drama's patrons give, 

For we that live to please, must please to live. 

Johnson t Prologue ((Jn opening Drury Lane Th.\ 
Some force whole regions, in despite 
O’ geography, to change their site ; 

Hake former times shake hands with latter. 

And that which was before, come after. Butler, Sad. 2, i. 23. 
BBEAUS. 

Dreams are the children of an idle brain. 

Begot of nothing but vam fantasy ; 

Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 

And more inconstant than the wind. 8h. Bom, i. 4 


If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep, 

My dieams presage some joyful news at hand. Sh. Bom. v. 1. 
'Tis still a dream ; or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue, and bi*ain out; either both or nothing ; 

Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such 

As sense cannot untie. Sh. Cymh, v. 4. 

Dreams are but interludes which fancy makes. 

When monarch reason sle^s, this mimic wakes : 

Compounds a medley of disjointed things, 

A mob of cobblers, and a court of kings : 

Light fumes are merrv, grosser fumes are sad ; 

Both are the reasonable soul run mad. Dryden. 

Dreams in their development have breath. 

And tears, and torture, and the touch' of joy ; 

They leave a weight upon our waking thoughts ; 

Tliey take a weight from off our wakmg toils ; 

They do divide our being ; they become 
A portion of ourselves as of our time. 

And look like heralds of eternity. Byron, Dream, i. 5. 

Strange state of being ! (for 'tis still to be) 

Senseless to feel, and with seal'd eyes to see- Byron, 

O, spirit land 1 thou land of dreams I 
A world thou art of mysterious gleams, . 

Of startling voices and sounds of strife, 

A world of the dead in the hues of life. 


Mrs. Seman% 
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DREAM’S — continued. 

Dreams ftiU oft are found of real events 

The forms and shadows. Joanna Baillie, Ethwald^ II. 5, 

One of those passinff rainbow dreams. 

Half light, half shade, which fancy’s beams 
Paint on the fleeting mists that roll. 

In trance or slumber, round liie soul. Moore, Lalla Jtoohh, 

DRESS. 

Where all the bravery that eye can see, 

And all the happiness that heart desire. 

Is to be found. Sj^eneer^ 

Heat, trimly drest. 

Fresh as a bride^oom, and his chin new reaped, 

Shewed like a stubble land at harvest home. Sh, JSen,n% 1, i. 3. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy. 

But not expressed in fancy ; rich, not gaudy ; 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man. Sh, Mam i. S. 

What, is the jay more precious than the lark. 

Because his feathers are more beautiful ? 

Or is the adder better than the eel, 

Because his painted skin contents the eyeP Sh, Tam, S, iv. 3. 
Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor : 

For 1;is the mind that makes the body ricn ; 

And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds. 

So honour peereth in the meanest habit. 8h, Tam, & iv. 3. 
Hor would I you should molt away yourself 
In flashing bravery, lest, while you affect 
To make a blaze of gentiy to the world, 

A little puff of scorn extinguish it. 

And you be left, like an unsavoury snuff, 

Whose properly is only to offend. Men Jonson. 

Her polish’d limbs. 

Veil’d in a simple robe, their best attire. 

Beyond the pomp of dress ; for loveliness 
Heeds not the foreign aid of ornament. 

But is, when unadom’d, adorn’d the most. Thomson, Auivmn, 

Be plain in dress, and sober in ycur diet ; 

In snort, my deary, kiss me I and be quiet. LaJi/ W, Montague, 

We sacrifice to dress, till household joys 

And comforts cease. Dress drains our cellar dry. 

And keeps our larder clean ; puts out our fires. 

And introduces hunger, frost, and woe, 

Where peace and hospitality might reign. Cowper, T, u. 61 A 
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DiaroiirG--i)BTO gEi orEs& 

Great men should drink with liamess on their throats, 

- . S/u 2\mon, l & 

Oh, that men should put an enemy m 
Their mouths, to steal away their brains I that we 
Should, with joy, pleasance, revel and applause. 

Transform ourselves to beasts I SL 0th* u. 3, 


Thev were red-hot with drinking ; 

So mil of valour, that they smote the air 
For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet. SL Temp* iv. 1. 

Sweet fellowship in shame ; 

One drunkard loves another of the name. Sh, L*s Z, L, iv. 3. 


He that holds more wine than others r^an, 

1 rather count a hogshead than a man. SandotpA, 

The thirsty earth soaks up the rain, 

And drinks, and gapes for drink again $ 

The plants suck m the earth, and are, 

With constant drinkmg, fresh and fair. Anacreon (Cowlep). 
Why should ev’ry creature drink but I ? 

Why, man of morals, tell me why? Anaa^eon ( Waller)* 
Tom never drinks : that I should much commend 
In Tom my coachman, but not Tom my iriend. 

Martial {Hay), xii. 30. 
Hor need we tell what anxious cares attend 
The turbulent mirth of wine ; nor all the kinds 
Of maladies, that lead to death’s grim cave, 

Wrought by intemperance. Philips^ Cider^ 2. 

1 drank ; 1 lik'd it not ; 'twas rage, *twas noise, 

An airy scene of transitory joys. 

In vain I trusted that the flowing bowl 
Would banish sorrow, and enlarge the soul. 

To the late revel, and protracted feast. 

Wild dreams succeeded, and disorder’d rest. Trior* Solom'tn, 2 
O I when we swallow down 
Intoxicating wine, we drink damnation ; 

Haked, wo stand the sport of mocking fiends, 

Who grin to see our noble nature vanquisli’d. 

Subdued to beasts. Charles Johnson 

What fury of late is crept into our feasts P 
What honour given to the drunk’nest guests P 
What reputation to bear one glass more, 

When oit the bearer is borne out of doorP Dr, Johnson 
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1)R TAKING, BRUNKEOTESS — BUELLIH0. 

DBIKKIKG, BRTTKKEITNESS--^^»m«^. 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn, 

Wliat dangers thou canst make us scorn. Bums^ Tam (yS. 
Man, being reasonable, naust get drunk; 

The best of life is but intoxication ; 

Glory, the grape, love, gold, — ^in these are sunk 

The hopes of slU men, and of every nation.J?yrc», D, J* ii. 179. 

'lis pity wine should be so deleterious. 

For tea and coffee leave us much more serious. Ib. i v. 52. 
Fill full I Why this is as it should be : here 
Is my true realm, amidst bright eyes and faces, 

Happy as fair I Here sorrow cannot reach. Byron^ Sardana. 
Hath wine an oblivious power ? 

Can it pluck out the sting from the brain P 
The draught might begune for an hour, 

But still leaves behind it the pain. Byrons Farew» to England, 
Could every drunkard, ere he sits to dine. 

Feel in his head the dizzy fumes of wine, 

Ho more would Bacchus chain the willing soul, 

But loathing horror, shun the poison’d bowl. MerinaUf Oltar* 
Drunkenness 1 that's a most gentleman-like 
Sin : it scorns to be beholden ; for what it 
Beceives in a man’s house, it commonly 
Leaves again at his door. Cujpid^s Whirligig, 

DB7BEN. 

Waller was smooth ; but Dryden taught to join 
The varying verse, the full resounding line. 

The long majestic march, and energy divine. 

Pope, Im, qf Horace, 2, 1. 267. 

DXnBLLDiG. 

^ me I what pe^dls do environ 
Tne man that meddles with cold iron ! 

What plaguy mischiefs and mishaps 

Do dog hun still with after-claps ! Butler, Hud, 1, m. h 
Some fiery fop, with new commission vain. 

Who sleeps on brambles tfil he kills his man ; 

Some iix>ho drunkard, reeling firom a feast, 

Provokes a broil, and stabs him for a jest. Dr, Jbhneon, Lom4t 
Two fools, with each an emp^ head. 

Or, like their pistols, lined wilh lead : 

Two minor fo(^s, to measure distance, 

A surgeon to afford assistance, 

A paragraph to catch the fair, 
iknd teU the world how brave the pair. 
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DUELLINU — ^DITTT. 


DTTEIiLIN'G ^jonhntted. 

Am I to set my life upon a tlirow 

Because a bear is rude and surly ?— Zs o 1 

A moral, sensible, and well-bred man 

Will not aflroiifc me, and no other can. Coicp€t\ Conversation 

It has a strange, quick jar upon the ear, 

This cocking of a pistol, when you know 
A moment more will bring the sight to bear 
Upon your person, twelve yards off or so Bpron^ D,J. iv. 4L 
BTIKCB. 

How much a dunce that has been sent to roam, 

Excels a dunce that has been kept at home. 

DUNDEE. Cowper, Fro. of Error, 415 

Oh I for a single hour of that Dundee, 
on that day the w ord of onset gave. 

Wordsworth, Sonnets to Liberty, 1803. 
DDFUCITY — see Dissimulation. 

O, what may man within him hide, 

Tliough angel on the outward side. Sh. M.for M, i:i. 2. 

You are liberal in offers ; 

You taught me first to beg ; and now', mcthinks. 

You teadi me how a beggar should be ansuvred. 

SL Mer. r. IV. 1. 

Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer, 

And, without sneering, teach the rest to Rnt‘er ; 

Willing to wound, and y* t afraid to strike. 

Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike. Fope, Arhuihnot, 201, 
Where nature’s end of language is declined. 

And men talk only to conceal their mind. 

Young, Love of Fame, ii. 207 

DUTY— Eather, Parents. 

When Fm not thank’d at all, I’m thank’d enough ; 

I’ve done my duty, and I’ve done no more. Fiehhng, 1\ Thu 
The voice of parents is the voice of gods, 

For to their children they are heaven’s lieutenants ; 

Made fathers not for common uses merely 
Of procreation (beasts and birds w'ould be 
As noble then as we are) ; but to steer 
The wanton freight of youth through storms and dangers. 
Which with full sails they bear upon ; and straighten 
Tlie mortal line of life they bend so often. 

For these are we made fatners, and for these 
May challenge duty on our children’s part. 

Obedience is the sacrifice of angels. 

Whose form you cany. 


Shakespeare 
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BAWE, 

Ho clasps tlie crag with liooked hands, 

Close to the sun in lonely lands ; 

Hing’d with the azure world, he stands. 

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls ; 

He watches from his mountain walls, 

And like a thunderbolt he falls. Tennyson, 

EAlLLT-BISIira. 

To business that wo lore, we rise betime, 

And go to it with delict. Sh, AnU Cleop. iv. 4. 

jHo that would thrive, must rise by five ; 

IHe that has thriven, may lie till seven. Troverh, 

EAETH. 

And fast by han^g in a golden chain. 

This pendant world, m bigness as a star. Mdlon, P. L, ii. 1051. 
Where is the dust that l^s not been alive P 
The spado, tlie plough, disturb our ancestors ; 

From human mould we reap our daily bread. Young, N, 9. 
EABTHaiTAKES. 

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 

In strange eruptions ; and the teeming earth 

Is with a kind of cholic pinch’d and vex'd 

^ the imprisoning of unruly wind 

Witliin her womb ; which, for enlargement striving, 

Shakes tlie old beldam earth, and topples down 
Steeples and moss-grown towers. S/i. Hen, ir, 1, iii. 1, 
EASE. 

Whate’er he did was done with so much ease. 

In him alone ’twas natural to please. Dryden, Ahs. ^ Ai\ t. 27, 
Indulge, and te thy genius freely give ; 

For not to live at ease, is not to live. Dryden, Peraius, v • 
As lamps bum silent, with unconscious light. 

So modest case in beauty shines'most bright ; 

Dnaiming charms with edge resistless fall. 

And she who means no mischief does it all. Aaron HtlL 
Ease leads to habit, as success to ease. 

He lives by rule who lives himself to please. Crahbe, Tales, ri. 
EATTErCl— Binner. 

He hath eaten me out of house and home. 67i. Hen, tv, 2, ij. 1. 
Famish’d people must be slowly nurst. 

And fed by spoonfuls, else they always burst. Byron, D, J* 
Some men are bom to feast, and not to fight ; 

Wliose sluggish minds, e’en in fair honour’s field, 

Still on their dinner turn. Joanna Baillis 
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EATING LOVE — EFFEMINACY, 


EAmC-LOVE. 

Tet writers say, as in the sweetest bud 
Tlie eating canicer dweUs, so eating love 
Inliabits in the finest wits of all. Sh, Tm G, i, 1 

SOHO. 

Harh I how the gentle echo from her cell 
Talks tlirough the elifTs, and murmuring o’er the stream 
Eepcats the accents, * we shall part no more.’ Akenalde 
ECONOMT. 

A Yorkshire squire, an epicure well known. 

Set forth to spend his winter months in town, 

But heard the dev’lish price of beef and pork, 

Stopp'd short at Highgate, and return'd to York. 

Martial, iii. 14 {JR, Graves) 
EDTTCATIOH— artf Instruction, Knowledge, Learning. 

Learning by study must be won ; 

’Twas ne'er entail’d from sire to son. Ooy, Fahle xi. 2 
'Tis education forms the common mind ; 

Justus the twig is bent, the tree’s inclin'd. Pope, M,E, ii, 149 
A little learning is a dangerous thing, 

Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring. 

For shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 

But drinking largely sobers us again. Pope, E, C, ix 15. 

Men must be taught as if you tauglit them not. 

And things unknown proposed as things forgot. Ib, iii 16. 

Delightful task ! to rear the tender thought, 

To teach the young idea how to shoot, 

To pour the fresh mstruction o’er the mind, 

To breathe the enliv’ning spirit, and to fix 

The generous purpose in the glowing breast. Thomson, 8p, 1149. 

The clouds may drop down titles and estates ; 

Wealth may seek us, but u isdom must be sought. Yonng, N", T, 

Oh re, who teach th* ingenuous youth of nations — 

Holland, France, England, Germany, or Spain — 

I pray ye flog them upon all occasions ; 

It mends their morals : never mind the pain. Pgron, Di J, ir. 1. 

She taught the child to read, and taught so well, 

That she herself, by tcacliing, leam'd to spell. 

Pyron, Sketch from Ptivate Life, 

SFFEHZKACY. 

Go I let thy less than woman’s hand 

Assume the distaff, not the brand. Byron, Bfide ^ 



BGQ ELOQVEKOE 
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£00. 

The vulgar boil, the learned roast an egg, JPoj?e, Sa, 2, ii. S5 
ELEOflfrOE. 

Polite with candour, elegant in ease ; 

Trifles themselves are elegant in him. JPope, 

ELOFEHEirr. 

When once the young heart of a maidea is stolen, 

The maiden herself will steal after it soon. Moore, III Omens, 
EL0Q1TEKCE-— Bhetorio. 

Aged ears play truant at his tales. 

And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 

So sweet and voluble is his discourse. SL lave^s Z. X. ii. I. 
When he speaks. 

The air, a charter’d libertine, is still, 

And the mute wonder lurketh in men’s ears. 

To steal his sweet and honey’d sentences. S7i, Hen. r. i. 1. 
Men are more eloquent tlian women made, 

JBut women are more powerM to persuade. Baiidolpli, Ampu 
And wheresoe’er the suLjCut’s best, the sense 
Is better’d by the speaker's eloquence. Bjp. Kiiuf., 

His tongue 

Dropt manna, and could make the worse appear 

The better reason, to perplex and dash 

Maturest counsels. Milton, P. L. ii. ll;h ' 

Your words are like the notes of dying swans, * 

Too sweet to last 1 Dryden, All for Love. 

When he spoke, what tender words he us’d ! 

So softly, that, like flakes of feather’d snow. 

They melted as they fell. Dryden, Spanish Friar. 

Thou hast a tongue to charm the wildest tempers ; 

Herds would forget to graze, and savage beasts 
Stand still and lose thoir flerceness but to hear thee ; 

As if they had reflection, and by reason 

Forsook a less enjoyment for a greater. Boioe, Tamerlane. 

Thy words, like music, every breast controul, 

St^ through tho air, and win upon the soul. Dope. 

Words are like leaves, and where they most abound, 

Much fruit of sense beneath is rarely found. 

Fope, P. O. II. 309. 

Oh ! speak that again ! 

Sweet as the syren’s tongue Qiose accents fall. 

And charm me to my rum. Southern, Boyal Bi-viker. 

U 
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ELOdtTEK^ — continued, 

2fow witli fine plirase, and foppery of tongne, 

More graceful action, and a smoother tone, 

That orator of fable, and fair face. 

Will steal on your bribed hearts. Brothers, 8 

Oft the hours 

From morn to eve have stol’n unmask*d away, 

While mute attention hung upon his lips. Akendde, PL Im, 2. 
His words of learned length and thundering sound 
Amaz'd the gazing rustics rang'd around ; 

And still they gaz'd, and still the wonder grew^ 

That one small head could carry all he knew. 

Goldsmith, Deserted Tillage,, 
Eloquence tliat charms and bums, 

Startles, soothes, and wins, by turns. J, H, Clinch (^7w.). 
The devil hath not in all his quiver's choice. 

An arrow for the heart like a sweet voice. Byron, D. Jl xv.l3, 
'J'hy words had such a melting flow, 

And spoke of truth so sweetly well, 

They dropped like heaven’s serenest snow, 

And all was brightness where they fell. T, Moore, 

ElffBAKRASSMGEirr. 

He scratch’d his ear, th* infallible resource 

To which embarrass’d people have recourse. Byron, D, J, 

EUBRAGISG. 

Eternal comfort's in thy arms : 

To lean thus on thy breast is softer ease 
j Than downy pillows, deck’d with leaves of roses. Otmay, Or, 
OaGSAT10K--<A7 Exile. 

All places, tliat the eye of heaven visits, 

Are to a wise man ports and happy havens : 

Teach thy necessity to reason thus ; 

There is no virtue like necessity. Bit, Bie. il, i. 8. 

Down where yon anch'ring vessel spreads the sail, 

That, idly waiting, flaps with eveiy gale. 

Downward they move, a melancholy band. 

Pass from the store, and darken all the strand. 

Goldsmith, Deserted Village, 
Let us depart ! the universal sun 
Conflnes not to one land his blessed beams ; 

Kor is man rooted, like a tree, whose seed 
51ic winds on some ungenial soil have cast. 

There, where he cannot prosper. Southey, Madoe, 
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Envy, Tame, Superiority. 

He who ascends to mountain tops shall find 

The loftiest peaJcs most wrapp'd in clouds and snow ; 

He who surpasses or subdues mankind, 

Must l ook down on the hate of those below. Byron 9 CJiJLiu,^\&, 
EUPnirESS — see Ignorance, Shallowness. 

Eternal smiles his emptiness betray, 

As shallow streams run dimpling all the way. JPojpetJSp. toArb* 

EHtriAIIOK. 

Whoe'er excels in what we pri 2 o, 

Appears a hero in our eves. Sivi/tf Cad, and Tan, 

Wn)^8ce Tntnrity. 

O that a man might know 
The end of this day's business, ore it come, 

But it suffieeth that the day will end, 

And then the end is known. Sh. Jul. C, v. 1. 

ENDURANCE— Perseverance. 

He’s truly valiant, that can wisely 8u£.?r 

The worst that man can breathe ; and make his wrongs 

His outsides ; wear them like his raiment, carelessly ; 

And ne’er prefer his injunes to his heart, 

To bring it into danger. Sh, Unions iii. 5. 

^Tis not now who’s stout and bold? 

But who bears hunger best, and cold ? 

And he’s approv’d the most deserving, 

Who longest can hold uat at starving, BtUfer, JETud. S.iii. 353. 
There is strength 

Deep bedded in our hearts, of which we reck 
But little till the shafts of heaven have pierced 
Its fragile dwelling. Must not earth be rent 
Before her gems are found. Mrs. Semaas, 

ENEBGY— Eeoisioxi, Promptitode. 

Attempt the end, and never stand to doubt ; 

Nothing’s so hard, but search will find it out. Sernck^ApJi^A, 
i Let us then be up and doing. 

With a heart for any fate ; 

Still achieving, still pursuing, 

Learn to* labour and to wait. Longfellow, Tsalm cfL\fe, 
EEGLAED —see Britain. 

It is most meet we arm us ’gainst the foe : 

For peace itself should not so duU a kingdom, 

But that defences, musters, preparations, 

Should be maintain’d, assenibled and collected, 

As M ere a war in expectation /SA. Hen, F. XT. 4 

m2 
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ENGLAND —cantintiea, 

O England ! — model to thy inward greatness, 

Like little body \\ ith a mighty heart, — 

What mightst thou do, that honour would thee do, 

Were all thy children kind and natural ! Sh. Hen. r. ii. sho 

This England never did, iior never shall. 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 

But when it first did help to wound itself. 

Come oho tliiee corners of the world in arms, 

And wc sliali shook them: nought shall make us rue, 
it England to itself do rest but true. Sh. JT. John, v. 7. 
England is safe, if true within itself. 

'Tis better using Erance, than trusting Franco. 

Sh. Hen. rx. 2, iv. 1. 

England, bound in with the triumpliant sea, 

"Wliose rocky shore beats back the envious surge 
Of watery Neptune. Sh. Eic. ii. ii. 1. 

Tins precious stone set in the silver sea, 

Whicli serves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a moat defensive to a house, 

Afi^nst tlie envy of less happier lands ; 

Tliis blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England. 

Hath Britain all the sun that shines ? Day, Nmht, 

Are they not but in Britain ? I’ the world’s vohune 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in’t ; 

In a great pool, a swan’s nest. Prithee think 

There’s livers out of Britain. 8h. Ci/mh. iii. 4. 

AVould I liad never trod this English earth, 

C>r felt the flatteries tliat grow upon it ! 

Ye have angels’ faces, but heaven knows your hearts. 

Sh. H viii. in. 1 

Whether this portion of the world were rent, 

By the rude ocean, from the continent. 

Or thus created ; it was sure design’d 

To be the sacred refugo of mankind. Waller^ to the Protector, 

Island of bliss ! am^d the subject seas. 

That thunder round thy rocky coasts, setup, 

At once the wonder, terror and delight 
Of distant nations : whose remotest shores 
Can soon bo shaken by the naval arm ; 

Not to be shook thysmf, but all assaults 

Baffiing, as thy hoar cliffs the loud sea-wave. Thomson, Sum. 
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EHGLAITD — cofti %t*uc L 
England, a liappy land we know, 

Where folHcb neturaJly grow, 

Where without culture tliey arise. 

And tow’r above tlio common size. ChurcMlU Q-liosf, t. Ill, 
The land of scholars, and the nurse of arms. Goldsmith, T, 356 
Britain, the queen of isles, our fair pos^^ession 
Secur’d by nature, laughs at foreign foes ; 

Her ships her bulwark, and the sea her dike, 

Sees plenty in her lap, and braves the world. Savttnl^K.C 1, 
England, with all thy faults, I love thee still ; 

My country ! and while yet a nook is left 
Where English names and manners may be found. 

Shall be constrain’d to love thee. Though thy clime 
Be fickle, and thj^ year, most part, deform’d 
With dripping rains, or wither’d by a frost, 

I would not yet exchange thy sullen skies 
And fields without a flower, for warmer TVanco 
With all lier vines ; nor for Ausonia’s groves 
Of golden fruitage and her myrtle bowers. ( 'owjoer, 

0 favoured land ! BenoTvTi’d for arts and arms ; 

For manly talents, and for female charms ! Bypon. 

It is well worth 

A year of wanderinff, were it but to feel 

How much our England does outweigh the world. X. JE. Z. 

England I my county, great and free I 

Heart of the world, I leap to thee I Bailey, Feat us, 

ENGLISH LANGTrAGE. 

Dan Chaucer, weU of English undefyled. Sjpenser, F. Q. 4.11.32. 
ENJOYMENT. 

There St. Jolin mingles with my friendly bowl. 

The feast of reason and the flow of soul. Pope, Sat, i. 127. 

Give mo long dreams and visions of content, 

Bather than pleasures in a minute spent. Flmg, Bp, c(fChm 
ENMITY— eee Envy, Hatred. 

’Tis death to me to be at enmity ; 

1 hate it, and desire all good men’s love. Sh, Bic, in, ii. 1, 
Let not thy foe still pass without controlling, 

Like fame and snow-balls he'll get strength oy rolling. 

Aleyn, Battles of Crescy and Poiciiers, 
*Tis ill to trust a reconciled foe; 

Be still in readiness, you do not know 

How soon he may assault you, Webster, Thracian Wondsr 
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ESI BUTT-— •» ntinutd 

Lands, intersected by a narrow frith, 

Abhor each other. Mountains interpos'd 
Make enemies of nations, which had else. 

Like kindred drops, been mingled into one. Cowper, Tash^ ii 
EOUL [.1/ 

Ennui is a growth of English root. 

Though nameless in our language : we retoi't 
The fact for words, but let the Erench translate 
That awful yawn which sleep cannot abate. JQ’yr. D.y.xiir.lOl. 
£KT£BHtI8£->«M Aotiylty, Boldness, Courage, Barmg. 

JBut there are human natures so allied 
Unto the savage love of enterprise, 

Tliat they ivill seek for peril as a pleasure. B^ron. 

EKTEBTAimCBBT. 

The sauce to meat is ceremony. 

Meeting were bare without it. SJi, Mach, iii. 4. 

ENTETTSIASM. 

For virtue’s self may too much zeal be had : 

The worst of madmen is a saint run mad. 

Ifo wild enthusiast ever yet could rest, 

’Tis half mankind were like himself possess'd Cowper, Mr, 
Eash enthusiasm, in good society, 

Were nothing but a moral inebriety. Bpron, D. J, xiu, 35.. 
BNVT— sftfKaUce. 

Oh, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it. Sh, As Y. L, ii. 3. 

Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 

You have Christian warrant for them, and, no doubt, 

In time will fi” J their fit rewards. Sh, Hen, nil, in. 2. 
If on the suddon ho begin to rise, 

1^0 man that lives can count his enemies. Middhtcn, 

Beneath his feet pale envy bites her cliain, 

And snaky discord whets her sting in vain. SirJ, Beaumont, 
Envy not greatness ; for thou mak'st thereby 
Thyself the worse, and so the distance greater. 

Be not thine own worm ; yet such Jealousy 
As hurts not others but makes thee better, 

Is a good spur. Serhert, TempU 

So a w'ild Tartar, when he spies 
A man that's valiant, handsome, wise, 

If he ^ kill him, thinks t' inherit 
His wit, his beauiy, and his spirit ; 

As if just so much he enjoy'd. 

As in another is destroy'd 


Butler, Hud, i, ii. 23 
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KirVY — continued. 

Fools may our scorn, not envy, raise, 

For envy is a kind of praise. Fahle xux 29, 

Envy’s a sharper spur than pay. 

And, unprovok’d, ’tvtill court flie fray. Gay* e x. 

To all apparent beauties blind. 

Each blemish strikes an envious mind. Gay, Fahle xi. 37. 
In beauty faults conspicuous grow ; 

The smallest speck is seen on snow. Gay, Fahle xi. 1. 

Canst thou discern another's mind P 
What is't you envy P Envy's blina , 

Tell envy, when she would annoy. 

That thousands want what you enjoy. Gay, Fahle xv. 36. 
Envy vdYL merit, as its shade, pursue ; 

But, like a shadow, proves the substance true. 

Pope, F, C. II. 266. 

Base envy withers at another’s joy. 

And hates that excellence it cannot reach. Thomson, Spriny, 
With that malignant envy, which grows pale 
And sickens, even if a friend prevail ; 

Which merit and success pursues with hate, 

And damns the worth it cannot imitate. CJmvchdl, PosciatL 
Yet much is talk’d of bliss ; it is the art 
Of such as have the world in their possession. 

To give it a good name, that fools may envy ; 

For envy to small minds is flattery. Young, Revenge, 2. 

Envy is but the smoke of low estate, 

Ascending still against the fortunate. Jjord JBroohe, Alahamm 
Even her tyranny had such a grace, 

The women pardon’d all except her face. Byron, v. 113. 
Whence slanderous rumour, like the ^der’s drop, 

Distils her venom, withering friendship’s faith, 

Turning love’s favour. A» JStllhouse (Ajji*) 

EPiaEAH. 

Bone and skin, two millers thin, 

Would starve us all, or near it ; 

But be it known to Skin and Bone, 

That Flesh and Blood can't bear it. Byrom, On ixvo Monopolhit* 
Lie on ! while my revenge shall be, 

To speak the very truth of thee. F&^toon, ii. 33. 

EPILOOITE. 

Our stage-play has a moral — and, no doubt. 

You all have sense enough to And it out. 

Gay, What dS ye caU it / Fpilogue, 
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EPITAPHS. 


EPITAPHS. 


From liis cradle 

Jlc was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one ; 

Kxceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading ; 

Lofty ana sour to them that lov’d him not. 

But to those men who sought him, sweet as summer ; 

And to add greater honours to his age 

Tlian man could give, he died fearing God. Sk. IT, rim iv. 2 

Underneath this sable hearse 

Lies tlie subject of all verse, 

Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother. 

Death ! ere thou hast slain another, 

Leam’d and fair and good as she, 

Time shall throw a dart at thee. J5. Jonson, JEp. on Co. qfPi m 
Underneath this stone doth lie 
A s much virtue as could die, 

Which, when alive, did vigour give 

To as much beauty as could live. Ben Jonson^ JEp. on Blizaleih 
Here she lies, a pretty bud. 

Lately made of nesh and blood ; 

Who, as soon fell fast asleep. 

As her little eyes did peep. 

Give her strewings, but not stir 

The earth, that hghtly covers her. Herrick, Hesp. 98. 

Nobles and heralds, by your leave, 

Here lies what once was Matthew Prior, 

Tlie son of Adam and of Eve : 

Can Bourbon or Nassau claim higher? Pnor, Ep. on Himself 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes wore closed, 

By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed, 

By foreign hands cliv humble grave adorned, 

By strangers nonoured, and by strangers mourned. 

I'ope, Eleg^ to the Mem. of an Unfort, Ladp, 51. 

So peaceful rests, witlioui; a stone, a name, 

"V^at once had beauty, titles, wealth and fame. 

How lov’d, how honour’d once, avails thee not, 

To whom related, or by whom begot ; 

A heap of dust alone remains to tliee — 

'Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall bo ! Ih. 71. 

To this sad slirine, whoe’er thou art ! draw near, 

Here lies the friend mest lov’d, the son most dear ; 

Who ne’er knew joy but friendship might divide. 

Or gave his father grief but when he died. Pope, Ep, on Hare 
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EPITAPHS — conimued. 

Each lovely scene shall thee restore, 

For thee the tear be duly shed ; 

Beiov’d, till life could charm no more. 

And mourn'd till pity’s self be dead. 

Here lies my wife, aud heaven knows, 

Kot less for mine, than her repose. Boil^au 

Early brifi;ht, transient, chaste as morning dew , 

She sparkled, was exhaled, and w'ent to heaven. 

Young, N 1\ i. 600. 

Lo I where this silent marble w'ceps, 

A friend, a wife, a mother sleeps ; 

A heart within whose sacred cell 
The peaceftil virtues loved to dw-ell : 

Adection warm, and faith sincere. 

And soft humanitv were there. 

In imony, in death resign’d. 

She relt the wound she loft behind ; 

Her infant image here below 

Sits smiling on a father’s woe. Orag, Spit, on Mrs, J, Clarke, 
Here rests Ids head, upon tho lap of earth, 

A youth to fortune and to fame unknown ; 

Fair science frown’d not on his humble birth. 

And melancholy mark’d him for her owm. 

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere ; 

Heav’n did a recompense as largely send : 

He gave to Mis’^ (all he had) a tear, 

Ho gain’d from Hoav’n (’tw'as all ho wish’d) a friend, 

N 0 farther seek his virtues to disclose. 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode ; 

There they alike in trembling hope repose. 

The bosom of his Father and his God. Orag, EpiUipk 
These are two friends whose lives were undivided ; 

So let their memoiy bo, now they have glided 
Under their grave ; let not their bones be parted, 

For their two hearts in life were single-hearted. 

SluUeg, Fragm, 28. 

Shrine of the mighiy ! can it be, 

That this is all remains of thee P Bgron, Giaour, 106. 

Wliat though the mounds that mark’d each name. 

Beneath the wings of time. 

Have w'om away P Theirs is the fame 
Immortal and sublime ; 

For who can tread on freedom’s plain, 

Nor wake her dead to life again. 


Boh, Montgomey g. 
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EPITAPHS ^continued. 

Give thanks 

That she is safe with Him who hath the power 

0*er pain, and sin, and death. M/^s, Sigourney 

Thou art not in the grave confin’d ; 

Death cannot claim th! immortal mind ; 

Let earth close o’er its sacred trust, 

But goodness dies not in the dust. Sprague, JPcemt 

Weep not for us, my master dear. 

We are not dead, but sleeping here. Epitaph 

EdTrfilllY. 

Who can in reason, then, or right, assume 
Monarchy over such as live by right 
His equals, if in pow’r or splendour less, 

In freedom equal P Milton, P. L, v. 795, 

Children of wealth or want, to each is given 
One spot of green, and all the blue of hearen. 0. W» Holmee. 
EQTHPOCATZOJr. 

But yet, 

I do not like but yet, it does allay 
The good precedence ; fye upon but yet ; 

!l^t yet is as a gaoler to bring forth 

Some monstrous malefactor* Sh, Ant, Cleop^ ii.5 

By giving a perverted sense to facts, 

A man may lie in publishing the truth. Shaheepcare. 

ESB0B8. 

Errors, like straws, upon the surface flow ; 

He who would search for pearls must dive below. 

Drgden, Pro, to All for Love, 25. 
Hie best may slip, and the most cautious fall ; 

He’s more than mortal that ne’er err’d at alL Pomf^et, L. T, 
When people once are in the wrong, 

Each line they add is much too long; 

Who fastest walks, but walks astray. 

Is only furihest from his way. Prior, Alma, 3. 

, If to her share some female errors fall, 

[ Look on her face, and you’ll forget them all. Pope, Pape, il 
ESTEEX. 

Take my esteem, if you on that can live ; 

But, frankly, sir, ’tis all I have to give, Drgden, 

ETEEHUT. 

Beyond is all abyss. 

Eternity, whose end no eye can reach. MiUon, P, L. xti.555 
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ETEEKITY — coniintud 

Doubtless all souls have a survinng thought. 

Therefore of death we think with quiet mind ; 

But if we think of being turned to nought, 

A trembling horror in our souls we find. Damet 

'Tis the divinity that stirs within us ; 

*Tis Heaven itself that points out an hereafter, 

And intimates eternity to man. Addison^ Cato, v. j. 

Eternity ! thou pleasing, dreadful thought I 

Througn what variely of untried being 

Througli what new scenes and changes must we pass ! 

The wide th’ unbounded prospect lies before me, 

But shadows, clouds, and darkness rest upon it. Ih, v. 1 , 

SIIdtrETTE. 

There’s nothing in the world like etiquette 
In kingly changers, or imperial halls. 

As also at the race and county balls. Z>. J* v. 103. 

There was a general whisper, toss, and wriggle. 

But etiquette forbade them all to giggle, j&yre;?, Don Juan, 
EirzHTE 

There’s not a sea the passenger e’er pukes in. 

Turns up more dangerous breakers than the Euxine. 

Bjfron, Don Juan, v. 5. 

EVENUTCl — see Night. 

Now came still evening on ; and twilight grey 
Had in her sober livery all things clad : 

Silence accompanied ; for beasts and birds. 

They to their grassy couch, these to tlieir nest. 

Were slunk, all but the wakeful nightingale. 

Milton, P. X. IV. 6()8. 
See the descending sun, 

Scatt'rag his beams about him as he sinks. 

And gilded heaven above, and seas beneath. 

With pain, no mortal pencil can express. JSophint, Pyrrhut, 
Now to the main the burning sun descends. 

And sacred night her gloomy veil extends. 

The western sun now shoots a feeble ray. 

And faintly scatters the remains of day. Additam. 

The sun has lost his rage, his downward orb 
Shoots nothing now but animating warmth ; 

And vital lustre, that, with various ray. 

Lights up the cl^ds, those beauteous robes of heaven, 
Incessant roll’d into romantic shapes, 

The dream of waking fancy. lliomson. Summer, 
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EVEKIKO — continmA* 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day ; 

The lowing herd wind slowly o*er the lea ; 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, 

AndleaTcs the world to darkness and to me, 

Ifow fades the glimm’ring landscape on the sight, 

And all the air a solemn stillness holds. 

Save where the beetJe wheels liis drony flight. 

And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds. Elegjjf, 

Sweet was the sound, when oft, at evening’s close, 

Up yonder hill the village murmur rose ; 

There as T pass’d, with careless steps and slow, 

The mingling notes came soften’d from below ; 

The swam responsive as the milkmaid sung, 

The sober herd that low’d to meet their young ; 

The noisy geese that gabbled o’er the pool, 

The playful chfldren just let loose from school ; 

The watchdog's voice that bay’d the whispering wind, 

And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind; 

These all in sweet confusion sought the shade. 

And fill’d each pause the nighting^e had made. 

Goldsmith, Deserted Village^ 
Now stir the fire, and close the shutters fast. 

Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round. 

An i while the bubbling and loud-hissing um 
Tliiws up a steamy column, and the cups 
That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 

So let us welcome peaceful evening in. Cowper, Tosh, rv. 36. 
Come evening, once again, season of peace ; 
lletum sweet evening, and continue long ! 

M ethinks I see thee in tlie streaky west, 

With matron step, slow moving, while the night 

Treads on thy sweeping tram • one hand empoy’d 

In letting fall the curtain of rcrose 

On bird and beast, the other charged for man 

With sweet oblivion of the cares of day. Jfi. Taslc, v. 243. 

Now from his crystal urn, with chilling hand. 

Vesper has sprinkled all the earth vith dew, 

A misty veil obscured the neighbouring land. 

And shut the fading landscape from their view. Afrs. TiqU, 
Ft was an evening bright and still 
As ever blush’d on w ave or bower, 

Smiling from heaven, as if nought ill 

Could happen in so sweet an hour. Moorcj Loves of Angels 
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EVEKING* — continued. 

How dear to me the hour when daylight dies. 

And sunbeams melt along the silent sea, 

For then sweet dreams of other days arise. 

And memory breathes her vesper sigh to thee. Thus, Mooro, 
The sun is set ; tlie swallows are asleep ; 

The bats ai*e flitting fast in the grey air ; 

The slow soil toads out of damp comers creep ; 

And evening's breath, wandering here and there 
Over the quivering surface of the stream. 

Wakes not one ripple from its summer dream. 

Shelley^ Misc* Pcfems, 

It is the he ur when from the boughs 
The nightingale’s lilgh note is heard ; 

It is the hour when lovers’ vows 
Seem sweet in every whisper’d word ; 

And gentle winds, and waters near, 

Make music to the lonely ear. Byron, Parlsina, v. 1. 

EVIL— Vice. 

There is some soul of goodness in tilings evil, 

Would men observingly distil it out. Sh, Hen, K vi. 1. 
Oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The instruments of dai*kness tell us truths, 

Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 
In deepest consequences. Sh, Ifach, r. 4. 

HI deeds are doubled with an evil word. S7i, Cum, E. iii. 
Nought is so vile that on the earth doth live. 

But to the earth some special good doth give ; 

Nor aught so good, but strain d from that fair use, 

Bevolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse. Sh. Bom,J, n.3. 
Farewell hope ! and with hope, farewell fear I 
Farewell remorse ! all good to me is lost. 

Evil, be thou my good ; by thee at least 
Divided empire with heaven’s king I hold. Milton, 

God, no useless plant hath planted. 

Evil, vrisely used, is wanted. Ehenezer Elliott, 

EXAGftEBATIOir. 

Mira de lenie, as ’tis i* th' adage. 

Id, est, 10 make a leek a cabbage. Butler, Hud, i, 847. 

EXAMPIE. 

Heaven doth with us as we with torches do. 

Not light them for themselves : for if our virtues 

Did not go forth of us, ’t were all alike 

As if we had them not. 8h, if. for M, 1. 1 



EXAMPLE — EXCrSS. 


174 

EXATHf PLE ^continned. 

How far tliat little candle tlirows liis beams ! 

So slimes a good deed in a naughty world. Sh, M. of Ven, v.l 
Ho not, as some ungracious pastors do, 

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ; 

Wliilst, like a pun d and reckless libertine. 

Himself the pnmroso path of dalliance treads. Sh* Ham, i. 3 
The evil that men do lives after them. 

The good is oft interred with their bones. Sh. Jal, C, iii. 2. 
Example, that imperious dictator 
Of all that's good or bad to human nature, 

Bj which the world's corrupted and reclaim’ll, 

Hopes to be saved, or studies to be damn'd ; 

Tliat reconciles all contrarieties. 

Makes wisdom foolishness, and folly wise. 

Example is a living law, whose sway 
Men more than all the written laws obey. 

That odd impulse, which, in wars or creeds. 

Makes men. like cattle, follow him who leads. 

Tis thus the spirit of a single mind 
Makes that of multitudes take one direction, 

As roll the waters to the breathing wind, 

Or roams the herd beneath the bull's protoctiou Byron, 2). J. 
As polish'd steel receives a stain 
From drops at random flung, 

So does the child, when words profane 
Drop from the parent’s tongue. Anon. 

EXCELLENCE. 

ily?e cannot wither her, nor custom stale 

Her infinite variety. Sh. Ant. Cleop. ii. 2. 

A combination and a form indeed. 

Where every god did seem to set his seal. 

To give the world assurance of a man. Sh. Ham. iii 4. 
EXCESS — 969 Supererogation. 

To did refined gold, to paint the lily. 

To tlirow a perfume on the violet, 

To smoodi tJie ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the bounteous eye of heaven to garnish, 

Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. Sh. K. John, iv. 2 

These violent delights have violent ends. 

And in their triumph die ; like tire and powder, 

Which, as they kiss, consume. The sweetest honey 
Is loathsome in its own deliciousness. 

And in the taste confounds the appetite. Sh. Rom. J it, C 


Butler, Hud 
Sedley. 
Byron, J). J. 
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EXCESS — etiiitinued. 

Violent fires soon bum ont tbemsclTes : 

Small sbowers last long, bat sadden storms are short $ 

He tires betimes, that spurs too fast betimes ; 

With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder ; 

Light Vanity, insatiate cormoraiit. 

Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 8h. Etc. Ji, ii. 1. 
A surfeit of tlie sweetest things 

The deepest loathing to the stomach brings. Sh. Mid. N. ii. 3. 
Xings by grasping more than they hold, 

First made their subjects by oppression bold ; 

And popular sway, by forcing tings to give 
More than was nt for subjects to receive, 

San to the same extremes; and one excess 
Made both, by striving to be greater, loss. DenJtam. 

exclahations. 

Angels and ministers of grace, defend us ! Sh. Sam, i. 4. 

O, my prophetic soul I my uncle I Sh. Sam, i. 6. 

Think of that. Master Brook. Sh. Mer. W. iii. 5. 

Awake, arise, or be for ever fallen. Milton^ P. L. i. 330. 

Whence and what art thou, execrable shape ? Jh. ii. 681. 
EXCTOPATIOE. 

The voiw head and front of my offending 
Hath tlus extent, no more. Sh. 0th. i. 3. 

EXCTTSES. 

Oftentimes, excusing of a fault 
Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse ; 

As patches, set upon a little breach. 

Discredit more in hiding of the fault, 

Than did the fault before it was so patched. Sh. K. John, iv. 2. 
EXECITTIOK. 

I have seen 

When after execution, judgment hath 

Bepented o'er his doom. Sh. M. for M. ii. 2. 

See they sufiTer death ; 

But in their deaths remember they are men ; 

Shun not the laws to make their tortures grievous. AdduoniC 
EXZLE—tf^ Emigratikm. 

O unexpected stroke, worse than of death I 
Must 1 thus leave thee, Paradise P thus leave 
Thee, native soil, -these happy walks and shades, 

Fit haunt of gods P where Tnad hop’d to spend ; 

Quiet though sad, the respite of that day 

That must be mortal to us both. Milton, P- X. xi. 268. 
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KXTT i E ■^eontinited. 

Some natural tears they dropt, but wip’d them soon % 

The world w'as all before them, where to choose 
Their place of rest, and Providence their guide : 

They uaiid in hand, witli wandering steps and slow, 

Through Eden took their solitary way. Milton^ P. L, xii. 645 
Behold the duteous son, the sire decay’d, 

Tlie modest matron, and the blushing maid, 

Porc’d from their homes, a melancholy train. 

To traverse climes beyond the western main. QoldsmthtTra, 
VHiat exile from himself can flee P 
To zones, though more and more remote. 

Still, still pursues, where’er I be. 

The bliglit of life — ^the demon thought. Byron, 

I depart, 

'Vhither I know not ; but the hour’s gone by, 

When Albion’s lessening shores could grieve 

Or glad mme eye. Byron, Ch, BE, iii. 1. 

Oh I when shall I visit tlie land of my birth. 

The lovelient land on the face of the earth P Jets Montgomery , 

Home, kindred, iiiends, and countiy — these 
Are ties w’ith which we never part ; 

Prom clime to clime, o’er land and seas, 

We bear them w ith us in our heart : 

But, oh ! 'tis hard to feel resign’d. 

When these must all be left behind ! Jas, Montmmci v, 
EXPANSION, “ ^ 

The small pebble stirs the peaceful lake ; 

The circle mov’d, a circle straight succeeds, 

Another still, and still another spreads. Pope, B, M, iv. 36 i. 

As on the smooth expanse of crystal lakes 
The sinking stone at first a circle makes ; 

The trembling surface by the motion stirr’d. 

Spreads in a second cii'cle, then a third ; 

W ide, and more v ido, the floating rings advance, 

Fill all the watery plain, and to me margin dance. 

Pope, Temple of Fame, 436. 

EXPECTATIOK. 

Oft expectation fails, and most oft there 
W here most it promises ; and oft it hits 
Where hope is coldest and despair most fits, Sk,AW^ W,liX 
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. EXf’J&CTATIOE' — continued. 

How slow 

This old moon wanes : she lingers my desires^ 

Like to a stejp-dame, or a dowager, 

; Long wittering out a young man’s revenue. 8h, Mid. N. 1. 1. 
Tis escpectation makes a blessing dear ; 

Heav’n were not lieav’n, if we knew wbat it were. 

JSerrieJe, Against FruUiont 
When will occasion smile upon our wislies 
And give the torture of suspense a period? 

Still must we linger in uncertain hope, 

Still languish in our chains, and dream of freedom, 

Like thirsty sailors gazing on the clouds, 

Till burning deatli shoots iJirough our wither’d limbs. Johnson. 
With what a leaden and retarding weight 
Does expectation load the wings of time. Ma<^on, Flfrida. 
“ Yet doth he live I” exclaimed th’ impatient heir, 

And sighs for sables which he must not wear. Byron, Lara^ 1 

Oh ! how impatience gains upon the soul 

When the long-promis’d hour of joys draws near ! 

How .slow the tardy moments seem to roll 1 
Wliat spectres rise of inconsistent fear ! Mrs. Tighe, Psyche, G. 
EXFEBIENOE. 

He jests at scars, that never felt a wound. Sk. Bom. J. ii. 2. 
: Experience is by industry achieved, 

, And perfected by the sv^ift course of time. 8?i, Two O, i. 3. 
To wilful men. 

The injuries that they themselves procure 

Must be their scliool-mastcrs. Sh. Lear, ii. 4. 

*Tis war that forms the prince : 'Tis hai*dship, toil ; 

'Tis sleepless nights, and never-resting days ; 

'Tis pain, *tis demger, 'tis affronted death ; 

'Tis equal fate for all, and changing fortune ; 

That rear the mind to glory, that inspire 

The noblest virtues, and the gentlest manners. Thomson ^ Ag» 

*Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours, 

And ask them what report they bore to heaven ; 

And how th<*y might have borne more welcome news. 

Their answers form what men experience call ; 

If wisdom’s friend, her best ; if not, worst foe. Young,N.T.%. 
Much had he read, 

Much more had seen : he studied from the life, 

And in th’ original perus’d mankind. Ai'instrong,Art qfP.S.i>. 
Experience, join’d with common sense, 

To mortals is a providence. Ghren, Sjohen. 
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K8:?BESSI0H. 

There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 

Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spiiits look out 
At 6very joint and motive of her body. Sh. TroiU iv. 5. 

But true expreswon, like th' unchanging sun, 

Clears and improves whate’er it shines upon ; 

It gilds all objects, but it alters none. J?ope. 

sxTEinrATioir. 

Speak of me as 1 am ; nothing ertenuate, 

Nor aught set down in malice. Then must you speak 
Of one that loved not wisely, but too well. Sh» 0th, v. 2 

XXIBAYAGAirCE— Br^. 

Then thou shalt see him plunged, when least he fears, 

At once accounting for his deep arrears. Dr^den^ 

If for mere wantonness you buy so fast, 

For veiy want, you must sell all at last. Martial, vii. 98. 
In my young *Liys they lent me cash that way. 

Which I found very troublesome to pay. Byron, B.J.ii. 65. 

EXTBISKES— ^ Blieases, Ezoeai. 

They are sick, that surfeit with too much. 

As mey tliat starve with nothing ; therefore it 

Is no mean happiness to be seated 

In the mean ; snperfluiiy comes sooner 

By white hairs, but competency lives longer. 8k,Mer,qfV,u%, 

Extremes, though contra^, have the like effects ; 

Extreme heat mortifies, like extreme cold ; 

Extreme love breeds satiety, as well 
As extreme hatred , and violent rigour 
Tempts chastity as much as too much license. 

Chapman, All Fools, 

Those edges soonest turn, that are most keen, 

A sober moderation stands secure, 

No violent extremes endure. Aleyn, Bat, of Cresty, 

Thus each extreme to f qual danger tends. 

Plenty, as well as wont, can separate iriends. 

Cowlty, Bav, in. 205 

*Tis in worldly accidente'. 

As in the world itself, where things most distant 
Afeet one another: Thus the east and west, 

Upon tlie globe a mathematical point 
Only divides : thus happiness and misery, 

And all extremes, are still contiguous. Denliam, Sophy 

Extremes in nature equal good produce, 

Extremes in man concur to general use. Bope, M. JBs, iii.lGl. 
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CZTBElCES^cdH/Mu^. 

The fate of all extremes is such. 

Men may be read, as books, too much. Pope* 

Who love too much, hate in the like extreme. Pf;pe,Oe?*xv.79, 
Men differ, but at most as heaven and earth ; 

But women, best and worst, as heaven and hell* Cyrtl. 

EYES — SM Beauty. 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven. 

Having some bushiess, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their sj^^heres till they return. 8k, Rem. ii. 2. 
Her eye in heaven 

Would through the airy region shine so bright, 

GThat birds would sing, and think it were not night. Ib* 
Faster than his tongue 

Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 8h, As Y. L, iti. 5. 
Thou tell’st me, there is murder in mine eye : 

’Tis pretty sure, and very probable, 

That eyes,“that are the frail’st and softest things. 

Who snut their coward gates on atomies,— 

Should be call’d tyrants, butchers, murderers I Ih. iii. 5. 

From woman’s eyes this doctrine I derive : 

They sparkle still the true Promethean fire ; 

Tliey are the arts, the books, the academies, 

That show, contain, and nourish all the world. Sh. L. L, iv.3. 
j Her eyes, which through the crystal tears gave light, 

! Shone like the moon in water seen by night. Sh,V, ^ A, 491. 
If I could write the beauty of your eyes. 

And in fresh numbers number all your graces ; 

The age to come u ould say, this poet lies, 

. Such heavenly touches ne’er touen’d earthly faces. 

Her eyes she disciplin’d precisely right 
Both when to wink, and how to turn the white. 

Butler^ Bud, iii. 483. 

Those eyes, whose light seem’d rather given 
I To be ador'd than to adore — 

^ach eyes as may have look’d from heaven, 

But ne^er were rais’d to it before I Moore, Loves of the Anjele 
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FACE. 

Tliere*s no art 

To find tlie mind's construction in the face. S7i» Mac, 1 . 
Eoad o'er the volume of young Paris' face, 

And find delight writ there wiiii beauty’s pen ; 

Examine every several lineament, 

And wlrnt obscur’d in this fair volume lies, 

Find written in the margin of his eyes. SL Bom. i. 

If to her share some female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and you’ll forget them all. Pojpe^B, 

Yet even her tyranny had such a grace, 

The women pardoned all, except her face. Byron, D. J. v. IIS. 

His face was of tliat doubtful kind. 

That wins the eye but not the mind. Scott, Bohehy, v. 16. 
FACnON. 

Seldom is faction’s ire in haughty minds 
Extinguish’d but by death : it oft, like fire 
Suppress’d, breaks forth again, and blazes higher. 

May^ Henry li, iv. 3. 

^ That talking knave 

Consumes his time in speeches to the rabble, 

And sows sedition up and down the city ; 

Picking up discontented fools, belying 
The senators and government ; destroying 
Paith among honest men, and praising knaves. 

Otway, Cains Matins. 

Avoid the politic, the factious fool, 

The busy, buzzing, talking, harden’d knave ; ^ 

The quaint smooth rogue, that sms against his reason. 

Calls saucy loud sedition public zeal. 

And mutiny the dictates of his spirit. Otway. 

"Wlicn shall the deadly hate of faction cease, 

AVhen shall our long divided land have rest, 

If every peevish, moody malcontent. 

Shall set the senseless rabble in an uproar P 
Fright them with dangers, and perplex their brains. 

Eadi day with some fantastic giddy change P Bowe,Jane Shore 

"When you see this land by faction tossed, 

Her nobles slain, her laws, her freedom lost. 

Let this reflection from the action flow. 

We ne’er from foreign foes can ruin know ; 

Oh ! let us then intestine discord shun ; 

We ne’er can be but by ourselves undone. 


Savaye, 
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PAXBIEl 

This is the fairy land ; oh, spite of spites, 

We talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites. SL Coin. B. ii.2. 
Oft fairy elves, 

Whose midnight revels by a forest side, 

Or fountain, some beiatea peasant sees. 

Or dreams he sees, while overhead the moon 

Sits arbitress, and nearer to the earth 

Wheels her gale course, tliey on their mirth and dance 

Intent, with jocund music charm his ear ; 

At once with joy and fear his heart rebounds. 

Milton, JP. L. I. 781. 

In days of old, when Arthur fill'd the throne. 

Whose acts and fame to foreign lands were blown, 

The king of elves and little fairy queen 
Gambolfd on heaths, and danced on every green ; 

And where the jolly troop had led the round, 

The grass unbidden rose, and mark'd the ground. Bvyden. 
About this spring, if ancient fame say true, 

The dapper elves their moonlight sports renew; 

Their pigmy king and little fairy queen 
In circling dances gamboll’d on the green, 

While tuneful sprites a merry concert made, 

And aiiy music warbled through the shade. JBope. 

7A1BS. 

His com and cattle were his only care, 

And his supreme delight a country fair. Dvyden. 

PAITH. 

Some faiths are like those mills that cannot ginnd 

Their com, unless they work against the wind. Quarles, 

Tme faith and reason are the soul's tw'o eyes ; 

Faith evermore looks upwards and descries 
Objects remote ; but reason can discover 
Things only near— sees nothing that's above her: 

They are not matches — often disagree, 

And sometimes both are clos’d, and neither see. Quarles, 
His faith, perliaps, in some nice tenets might 
Fo wrong ; his life, I'm sure, was in the right. 

Cowley, on Qrasliaw, 

All faiths are to their own believers just ; 

For none believe because they will, but must ; 

Faith is a force from which there's no defence, 

Because the reason it does first convince ; 

And reason conscience into fetters brmgs, 

And conscience is ithout the power of kings. 


JOiyde^, 
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FAITH — contimted. 

For modes of faitli let graceless zealots fight ; 

His can’t be wrong whose life is in the right. J/liii.SOo 

Faith builds a bridge across the gulf of death, 

To breah the shock blind nature cannot shun. Young, N. P. 

Faith, fanatic faith, once wedded fast 

To some dear falsehood, hugs it to the last. Moore, LalJaEookh. 

Faith is the subtle chain 
That binds us to the Infinite : the voice 
Of a deep life within. Mrs, Oakes Smith, (Am.) 

Crreat faith it needs, according to my view, 

To trust in that which never could be true.Parl? Benjamin, Am, 
Faith is the star that gleams above, 

Hope is the flower that buds below ; 

Twm tokens of celestial love 
Thai out from nature’s bosom grow, 

And still alike in sky, on sod, 

That star and blossom ever point to God. James Kent* 

FAXI. 

Some falls are means the happier to rise. Sh, Cymh, iv. 2, i 
When once a shaking monarchy declines, 

Each thing grows bold, and to its fall combines. 

’ FALSE •H'ATTt, C/oion, C/iOs. rm* 

The golden hair that Gulla wears 
Is hers i who would have thought it P 
She swears ’t is hers, and true she swears, 

For I know where she bought it. Marti at, ti.IZ (Sarrhfflon), , 
F&XSEEOOl), FAL8SNXS8>-«ftf Deceit, Hypocrisy, lies. 

As false 

As air, as water, wind, or sandj earth ; 

As fox to Iamb ; as wolf to heifer’s calf; 

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son. Sh. Trail, iir. 2. 

Had she been true. 

If heaven would make me such another world 

Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 

rid not have sold her for it. Sh. 0th. v. 2. 

Money and man a mutual falsehood show, 

Men make false money, money makes men so. Aleyn, JST. yii. 
Falsehood and fraud grow up in every soil, 

The product of all climes, Addison, Cato. 
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FALSEHOOD, FALSEHESS— FAME. 

^ALSESCOODy FALSEBrESS'~**cMbiift#iMM{« 

Dishonour waits on perfidy. The villain 
Should blush to thinx a falsehood : *Tis the crime 
Of cowards. C4a. Johnson, Sultaness, 

Lot falsehood be a stranger to thy lips ; 

Sliame on the policy that first begjan 
To tamper with the heart to hide its thoughts 1 
' And doubly shame on that inglorious tongue 
That sold its honesty and told a lie. Samrd, Begulus. 

What is man’s love ! his vows are broke, 

Even while his parting kiss is warm. Hallech. 

-«e 0 Bepatati<m. 

Famous throughout the world for warlLce prajte 
.And glorious spoils purchas’d in perilous fight ; 

Full many doughy knights he, in his days, 

Had done to death, subdued in equal frays. Spenser, Qveen^ 
Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives, 

Live register'd upon our brazen tombs. 8k, Lovers L, L, 1 . 1. 

Then shall our names 
Familiar in his mouth as household words, 
lie in their fiowing cups freshly remembered. 8h, M, v, iv. 3. 
Death makes no conquest of tliis conqueror ; 

For now he lives in fame, though not in life. Bk, jRie, in, iii 1. 
Men’s evil manners live in brass ; their virtues 
We write in water. 8k, Hen, vni, iv. 2. 

iThe evil that men do lives after them ; 

/The good is oft interred with their bones. 8h, JuK C, iii. 2. 

Better leave undone, than by our deed acquire 

Too liigh a fame, when him we serve 's away- Sh,Ant, CLiii.l, 

He lives in fame that died in virtue’s cause. 8h. Tit. 

The fame that a man wins himself, is best ; 

That he may call his own. Honours put on him 
Make him no more a man than his clothes do, 

Which are as soon ta’en oS,Middleton,MayorqfCiutenhorougk, 
Wliat shall I do to bo for ever known, 

And make the age to come my own P Qovsley, Motto* 

Fame, if not double-faced, is double-mouthed. 

And witli contrary blast proclaims most deeds : 

On both his wings, one mack the other white, 

Bears greatest names in his wild aiiy flight. Milion,8,Ag,27\* 

Fame has two wings, one black the other white, 

And u aves them bolli in her unequal flight. MiUon, 
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FAtfZ — eonitnue^. 

I'ame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise 
^That last infirmity of noble minds) 

To scorn delights and live laborious days ; 

But the fair guerdon when we hope to find. 

And think to burst out into sudden blaze, 

Comes the blind fury with the abhoried shears, 

And slits the thin-spun lite. MUton, Lycidas^ 70 

There is a tall long-sided dame, — 

But wondrous light— yclepei famcw 
That like a thin chameleon boards 
Herself on air, and eats her words ;■ 

Upon her shoulders wings she wears 
Like hanging sleeves, lin’d thro* with ears. 

And eyes, and tongues, as poets list, 

Made good by deep mythorogist. 

Witli these sue thro* the welkin flics. 

And sometimes carries truth, ofi; lies. Butler, Hud, ii. 1, 46. 

I liate those potent madmen who keep all 
Mankind awake while they, by their great deeds, 

Are drumming hard upon this hollow world. 

Only to make a sound to last for ages. Etherege, 

If parts allure thee, think how Bacon shined. 

The wisest, brightest, meanest of mankind ; 

Or, ravished with the whistling of a name, 

See Cromwell, damned to everlasting fame ! Pope, E'.ilf.iv.281 
What’s fame ? a fancied life in others’ breath, 

A thing beyond us, e’en before our death. Pope, P. Jf. i v 237. 
As yet a chOd, nor yet a fool to fame, 

I lisp’d in numbers, for the numbers came. Pope, Sat Prol,\27* 
Nor fame I slight, nor for her favours call : 

She comes unlooked for, if she comes at all. Ib, Fame, 513. 
Men the most infamous are fond of fame ; 

And those who fear not guilt, yet start at shame. 

Churchill, The AutJtor, 233 
Sjqows he, that mankind praise against their wdll, 

And mix as much detraction as they can P 

£nows he, that faithless fame her whisper has 

As well as trumpet ? Toung, Night ThovgJiia, 

Fame is a public mistress, none enjoys. 

But, more or less, bis rival’s peace destroys. Toung, Fp. ioPope, 
With fame, in just proportion, envy grows ; 

The man that makes a character, makes foes. Ib* Fp, ioPope, 
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ItJiME^contmued, 

Some, wlien they die, die all ; their mould ’ring clay 
Is but an emblem of their memories : 

The space quite closes up through whieli they pass’d. 

That I have lived, I leave a mark behind 
Shall pluck the shining age from vulgar time, 

And give it whole to late posterity. Tounff, Bustris, 6. 

1 courted fame but as a spur to brave 

And honest deeds ; and who despises fame 

Will soon renounce the virtues that deserve ifc. Hal let ^ Must, 

Ho left a name, at which the world grew pale, 

To point a moral, or adorn a tale. Johnson, Van, Sum, Iflshes, 
The best concerted schemes men lay for fame [221. 

Die fast away : only themselves die faster. 

The far-fam’d sculptor, and the laurell'd bard, 

Tliose bold insurers of eternal fame. 

Supply their little feeble aids in vain. Blair, Grave, 186. 

Sepulchral columns wrestle but in vain, 

With all subduing time ; his cankering hand 
With calm, deliberate nialice wasteth tliem : 

Worn on the edge of d^s, the brass consumes. 

The busto moulders, and the deep-cut marble, 

Unsteady to the steel, gives up its charge. Blair, Grave, 201. 

Ah ! who can tell how hard it is to climb 

Tlie steep where Fame’s proud temple shines afar P 

Beattie, Minstrel, i. 1. 
Fame is the thirst of youth,— but I am not 
So young as to regard men’s frown or smile, 

As loss or OTerdon of a glorious lot ; 

I stood and stand alone, remember’d or forgot. CA.JJ. iii.ll2. 
I awoke one morning and found myself famous. Jh, Introd, 
The drying up a single tear has more 

Of honest fame than shedding seas of gore. Byron, B,J, viii.8 

What is the end of fame P ’tis but to fill 
A certain portion of uncertain paper ; 

Some liken it to climbing up a hill, 

Whose summit, like all hills, is lost in vapour ; 

For this men write, speak, preach, and heroes kill. 

And bards bum what they call their ‘ midnight taper,' 

To have, when the original is dust, 

A name, a wretched picture, and worse bust. Ih D. J, i. 218. 
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FAMK—PAMIKE. 


ItiJO^^eontinued, 

*Tis as a snowball, wbicli derives assistance 
JProm every flake, and yet rolls on the same, 

Even till an iceberg it may cbance to grow ; 

Bnfc after all *tis nothing but cold snow. JSj/ron^ B, J, it. ICH). 

What of them is left, to tell 

Where they lie, and how they fell P 

Not a stone on their turf, nor a bone in their graves ; 

But tiiey live in the verse that mmortaJ^ saves. 

ib. Siege of Cor, xxv. 
Who grasp'd at earthly fame, 

Gwp'd wind, nay worse, a serpent grasp'd, that through 
His hand slid smoothly, and was gone ; but left 
A sting behind which wrought him en^ess pain. Pollok, 
Can tliat man be dead 

Wliose spiritual influence is upon his kind P 

He lives m ylory ; and such speaking dust 

Has more of life than half its oreatliing moulds. L. E, L, 

So fares the follower of the Muses' train ; 

He toils to starve, and only lives in death ; 

We slight him till our patronage is vain. 

Then round his skeleton a garland wredAhe, Rejected A Jdreeses 
Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime, 

And departing, leave behind us 
footprints on the sands of time, 
footprints, that perhaps another. 

Sailing o'er life's solemn main, 

A foriorn and shipwreck’d brother. 

Seeing, shall take heart again. Longfellow, 

fAXILIABlTT. 

The man who hails you Tom or Jack, 

And proves by thumping on your back 
His sense of your great merit ; 

Is such a friend that one had need 
Be very much his Mend indeed 

To pardon or to bear it. Coveper^ Fnendship, 26 . 

f ASHY. 

A ^y with her daughters or her nieces. 

Shine like a guinea and seven shilling pieces. iii. CO. 

fJiKDTX. 

Famine hath a shaip and meam face ; 

'Tis death in an undress of skin and oone, 

Where age and youth, their landmark ta’en away, 

Look all one common sorrow. Jb»\qden^ CUomenee, 
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FAirATICI8H--FAirATICS-^^d Oaat, Hethodists, Poritans, Saints. 
Zeal against policy maintains debate ; 

Heav’n gets the better now, and now the state : 

The learned do by turns the leam*d confute, 

Yet all depart unalter’d by dispute. 

The priestly office cannot be deny’d, 

It wears heav’n’s liv’ry, and is made our guide : 

But why should we be punish’d if we stray ; 

When all our guides dispute which is the way P 

^arl qf Orrery, 2fiist<jrj>ha, 


Fanaticism, soberly defined. 

Is the false fire of an o’erheatca mind ; 

It views the truth with a distorted eye, 

And either warps, or lays it useless by ; 

’T is narrow, selfish, arrogant, and draws 
Its sordid nourishment from man’s applause ; 

And while, at heart, sin unrelinquisnd lies, 

Presumes itself chief fav’rite of the skies. Ceiopen 


Demons, who impair 

The strength of better thoughts, and seek their prey 
In melancholy bosoms, such as were 
Of moody texture from their earliest day, 

And loved to dwell in darkness and dismay. 

Deeming themselves predestined to a doom 
Which 18 not of the pangs that pass away ; 

Making the sun like blood, the earth a tomb. 

The tomb a hell, and hell itself a murkier gloom. Byron, 
The saints 1 — ^the aping fanatics that talk 
All cant and rant and rhapsodies highflo^^^l— 

That bid you baulk 
A Sunday walk. 

And shun God’s work, as you should shun your own. 

The saints I — the formalists, the extra pious, 

Who think the mortal husk can save the soul. 

By trundling, with a mere mechanic bias. 

To church, just like a lignum-vitse bowl. I£utod, Ode to IF) Ison, 


PAKCY. 

Tell me, where is fancy bred ; 

Or in the heart, or in the head? 
How begot, how nourished ? 

It is engendered in the eyes. 
With gazing fed : and fancy dies 
In the cradm where it lies. 


SL M, ((f r. III. 2. 


The earth hath bubbles, as the water has. 

And these are of them. Sh, Mach, k 3. 
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FANGT — ecntinued. 

Fancy, like the fiiiffor of a clock, 
jRtms the great circuit, ana is still at home. Cew/^;’,71i^^%iv‘.118 

Woe to the youth ^hom fancy gains. 

Winning from reason's hand the reins, 

Pity and woe ! for such a mind 

Is soft, contemplative, and kind. Seotfj ’Rol'eby, i. 31. 

I live not like the many of my kind ; 

Mine is a world of feelings and of fancies ; 

Fancies, whose rainbow-empire is the mind — 

Feelings, tliat realize their own romances. X. XT. Landon. 
FAREWELL— Adieu, Farting. 

Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 

This is the state of man ; To-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms, 

And bears his blushing honours thick upon him ; 

The third day comes a frost, a killing frost ; 

And— when fie thinks, ^ood easy man, ftiU surely 
His greatness is a-ripening — ^nips his root, 

And then he falls as I do. 8h, Hen, rJiL iii. 2. 

Farewell, 

The elements be kind to thee, and make 

Thy spirits all of comfort. Sh. Ant, CJeop, in. 2. 

Farewell ! if ever fondest prayer 
For other's weal avail'd on nijgh. 

Mine will not all be lost in air. 

But waft thy name beyond the sky. Byron, Occasional Pieces. 
Let's not unman each otlier — part at once ; 

All farewells should bo sudden, when for ever. 

Else they make an eternity of moments, 

And clog the last sod sands of life with tears. Byron, Sardan, 
Farewell I 

For in that word, — ^tliat fatal word, — ^howe'er 
We promise — hope — believe, — there breathes despair. 

Byron, Corsair, 1. 15, 

Then fare thee well, deceitfiil maid, 

’Twere vain and foolish to regret thee ; 

Nor hope nor memory yield their aid, 

But time may leach mo to forget thee. Byron, 

One struggle more, and I am free 
From pangs that rend my heart in twain ; 

One last long sigh to love and thee. 

Then back to busy life again. 


Byron, 
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FaxeTrell I a word that must he, and hath been i 
A sound which makes us linger ; — yet — ^farewell ! 

Byron^ Ch. Sar, iv. 186. 

Fare thee well ! and if for ever, 

Still for over, fare thee well ; 

E*en though unforgiving never 

'Gainst thee shall my hear, rebel. Byron, Fare thee icell 
I wander — it matters not where ; 

1^0 clime can restore mo my peace, 

Or snatch from the frown of despair 

A cheering — a fleeting release 1 Byron, Farewell to England. 
'Twere vain to speak, to weep, to sigh ; 

Oh 1 more than tears of blood can tell. 

When wrung from guilt’s ex]oiring eye. 

Are in that word, farewell — farewell ! Byron, 

Here’s a sigh for those who love me, 

And a smile for those who hate ; 

And, whatever sky's above me, 

Here’s a heart for ev’ry fate. Byron to Tom Moore, 

Farewell ! tliere’s but one pang in death. 

One only,— leaving thee ! Mrs, Hemans, 

Fare thee well ! yet think awhile 

On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee ; 

Who now would rather trust that smile. 

And die with thee, than live without thee I Mooi e. 


Farewell to the few I have left with regret ; 

May they sometimes recall ,what I cannot forget. 

That communion of heart and that parley of soul, 

Which has lengthen’d our nights, and illumined our bowl ! 


FASHIOK. 


Moore. 


The fashion 

Doth wear out more apparel than the man. 8h. M. Ado, m, 3. 


The glass of fashion, and the mould of form. 

The observed of all observers ! Mam. iii. 1. 


Fashions that are now call’d new 
Have been worn by more than you ; 

Elder times have worn the same, 

Tliough the new ones get the name. Middletoiu 

Nothing is thought rare 
Which is not new and follow’d : yet we know 
Ghat what was worn some twenty years a^ 

Comes into grace again. Beau, ^Fl, Pro, to Noble Gent, 
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r\8iiiois— pjltb. 


FASHIOIT — continued. 

And as the Frenok we conquer'd once, 

Now give ns laws for pantaloons, 

The length of breeches, and the gathers, 

Port-canons, periwigs, and feathers. Butler, Mud, iii. 93a, 

Be not the first by whom the new is tried, 

Nor yet the last to lay the old aside. Pope, JS. C, 335 

Fashion, a word which knaves and fools may use. 

Their knavery and folly to excuse. Churchill, Roeriad, 

FJLSXIKa. 

WIio can believe with common sense, 

' A bacon slice fjives God offence ; 

Or, how a herring hath a charm 
Almighty vengeance to disarm ? 

Wrapt up in majesty di^nne, 

Does he regard on what we dine ? Stioift, JSpigram 

FATE Fortune, Futurity, Frovideuce. 

Wliat fate imposes, men must needs abide ; 

It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 5//. Ken, rj. iv. 3 
There’s a divinity that shapes our ends, 

Bough-hew them how we will. Sh. Kam, v. 2. 

He must needs go, that the devil drives. Sh, AlVe W, i. 3. 

All things subject are to Fate ; 

■Whom this mom sees most fortunate 

‘Tlie evening sees in poor estate. Merrick, Menp, 459. 

Success, the mark no mortal wit, 

Or surest hand, can always hit ; 

For whatsoe’er we perpetrate. 

We do but row— we’re steer’d by fate. 

Which in success oft disinherits. 

For spurious causes, noblest merits. Butler, Mud, i. i. 879. 

Let thy great deeds force fate to change her mind ; 

He that courts fortune boldly, makes her kind. Bryden, Tnd, Q, 

All human things are subject to decay. 

And when fate summons, monarclis must obey Ih,Flecknof-,\ 

Wliatever is, is in its causes just, 

Since all things are by fate ; but purblind mnn 
Sees but a part o’ tli’ chain, — ^the nearest link, 

H is eyes not carrying to tliat equal beam 
That poises all above. 


Drydte 
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FATS — 

Jiow easy *tis, when destiny proves kind. 

With full-spread sails to run oefore the Tiind ; 

But they who ’gainst stiff gales larcering go. 

Must be at once resolved and skilful too. Drgden, 

Heaven from all creatures hides the Book of Pate, 

All but the page prescrib’d, their present state ; 

Prom brutes what men, from men what spirits know ; 

Or who could suffer being here below ? 

Tlie lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day. 

Had he thy reason, would he skm and play P 
Pleased to the last he crops the flow’ry food, 

And licks tlie hand just raised to shed his blood. 

Oh I blindness to the future 1 kindly given, 

Tliat each may M the circle mark’d in Heav’n, 

Who sees, with equal eye, as God of all, 

A hero perish, or a sparrow fall. Pope, JF. AT. i. 77. 

Seek not thon to find 
The sacred counsels of almighly mind ; 

Involv’d in darkness lies the great decree, 
or can the depths of fate be pierc’d by i\io6.Poji>egIltad, 1.704. 
Fate steals along with silent tread. 

Pound oftenest m what least we dread ; 

Frowns in the storm with angry brow, 

But in the sunshine strikes i£e blow. Cowper, Bavcjj, 36. 
Man tho’ limited 

J^fate, may vainly think his actions free, 

WTiile all he does, was at his hour of birth, 

Or by his gods, or potent stars ordain’d. Rowe, Roy, Cows. 1 . 1. 
While warmer souls command, nay, make their fate. 

Thy fate made thee, and forc’d thee to be great. Moore. 
Fate is above us all ; 

We striggle, but what matters our endeavour? 

Our doom is gone beyond our own recall ; 

May we deny or mitigate it P— Hever I L. R. LanJotu 

WATBSS^see Gluld, Parents. 

It is a wise father that knows his own child. 8h, M. of Y. ii. 2. 
To you your father should be as a god ; 

One that compos’d your beauties ; yea, and one, 

To whom you are but as a form in wax, 

By him imprinted, and within his power 

To leave the figure, or lisfigore it. 8k. JRd. N. 1 . 1 
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FATHER— 

Methinks a fatter 
Tst at the nuptials of his son, a guest 
Tlmt best becomes the table. Tflnt, 21 iv. 3 

Fathers, tliat wear rags, do make tlieir children blind ; 

But fathers that bear bags, shall see their children kind. 

ii- 4. 

If there be a human tear 
From passion's dross refin’d and clear, 

*Tis that wliich pious fathers shed 

Upon a duteous daughter's head. Scoi^, Lady of L, ii. 22 
On thee, blest youth, a father's hand confers 
The maid thy earliest fondest wishes knew ; 

Each soft enchantment of the soul is hers ; 

Thine be the joys to firm attachment due. Rogers, Poems, 

The child is fatlier of the man. WordsvjoHht Poem on Childhood, 

FATNESS. 

Let me hare men about me that are fat ; 

Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o' nights : 

Yond' Cassius has a lean and hungry look. 

He tliinks too much : such men are «langerous. 8h Jul, C, i. 2. 
FAULTIESSNESS. 

Whoever thinks a faultless piece to see, 

Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor e’er willbe.Pojje,^.C.2S3. 
.TATJLTS. 

Oftentimes excusing of a fault 
Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse ; 

As patches, set upon a httle breach, 

Discredit more, in hiding of the fault, 

Than did the fault before it was so patch'd. Sh, K, John, iv. 2. 
Boses have thcpas, and silver fountains mud ; 

Cfiouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun ; 

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud ; 

All men make faults. Sh, Sonmt 36. 

In other men we faults can spy. 

And blame the mote that dims their eye ; 

Each little speck and blemish find ; 

To our own stronger errors blind. Gay, Fahle 38. 

FAVOUR —see Fatronage. 

Who builds his hopes in air of your good looks. 

Lives like a di unken sailor on a mast ; 

Beady with rveiy nod, to tumble down 
Lato the fatal bowels of the deep. 


Sh. Rich, iih III, 4 
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f 4VDUB — contifmd, 

*Tis the curse of serrice ; 

Preferment goes by letter, and affection, 

And not by old gradation, where each second 

Stood heir to the first. SIu Olh* 1 . 1. 

*Ti8 ever thus when favours are denied ; 

All had been granted but the thing we beg ; 

And still some great unlikely substitute. 

Your life, your soul, your all of eartlily good, 

Is profier^a in the room of one small boon. Baillie, Bastl, ii.2. 

PAWKHTO— Flattery, B^oriiy. 

And crook the premant hinges of the knee, 

Where thrift may follow fawning. Sh. Kam. iii. 2 

You play the spaniel, 

And think with wagging of your tongue to win me. 

Sh, Hen, vm, v. 3. 

FFAB— Alarm, Banger. 

If evils come not, then our fears are vain ; 

And if they do, fear but augments tlie pain. Sir T, More, 

In time we hate that wliich we often fear. Sh, Ant, Cleop, i. 3. 
Wliat read you there 

Tliat liatli so cowarded and chased your blood 

Out of appearance ? Sh, JSen. v, li. 2, 

Wliose horrid image dotli unfix my hair, 

And make my seated heart knock at my ribs, 

Against the use of nature. Sh, Mach, i, 2, 

Why, what should be the fear ? 

I do not set my life at a pin's fee ; 

•And, for my soul, what can it do to that, 

Being a thing immortal P Sh, Mam, i. 4, 

W’hen our actions do not, 

Our fears do, make us traitors. Sh, Mach, IV. 2. 

Those linen cheeks of thine 

Are counsellors to fear. Sh, Mach, v. 8. 

There is not such a word 

Spoke of in Scotland, as this term fear* Sh, M, 2V, 1. it. 1. 
Of all base passions fear is most accux*s'd. SA. M, rz. 1. v. 2. 
And, though he posted e’er so fast, 

His fear was greater than his haste ; 

For fear, though fieeter than the wind, 

Believes *tis always left behind. Battery Mad 

o 
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7EAB — eontinued. 

There needs no other charm, nor conjurer. 

To raise infernal spirits up, but fear, 

That makes men pull their hams in like a snml. 

That’s both a prisoner to itself, and jail ; 

Dtaws more fantastic shapes than in the grains 
Of knotted wood, in some men’s crazy brains, 

When all the cocks they think they see, and bulls, 

Are only in the insides of their skulls. Butler^ 

Men as resolute appear 
With too much, as too little fear ; 

And, when they’re out of hopes of flying. 

Will run away from death by dying. Butler f Mud, 

When the sun sets, shadows that shower’d at noon 
But small, appear most long and terrible : 

So when we tliink fate hovers o'er our heads, 

Our apprehensions shoot heyond all bounds. Lee, (Eltpus, 
I feel my sinews slacken’d with the friglit. 

And a cold sweat thrills down all o’er my limbs. 

As if I were dissolving into water. Bryden, TempegL 

The clouds dispell’d, the sky resum’d her light, 

And Nature stood recover’d of her fright. 

But fear, the last of ills, remain’d behind, 

And honor h 0 a^’y aat on every mind. Bryden^ Theo, and Han. 
The wretch that fears to drown, will break thro' flames. 

Or, in his dread of flames, w ili plunge in waves ; 

When eagles are in view the screaming doves 

Will cower beneath the feet of man for safety. Cihher,Caemi\ 

Desponding fear, of feeble fancies full, 

Weak and unmanly, loosens ev’iy power. Thomeon, Spuiny. 
Must I consume my life— this little life. 

In guarding against all may make it less P 

It is not worth so ranch !— 4t were to die 

Before my hour, to live in dread of death, Byron, Sardanap. 

'Tis well, my soul shakes off its load of care ; 

'Tis only the obscure is terrible, 

Imagination frames events unknown,^ 

In wild fantastic shapes of hideous ruin, 

And wliat it fears creates- Hannah More, Behhaz::ar, 2. 

What are fears but voices airy ? 

Whispering harm where harm is not ; 

And deluding the unwaiy 

Till the fatal bolt is shot. Wordsworth 



TEA STING, JTKAPTS—rEET. Id5 

FEASTING— FEASTS — see Binxier. 

The latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a feast, 

!Fits a dull fighter, and a keen guest. ISk, Hen, ir, i, iv. 2. 

There’s no want of meat, sir ; 

Portly and curious viands are prepar’d. 

To please all kinds of appetites. Massinger, 

The banquet waits our presence, festal joy 
Laughs in the mantling goblet, and the night, 

Illumin’d by tlio taper’s dazzling beam, 

Rivals departed day. Browne, Barharvs^a, 

Their various cares in one great point combine 

The business of their lives, that is — to dine. Young, L, of F. 

Blest be those feasts with simple plenty crown’d, 

Where all the ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail, 

Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale GoldsmiUi, Trav, 17. 

FEELING;. 

But spite of all the criticising elves, 

Those who would make us feel, must feel themselves. 

Churchill^ Bosdad^ 961. 

Their cause I plead, — upload it in heart and mind, 

A. fellow feeling makes one wondrous kind. 

Qarrick, Brologue on Q,uUUng the Stage, June, 1776. 

The deepest ice which ever froze 
Can only o’er tlie surface close ; 

The living stream lies quick below. 

And flows, and cannot cease to flow. Bgion, Bar Lina, 20. 

The soul of music slumbers in the shell. 

Till wak’d and kindled by the master’s spoil, 

And feeling hearts — ^touch them but lightly — ^pour 
A thousand melodies unheard before. Bogers, Human Life, 
FEET— Dancing 

Her pretty feet like snails did creep 
A little out, and then. 

As if they played at bo-peep. 

Did soon draw in again. Herrick, He^p, Ode 207. 

A foot more light, a step more true, 

Ne’er from the heath-flow’r dash’d the dew ; 

Ev’en the slight harebell raised its head. 

Elastic from her airy tread. Sir W, Scott, L, of the Lake, i. id. 

0 2 
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TEMALE TEACHERS— riDELITT. 


FBUALE TliiACHEBS-^^Edueatioii. 

*Tis pleasins: to be school’d in a strange tongue 
By female lips and eyes —that is, I mean, 

"Wlien both the teacher and the taught are young, 

A? was the case, at least, where I have been ; 

Tliey smile so when one’s right ; and when one’s wrong 
They smile the more. Byron, Bon Juan, ii. 161 

FEVBR. 

The heaving sighs through straighten passes blow, 

And scorch the painftil palate as they go ; 

The parch’d rough tongue night’s humid vapour draws, 

And restless rolls witlim the clammy jaws. Bvtcr, 

FICnBXENESS — Deceit, nirtation. 

What now wo like, anon we disapprove ; 

The new successor drives away old love. JSerrioh, Aph. 205. 
A man so various, that he seem’d to bo 
!Not one, but all mankind's epitome : 

Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong ; 

"VTas every tiling by starts, and nothing long ; 

But, in the course of one revolving moon. 

Was chemist, fiddler, statesman, and buffoon : 

Then all for women, painting, rhyming, drinking, 

Besides ten thousand, freaks that died in thinking. 

Bryfion, Absalom and Arhthophel, 515. 

Papillia, wed'ded to her amorous spark. 

Sighs for the shades — How charming is a park 

A park is purchas’d, but the fair he sees 

All bath'd in tears-^ odious, odious trees I Tope. 

How long must women wish in vain 
A constant love to find ? 

Ho art can fickle man retain. 

Or fix a roving mind. SJtadwell. 

She will and she will not — she grants, denies, 

Consents, retracts, advances, and tlien flies. Lanedotjcne 

Ficnoisr. 

When fiction rises pleasing to the eye, 

Men will believe, because they love the lie ; 

E’en truth herself, if clouded with a frown, 

Must have some solemn proof to pass her down.C/^tt;•c7^/7/, Sp 
nOEIITT— *» Conataacy, Paitti. Mugarth, 291 

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ; 

His tears pure messengers sent from his heart ; 

His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from earth. Two Q, ii.7. 
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KID KL ITY — contimt&tl. 

Master, go on, and I will follow tlieo 

To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. Sh. Y. Z. ii. 3. 
^ey, for their truth, might better wear their heads, 
xlian some, tliat liaA'e accus’d tliem, wear their ]iats> 

,r,., , , SLJi!c.iii.m.2. 

Unkindness may do much ; 

And his unkindness may defeat my life, 

But never taint ray love. s/u 0th, iv. 2. 

Well hast thou fouglit 
Tlie better fight, who singly hast maintain’d 
A^inst revoked multitudes the cause 
Ot truth, in word miglitier than they in arms j 
And, for the testimony of truth, hast home 
Universal reproach, far worse to bear 
Than violence. JUTiUon, Jr, jl., vi. 29. 

Faithful found 

Among the faithless, taiLhiiil only he ; 

Among innumerable false, unmov’d, 

Unshi^en, unseduc’d, unterrify’d 
His loyalty he kept, his love, his zeal ; 

Nor number, nor example, with him wrought 

To swerve from truth, or cluinge his constant mind. J&.v. 896. 

Flesh of my flesh, , 

Bone of my bone, thou art, and from tliy state 
Mine never shall be parted, bliss or voo. M^//o 7 i,P.i.ix. 914 . 
Tlirough perils both of ^ind and limb, 

Through thick and thin she follow’d him. Bniler^KuS., 1.II.369. 

Trust repos’d in noble natures. 

Obliges them the more. JDt^den, Ashignatwn, 

Oh ! the tender ties. 

Close twisted with tlie fibres of the heart ! 

Which broken, break them, and drain off the sciiJ 
Of human joy, and make it pain to live. Young* 

Is there, kind heaven I no constancy in man ? 

No steadfast truth, no generous fix a ejection. 

That can bear up against a selfish world ? 

No, tliere is none. Thomson^ Tancred and Sig 

Wliere is honour, 

Innate and precept-strengthen’d, *tis the rock 
Of faith connubial : where it is not— where 
Light tlioughts are lurking, or the vanities 
Of worldly pleasure rankle in the heart. 

Or sensual throbs comuilse it. Byron* Doge of Ten, ii, 1 



198 PIDELTXr — riLIAl DTJTT. 

YliyELITI-^eoniiniwd 

Truer, nobler, trustier lieart. 

More loving, or more loyal, never beat 

Within a human breast. Bj/ron 

Tears have not seen, time shall not see. 

The hour tliat tears my soul from thee. jBi/ro7i, jB, of Ah, 1. 11. 
Believe me, if all those endearing young charms. 

Which I gaze on so fondly to-day. 

Were to wiange by to-morrow, and fleet in my arms, 

Like fairy-gifts, fading away ! 

Thou would’ st still be ador’^d, as this moment thou art, 

Let thy loveliness fade as it will, 

And, around the dear ruin, each ^sli of my heart 
Would entwine itself verdantly still 1 J/uore, the Sunjlotoer, 
She is as constant as the stars 
That never vary, and more chaste than they. 
PIELD-PEEACHEES, Proctor, Miraiidola, ll. 1 

Be sure to keep up congregations. 

In spite of laws and proclamations, 

For charlatans can do no good. 

Until they’re mounted in a crowd. Butler, Hud. 3, ii. 969. 
FIGHTJJHfl— Battle, Baellmg. 

I’ll fight, till from my bones my flesh be hack’d. 8k. Mach.Y.Z. 
She’ll after show him, in the nick 

Of all his glories, a dog-trick. Butler, Hud. 

With many a stiff* thwack, many a bang, 

Hard crabtree and old iron rang ; 

While none who saw them eouia divine 

To which side conquest would incline. Butler, Hud. 1, ii,831. 

Those who in quarrels interpose. 

Must often wipe a bloody nose, . 6r«y, Fable 34. 

He who fights and runs away. 

May live to fight another day ; 

But he who is in battle slain 

Can never rise to fight again,* GhldsmitJi, Atv of Poetry, 
The combat deepens. On, ye brave. 

Who rush to glory, or the grave 1 Campbell, HoJienlinden, 6. 

FILIAL DTOY. 

To you your father should be as a god ; 

One that composed your beauties ; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax. 

By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. Sh» Mid. N, i, 1 

* For Butler’s lines, sumlar to those, eee * Bottle.* 
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FIKIS. 

My pen is at the bottom of a page. 

Winch being finish’d, here the story ends ; 
*Tis to be wish’d it had been sooner done, 
But stories somehow lengthen when begun. 
FUtES. 




Fire, that’s closest kept, burns most of all. Tioo Q-, i. 2. 
A spark neglected makes a mighty fire. 

Merrick^ JJesperides, Jphonsm 152. 

FlEyAMEWT. 


The spacious firmament on high. 

With all the blue ethereal hky. 

And. spangled heavens, a shining frame, 

Their great Original proclaim. 

Th’unwearied sun, from day to day, 

Does his Creator’s power display. 

And publishes to every land. 

The work of an Almighty hand. Addhon^ Ode, 

What involution 1 what extent ! what swarms 
Of w'orlds, that laugh at earth ! immensely great ! 

Immensely distant irom each other’s spheres ; 

What then, the wondrous space thro’ which they roll P 
At once it quite ingulphs all human thought ; 

*’Iis compr^ension’s absolute defeat. Young ^ 

Oh, thou beautiful 
And unimn^nable ether ! and 
Ye multiplying masses of increased 
And St Hi-increasing lights ! what are yeP what 
Is this blue wHdemess of interminable 
Air, where ye roll along, as I have seen 
The leaves along the limpid streams of Eden P 
Is your course measur’d for ye P Or do ye 
Sweep on m your unbounded revelry 
Through an aerial universe of endless 
Expansion, at w'hich my soul aches to think, 

Intoxicated with eternity P Byron, Cain, u. 1. 


FntHNESS. 


Come one, come all— this rock shall fiy 

From its firm base as soon as I. ScoCt, Lady the Lake, v. 10. 


Our plenteous streams a various race supply. 

The bright-eyed perch, with fins of Tynan dye ; 

The silver eel, in shining volumes rolled ; 

The yellow carp, in scales bedropt with gold ; 

Swift trouts, diversified with crimson stains, 

And pikes, the tyrants of the wateiy plains. Boye, W, Bbrest, 
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VLAa — PLA.TTKI13B, FLA-TTERT. 


FLAG 

WIio forthwith from the cflittcrinsr staff tmfurrd 

Til* imperial ensign, which full high advanc*d 

Shone like a meteor streaming to the wind. P, L 1.536 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet terrific bum. 

Till danger s troubled night depart. 

And the star of peace return. CampheJl, Mariners ofEaglajhh 
PLArimEa-rLATTEBT--*'fl Courtship. 

By HeaY*n I cannot flatter; I do defy 
The tongues of soothers ; hut a braver place 
In mv heart’s love, liath no man than yourself; 

Nay, task me to ray word ; approve me, lord. Sh. IL Jr.l,iv.l* 
Do not think I flatter. 

For what advancement may I hope from thee. 

That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits. 

To food and clothe thee ^ Should the poor be flatter’d ? 

8h. Ham, in. 2. 

Lay not that flattering unction to your soul. Sh, Ham. iii. 4. 
f)h, that men’s ears should be 

To counsel deaf, but not to flattery I Sh, Tim, ofAHi. i. 2. 
Ko would not flatter Neptune for his trident ; 

Or Jove for liis power to thunder. Sh, Coriol, m. 1. 

No vizor does become black villany 

So well as soft and tender flattery. Sh. Penc. iv. 4. 

TVlien I tell him he hates flatterers, 

He says he does, being then most flatter’d. Sh. Jttl. C.ii, 1. 

Self-love never yet could look on truth, 

But with blear’d beams ; slick flattery and she 
Are twin-bom sisters, and so mix their eyes. 

That if you sever one, the other dies. Ben. Jonson, 

Of all wild beasts preserve me from a iyrant ; 

Of all tame — a flatterer, Ben Sejanne, 

*Tis tlie fate of princes, tliat no knowledge 

Comes pure to them ; ljut, passing through the eyes 

And ears of other men, it takes a tincture 

Prom every channel, and still bears a relish 

Of flattery, or private ends. Denham, Sophy, 

No flattery, boy ! an honest man can’t live by’t; 

It is a little sneaking art, which knaves 
Use to cajole and soften fools witlial. 

If thou liast flattery in thy nature, out with’t, 

Cfr send it to a coxut, for there ’tvrill tlirive ! Otway. 
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FLATTEBEU, TLATTEBY. 
ifLAJCTJSBE^l-->BLATT£BY — continued. 

His fiery temper brooks not opposition, 

And must be met witli soft and supple arts. 

With crouching courtesy, and honey’d words, 

Such as assuage tlio fierce, and bend the stronj^. 

'Roxee^ Lady Jane Grey, 1. 1, . 
Minds 

By nature great, are conscious of tlieir greatness. 

And hold it mean to borrow aught from flattery Con, 1. 1. 

O flatt’ry ! 

How soon thy smooth insinuating oil 

Supples tlio toughest fool. Fenlon, Mat'iamne, 

But flattery never seems absurd ; 

The flatter’d always takes your uord. 

Impossibilities seem just. 

They take the strongest praise on trust ; 

Hyperboles, tho' ne’er so great. 

Will still come short of self-conceit. Gay, Fahle 18. 

Tlie firmest purpose of a woman’s heart 

To well- tim’d artful flatt’ry may yield. Lillo, JElmerirJc. 

All-potent flattery, universal lord I 

Beviled, yet courted ; censured, yet adored ! 

How thy strong spell each human bosom draws, 

The very echo to our self-applause ! jPope, 

’Tis an old maxim in the schools, 

Tliat flattery’s the food of fools. 

Yet, now and then, your men of wit 

Will condescend to take a bit. Storff, Cadenus and T ancesa. 
Of folly, vice, disease, men proud we see ; 

And, stranger still, of blockheads’ flattery ; 

Whose praise defames ; ns if a fool should mean, 

By spitting on your face, to make it clean. Young, L, 

Of praise a mere glutton, he swallow’d w'hat came, 

And the puff of a dunce he mistook it for fame ; 

Till his relish grown callous, almost to disease, 

Who pepper’d the highest was srurest to please. 

Goldsmith, Retaliation. 
He who can listen pleased to such applause. 

Buys at a dearer rate than I dare purchase. Mallet, 

Who flatters is of all mankind the lowest, 

Save he who courts the flattery. Hannah More, Daniel, iir. 
J would give worlds, could I believe 
One half that is profess’d me ; 

A flection! could I think it tbee, t -c t j 

When flattery has caress’d me. L, M, Landon„ 
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FLIGHT — ^TLOWESS. 

PLIGHt— B&tile, Tiglitmg. 

And when the fight becomes a chase, 

Those win the day that win the race ; 

And that which would not pass in fights. 

Has done the feats with easy flights. Butler^ SaL iii i:i 291 
FLIETATIOir^scrtf Fiekleneas. 

The trifling of his favours. 

Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; 

A violet in the youth of pnmy nature, 

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting. 

The perfume and suppliance of a minute ; 

No more. Sh. Earn, iih 3 

How happy could I be with cither, 

Were toother dear charmer away ! 

But, while ye thus tease me together, 

To neither a word will I say. Gai/, Beggar^ i Opera, ii. 2, 

Never wedding, ever wooing, 

Still a love-lorn heart pursuing. 

Read you not the wrong you’re do'ug. 

In my cheek’s pale hue? 

All my lile with sorrow strewing. 

Wed, or cease to woo- Campbell, Maid's Remon'^tra tee, 
FLOOGINa. 

0 ye that teach the ingenuous youth of nations — 

Holland, France, England, Germany, or Spain — 

1 pray ye flog them upon all occasions, 

It mends their morals— never mind the pain. Bgron^D, L ii. 1. 
FLOODS. 

Towns, forests, herds, and men, promiscuous drowned, 

With one great death deform the dreary ground. Prior, 
FLOWERS. 

Yet mark'd 1 where the holt of Cupid fell : 

It fell upon a little western flower, — 

Before, milk-white ; now purple with love's wound, — 

And maidens call it love-in-ialeness- 

Fetch me that flower ; the herb I shew’d thee once ; 

The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid. 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 

Upon the next live creature that it sees. Sit, Mid. N, ii. 1 

I know a bank whereon the udld thyme blows, 

Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows ; 

Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine, 

With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine- SL Mid, N. n. 9 
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FLOWERS — FOLLY, FOOLS. 
Tl/y7nSB&^coi}tinued, 

G-ems of the changing autumn, how beautiful ye are ! 

Shining from your glossy stems like many a golden star ; 
Peeping through the long grass, smiling on the dovvTi, 
Lighting up tlie dusky bank, just where the sun goes down 5 
Yellow flowers of autumn, how beautiful ye are 1 
Sliining from your glossy stems like many a golden star. 

CampbelL 

Thanks to the human heart, by which we live, 

Thanks to its tenderness, its joys and fears, 

To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 

Wordsworth, ImiU of Immortality, 11, 
Oh ! what tender thoughts beneath 
Those silent flowers are lying. 

Hid within the mystic wreath 

My love hath kiss’d in tying. Moore. 

In Eastern lands they talk in flowers, 

And they toll in a garland their loves and cares ; 

Each blossom tliat blooms in their garden bowers, 

On its leaves a mystic language bears. J, 0-. Percival, 

In every flower tliat blooms around, 

Some pleasing emblem we may trace ; 

Young love is in the mjrrtle found. 

And memory in the pansy’s grace. 

Peace in the olive-branch we see, 

Hope in the half-shut iris glows, 

In the bright laurel victory I 

And lovely woman in the rose. From Chazet, MS, 

FOE — see Enemy, Friends. 

Alike reserv’d to blame, or to commend, 

A timorous foe and a suspicious friend. Pope, to ArhutJt. 206. 
Curst be the verse, how well soe’er it flow. 

That tends to make one worthy man my foe. Ih. Prol,Sat.2S:^. 
He makes no friend who never made a foe. Tennyson, Elaine, 
FOLLY— FOOLS. 

This fellow’s wise enough to play the fool. 

And to do tliat well craves a kind of wit. Sh, 1\ NL iii. 1. 
Either thou art most ignorant by age, 

Or thou werl bom a fool. Sh, Wint, T, n. 1. 

In his brain — 

Which is as dry as the remainder-biscuit 

Alter a voyage — ^he hath strange places cramm’d 

With observation, the which he vents 

In mangled forms. 8h, As Y* JL 11. 7 . 
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F0LL7» FOOLS — eontinued. 

That such a crafty devil as Ms mother 
Should ^eld tho world tliis ass ! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

And leave eighteen. Ctjmh. it. 1 

She was a wight,— if ever such wight were, — 

To suckle fools and chronicle small beer. Sit. Oih, ti. 1. 

Every inch that is not fool is rogue. Dryden^ Ah, ii. 413. 

The fool of nature stood with stupid eyes 

And gaping mouth, that testified surprise. Tb, Cy, ^ Ipli. 107 . 

Polly, as it grows in years. 

The more extravagant appears. Butler, 

Whether the charmer sinner it, or saint it. 

If folly grow romantic, I must paint it. Pope^ M, JE, it. 15. 

No creature smarts so little as a fool. Pope, Ep, to Arhu. 8*1. 

Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 

A fool m fashion, save a fool that's out ; 

His passion for absurdity 's so strong. 

He cannot bear a rival in the wrong, young, !», ofF^ iv. 105. 
Men may live fools, but fools they cannot die. 75. N. 71 iv.843. 
’Tis hard if all is false tliat I advance, 

A fool must now and then bo right by chance. 

A shallow brain behind a serious mask, 

An oracle within an empty cask ; 

He says but little, and that little said 
Owes all its weight, like loaded dice, to lead. 

His wit invites you by his looks to come. 

But when you knock it never is at home. Coicper, Convers, 
FOOLHABLIHFSS. 

Wlien valour preys on reason, 

It eats the sword it fights with. Sh. Ant, Cleop, iii. 2. 

FOP— Coxcomb, Bandy. 

Nature made every fop to plague his brother. 

Just as one beauty mortifies another. Pope, 

Eternal smiles his empeiness betray. 

As shallow streams run dimpling aU the way. Jb. ioArhu, 314. 

No place so sacred ftrom such fops is barr'd, 

Nor is Paul s church more safe than Paul’s church-yard : 
Nay, fly to altars ; there they'll talk you dead ; 

For fools rush in where angels fear to tread Pope, E, C, G2S. 
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FQBBEASAKOE. 

Be to her virtues very kind ; 

JBe to lier faults a little blind. 

Let all her ways be unconfin’d, 

And clap your padlock on her mind. Prtt/7% Englhh Padlock 
Tlie kindest and the happiest pair 
"Will find occasion to forbear ; 

And something, every day they live, 

To pity, and perhaps forgive. Cousper, Mat ml Porhea ranee, 
FOSOE. 

E’en Hercules himself must yield to odds; 

And many strokes, though with a little axe. 

Hew down, and fell the hardest timber’d oak. 5//.H.r/.3,ii.l. 
Wlio overcomes 

By force, hath overcome but half Ids foe. Mil(on,P,L* i. 6*48. 
FOSESIGHT—^^d Futurity. 

’Tis the sunset of life gives me mystical lore, 

And coming events cast their shadows before. 

Campbell, LochieVs Warning, 

FOEGETFITLinESS. 

Like a dull actor now, 

I have forgot my part, and I am out. 

Even to a full disgrace. Sh. Cor, v. 3. 

FOBGIVENESS— Heroy. 

’Tis the chirurgeon’s praise, and height of art, 

Hot to cut ofi* but cure the vicious part. JSen’irk, Aph, I JO. 

Let us no more contend, nor blame 
Each other, blam’d enough elsewhere, but strive 
In offices of love, how we may lighten 
Each other’s burden, in our share of woe. M}lton,P,L, x. 0o8. 
Great souls forgive not injuries till time 
Has put their enemies into their power, 

That they may show forgiveness is their own.D/’yc/aw,D.Gw/.vc, 
Forgiveness to the injured does belong ; 

But they neVr pardon who have done the wrong. 

Dtyden, Conq» of G ten. ii. i. 2. 
Tliy narrow soul 

Knows not the god-like glory of forgiving : 

Nor can thy cold, thy ruthless heart c^oneeive 
How larife the pow’r, how fix’d the empire is. 

Which benefits confer on generous niiiicis. Eoire, Lady J.Grey 
Young men soon give, and soon forget afironts : 

Old age is slow in both. Addison, Cai^ 
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FOUGIVEKSIS —contimei. 

Good natare and good sense must ever join ; 

To err is human, to forgive divine. Popoy E, (?. ii. 535. 
’Tis easier for the generous to forgive, 

Than for offence to ask it. Thomson, Elm» ^Eleon, 

They who forgive most shall be most forgiven. Bailep, Festtis, 
If I do wrong, forgive me or I die ; 

And tliou wilt then bo wretehcder than I ; — 

The unforgiving than the unforgiven. Bailey, Feslus. 

FOBMAUTY^^ Quakers. 

There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Bo cream and mantle, like a standing pond ; 

And do a wilful stillness entertain. 

With purpose to be drest in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 

As who should say, 1 am Sir Oracle, 

And, when I ope my lips, let no dog hark ! 8k» M, of V, 1. 1. 
Oh, I see thee old and formal, fitted to thy petty part. 

With a little hoard of maxims preaching down a daughter’s 
heart I Tennyson, Loeksley JIalL 

FOBSAKX 

Bo not forsake yourself, for they that do, 

Offend and teach the world to leave them too. Pope* 

FOETITTOE — see Courage, Daring. 

'Tis true fortitude to stand firm against 
All shocks of fate, when cowards faint and die 
In fear to suffer more calamity. MoAshjer, 

Who fights 

With passions and overcomes, that man is arm’d ^ 

With Hie best virtue,— passive fortitude. 2h. Very IF oman 
Fortitude is not the appetite 
Of formidable things, nor inconsult 
Kashiiess ; but virtue fighting for a tmtli ; 

Beriv’d from knowledge of distinguishing 

Good or bad causes. Kabbes, Covent Garden* 

Brave spirits are a balsam to themselves : 

There is a nobleness of mind, that heals 
Wounds beyond salves, Cartverighf, Lady Et rant 

With such unshaker temper of the soul. 

To bear the swelling tide of prosp’rous fortune, 

Is to deserve that fortune : in adversity 
Tlie mind grow’s rough by buffeting tempests ; 
liut, in success dissolving, sinks to case, 

And loses all her firmness. 


Bern 
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FORTITinSE^eoniinued. 

True fortitude is seen in mat exploits 
That justice warrants, and tlxat msdom guides ; 

All else is tow’ring frenzy and distraction. Addisojif Cato, 
TLe human race are sons of sorrow bom ; 

And each must have his portion. Vulgar minds 
Befuse, or crouch beneath their load ; the brave 
Bear theirs without repining. Mallet, 

Sink not beneath imaginary sorrows, 

Call to your aid your courage and your wisdom ; 

Think on the sudden change of human scenes ; 

Think on the various accidents of war ; 

Think on the mighty power of awful virtue ; 

Think on the Providence that guards the good. JoJmeon, 

Existence may be home, and the deep root 
Of life and sufferance make its hrm abode 
In bare and desolated bosoms ! mute 
The camel labours with the heaviest load. 

And the wolf dies in silence : not bestow’d 
In vain should such example be ; if they, 

Things of ignoble or of savage mood, 

Endure and shrink not, we of nobler clay 

Kay temper it to bear — ^it is but for a day.JJyrow, C.jJ*. iv. 21. 

A minute past, and she had been all tears, 

And tenderness, and infancy; but now 

She stood as one who champion’d human fears : — 

Pale, statue-like, and stem, she woo^d tho blow. 

Byron, D, J. iv. 43. 

’Tis easiest dealing with the firmest mind 
Kore just when it resists, and, when it yields, more kind. 

Cvtthhe. 

Gird jour hearts with silent fortitude, 

Suffering yet hoping all things. Mrs. Ilcntans. 

lEere is strength 

Deep bedded in our hearts, of which we rock 
But little till the shafts of heaven have pierc’d 
Its fra rile dwelling. Must not earth be rent 
Before ner gems are found P Mrs. Ben* am, 

FOUTinnB— ^ Beddon, lUsforttme, Promptitude, Bnfbrtuuate. 

This accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse, 

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes, 

And wrangle witli my reason, that persuades me 

To any otner trust. Sh. T* Ni. iv. 3. 
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FOETTTKS— 

When fortune means to men most Rood, 

She looks upon them with a threat niug eye,Sh.K*Juhi,in- 4 

Will fortune never come with hoth hands full, 

But write her fair words still in foulest letters P 
She either gives a stomach, and no food,'— 

Such are the poor in health ; or else a feast. 

And takes away the stomach, — such the rich, 

That have abundance, and enjoy it not 8k, Sen. ir. 2, iv. 4 

Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To bear her burden, whether I will, or no, 

I must have patience to endure the load 8k. JS/’e, IIT. iii. 7. 
Fortune is merry, 

And in this mood will give us any thing. Sk. Jtd, C, iii. 2. 
Bless’d are those 

Whose blood and judgment are so well commingled, 

That thev are not a pipe for fortune’s finger. 

To sound, what stop she please. Sk. Sam. iii. 2 

Fortune still must be with ill maintain’d, 

Which at the first with any ill is gain’d. I^rd Brooke^ Alaham. 
The old Scythians 

Fainted blind fortune’s powerful hands with wungs, 

To show her gifts come swift and suddenly, 

Which, if her favourite be not swift to take 

He loses them for ever. Chapman, Bussy SAmhaU. 

Fortune the great commandress of the world. 

Hath divers ways t* enrich her followers : 

To some she honour give without deserving ; 

To other some, deserving without honour ; 

Some, wit — some, wealth— and some, wit wutliout wealth; 
Some, wealth without wit — some, nor wit nor wealth. 

Chapman, All Fools, 

WTho would trust slipp’ry chance ? — ^They that would make 
Themselves her spoil, and foolishly forget 
When she doth flatter, that she comes to prey. 

Fortune, thou hadst no deity, if men 
Had wisdom ; we have placed thee high. 

By fond belief in thy felicity. Ben Jvnson, S^'anus. 

Let not one look of fortune cast you down ; 

She were not fortune, if she did not frown : 

Such as do hravelicst bear her scorns awhile. 

Are those on whom at last she most will smile. Orrery, Sen. t 
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FOBTUITE — confinw^, 

I am not in fortune’s power. 

He that’s (io>^n can sink no lower. Butlert Hud. iii. 

His only solace was, that now 
His dog-bolt fortune w as so low. 

That either it must quickly end 

Or turn about again, and mend. Butler^ Hud. it, i. 31^. 

Were she a common mistress, kind to all, 

Her work would cease, and half the world gi*ow idle. 

!Pate*s dark recesses w^o can never find. 

But fortune at some hours to all is kind ; 

The lucky have whole days which still they chooco, 

Th’ unlucky have but hours, and those they lose, 

Pleasure has been tlie business of my life, 

And every change of fortune easy to me. 

Because I still was easy to myself. Dvyden, Bun Sebastian, 
Let fortune empty her whole quiver on me, 

I have a soul that, like an am^e shield. 

Can take in all, and verge enough for more. Braden ^ Bun Sehast 

Heav’n has to all allotted, soon or late, 

Some lucky revolution of their fate ; 

Whose motions, if we watch and guide^ with skill 
(For human good depends on human will), 

Our fortune rolls as from a smooth descent. 

And from the first impression takes its bent ; 

But if unseized, she glides away like wind, 

And leaves repenting folly far behind. Bryden, 

Fortune came smiling to my youth, and woo’d it. 

And purpled greatness met my ripened 'jeBX^.Biyden^Ji* L. 

Good unexpected, evil unforeseen, 

Appear by turns, as fortune shifts the scene ; 

Some, rais’d aloft, come tumbling down amain, 

And fail so hard, they bound and rise again. Lord Lansdowne. 
Fortune, men say, doth give too much to many, 

And yet she never gave enough to any. 

Martial, xii. 10 {Sir John Harnngton). 

Fortune in men lias some small difference made, 

One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade. 

Pope,E,M.\r,m. 

Who thinks that fortune cannot change her mind, 
l^pares a dreadflil jest for all mankind. 

Pope, To Bethel, ii. 2. 123 
If 
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POBTUITE — eonfinnr/7. 

On ^liere no hoarse winds nor clonds resort, 

The hood-wink*d goddess keeps her partijd court, 

Upon a wheel of amethyst she sits, 

Gfives and resumes, and smiles and frowns by fits : 

In this still labyrinth around her lie 

Spells, pltilbers, gioljes, and schemes of palraistiy ; 

A sigil in this hand the gipsy bears, 

In t otlier a prophetic sicre, and shears. Garths Dispensarj^ 
Oft, what seems 

A trifle, a mere nothing, itself. 

In some nice situations, turns the scale 
Of fate, and rules tlie most important actions. 

Thomson, Tancred. 

Look unto those they call unfortunate, 

And closer view’d, yon’Il find they are unwise 5 
Some flaw in their own conduct hes beneath, 

And *tis the trick of fools to save their credit, 

Which brought another language into use. Young ^ B^cenge, 
Alas ! the joys that fortune brings 
Are trifling, and decay, 

And those who prize the paltry things, 

ISfore trifling still than they. GoJdsmHTi, Hermii, 18, 

Be ready for all changes in thy fortune ; 

Be constant when they happen ; but above all, 

Mostly distrust good fortune’s soothing smile ; 

There lurks the danger, though we least suspect it I Havard. 

To catcli dame fortune’s golden smile, assiduous wait upon her ; 
And gather gear by every wile that’s justified by honour ; 
Ifot for to hide it in a hedge, nor for a train attendant, 

But for the glorious privilege of being independent. Burns, 

All our advantages are those of fortune j 
Birth, health, wealth, beauty, arc her accidents ; 

And fortune can take nought save what she gives. 

Byron f l\oo FoscarL 

Fortune is female : from my youth lier favours 
"Were not withheld, the fault was mine to, hope 
Her former smiles again at this late hour. Byron, Doge of V, 

All human projects are so faintly fram’d, 

So feebly plann’d, so liable to change. 

So mix’d with error in their very form. 

That mutable and mortal are the same. Han, More, Daniel* t 
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FOETUNE — contiiim L 

0 1 ye, who bask in fortune’s sun, 

And hope’s bright garlands wear, — 

Your blessings from the god of love 

Let his poor children share 1 'Mrs, Male (Am.), 

FOEl'XT JM ^TELLISR-— Gipsy* 

A hungry, lean-fac’d villain, 

A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

A threadbare juggler, and a fortune-teller ; 

A needy, hollow-eyed, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living dead man. IS/u Com. Mr. v 1, 

She of the gipsy train 

Had wander'd long, and the sun’s scorching rays 

Embron n’d Jior visage grim, artful to view 

The spreading palm, and with vile cant deceive 

The love-sick maid, who barters all her store 

Eor airy visions and fallacious hope. Somervilh, 

Curse on your shallow arts, your lying science 1 

*Tis thus you practise on the credulous world, 

Who think you wise because themselves are weak I 

Manuah More^ Belshazzar ^ ii. 

FSAHTT— SeducUoa, Woman. 

Why, she would hang on him 
As if inc^ase of appetite had gro'w n 
By what it fed on : And yet, within a montli, — 

Let me not think on’t I—Erailty, thy name is woman ! 

Bh. Ham 1. 2. 

The summer’s flower is to the summer sweet, 

Though to itself it only live and die ; 

But if tliat flower with base infection meet, 

QTie basest weed outbmves his dipiity : 

Eor sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds ; 

Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds, 8h. 

When lovely woman stoops to folly. 

And finds too late that men betray, 

What charm can soothe her melancholy ? 

What art can wash her guilt away ? — 

The only art her guilt to cover. 

To hide her shame from every eye, 

To mve repentance to her lover, 

And wring ms bosom— is to die. ChldsmHh, K of Wahefielih^X, 
Weep no more, lady, weep no more, 

Thy sorrow is in vain; 

For violets plucked, the sweetest show/irs 

Will ne’er make grow again. Berc^, Friar qf Orders Grey. 
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TBAlSrCS. 

*Tis better usin^ France, than trusting France . 

Let us be back'd with God, and with the seas, 

Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 

And with their helps only defend ourselves ; 

In them, and in ourselves, our safety lies. Sit* Sen. rz, 
FSESbOM. 

In the long vista of the years to roll, 

Let me not see my country's honour fade ; 

Oh I let me see our land retain its soul ! 

Her pride in freedom, and not freedom's sliadc. KeaU, 
Hereditary bondsmen I know ye not. 

Who would be free, themselves must strike the blow ‘r 

Byron^ Ch. Hat\ n. 76 

Freedom's battle, once begun, 

Bequeath'd from bleeding sire to son, 

Tho’ bafHcd oft, is ever won. J?yro«, Giaour ^ 123. 

Snatch from the ashes of your sires 
The embers of their former fires, 

And he, who in the strife expires. 

Will add to theirs a name or fear. 

That tyranny shall quake to hear I Bifron, Giaour, 

. They never fail who die 
In a great cause ; the block may soak their gore, 

Tlieir heads may sodden in the sun; their limbs 
Be strung to city gates or castle walls 
But still their spirit walks abroad. Though yeai*s 
Elapse, and others share as dark a doom. 

They but augment the deep and sweeping thoughts 
Which overpower all others, and conduct 
The world at last to freedom. Bi/ron, Marim Tahero^ ii. 2 
Is 't death to fall for freedom’s right ? 

He's dead alone vi ho lacks her light I CampheU. 

We must be free or die, who speak the tongue 
That Shakspere spake ; the faith and morals hold 
Which Milton held. Wordsworth, Sonnet to Liherip. 

Better to dwell in freedom's hall. 

With a cold damp floor and mould'ring wall. 

Than bow the head and bend the knee 
In the proudest palace of slaverie. Thos. Moore, 

VBEE THU a jOU g. 

So man, the moth, is not afiaid, it seems 
To span Omnipotence, and measure might 
That knows no measure, by the scanty rule 
The standard of his own, that is to day, 

And is not ere to-morrow's sun go down. Cottper,Ta*k, ti.211. 
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jnasj&wEOi. 

God made tHee perfect, not immutablo ; 

And good he made thee, but to persevere 
He left it in thy pow'r ; ordained thy will 
By nature free, not over-rul’d by fate 
Inextricable, or strict necessity. 

Our voluntai^^ service He requires, 

Hot our necessitated. Milton, P* L, v. 5'24. 

Heav’n made us agents free to good or ill. 

And forced it not, though he foresaw the will ; 

Freedom was first bestowed on human race, 

And prescience only held the second place. Drj/Jeit* 

FBEirOHUEXr. 

The Frenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk, 

Give him his lass, his fiddle, and his frisk. 

Is always hanpy, reign whoever may, ^ 

And laughs tne sense of mis*ry far away. Cowper, T, 1\ 233. ‘ 
PBlENBIiESS— Deserted. 

Ah, when the means are gone that buy this praise. 

The breath is gone whereof tiiiis praise is made : 

Feast-won, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter showers. 

These flies are couched. Sh, Tim. qf Ath, ii* 2* 

3den shut their doors against a setting sun. Ibid, i. 2. 

PBIEin>S---FBI£in)SHIF--M0 Familiarity. 

Friendship is constant in all other things, 

Save in the office and affairs of love ; 

Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues ; 

Let every eye negociate for itself, 

And trust no agent : for beauty is a witch. 

Against whose charms faith meltcthinto blood. Sh. m.A. ii.l. 
In companions 

That do converse and, waste the time together. 

Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love, 

Tliere needs must be a like proportion 

Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit. Sh. M. of Ven. in.4. 

I count myself in nothing else so hajjpy, -d* r q 

As in a soul remembering my good friends. Sh. Mich. ii. ii. o. 

We still have slept together, 

Bose at an instant, leam*d, pay'd, eat together ; 

And wheresoe’er we went, like Juno's swans, ^ ^ 

Still we went coupled, and inseparable. Sh. As x. L. i. 3. 

Call you that backing of your friends P tt i 4 . 
A pla^e upon such backing I Sh. Men. nr. 1. ii. 4 
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PHFBHD3 — P H TE NDSH^ 

Tlie amity that wisdom knits not, folly may easily untie. 

Bh, Trail, n. 3 

We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves ; 

And spend our flatteries, to drink those men, 

Upon whose age we void it up again. 

With poisonous spite, and envy. B/i. Titnuu i 2. 

I have not fi-om your eyes that gentleness, 

And show of love, as I was wont to have : 

You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand. 

Over your friend that loves you. Sh. Jid. C, i % 

Give him all kindness ; I had rather have 

Such men my friends, than enemies. Bh. Jitl. C. v. 4 

Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 

Grapple them to thy soul wnth hooks of steel ; 

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 

Of each new hatch d unfledged comrade. Bit* ITa/n. i. 3. 

So, gentlemen. 

With all my love I do commend me to you : 

And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 

May do, to express his love and friending to you, 

God willing, shall not lack. Sh. Ham. r. 5, 

The great man down, you mark his favourite flies. 

The poor advancM, makes friends of enemies. 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend ; 

For who not needs slxall never lack a friend ; 

And who in want a hollow friend doth tiy, 

. Directly seasons him an enemy. 8L Ham. iii. 2: 

True happiness 

Consists not in the multitude of friends. 

But in their worth and choice. Jien Jonson, Cyntlia. 

O summer friendship. 

Whose flattering leaves, that shadow'd ns in 
Our prosperity, witli the least gust drop oflf 
In til' autumn of adversity I MasUnger^ Maid Honour. 
Tliat friendship's rais’d on sand. 

Which every sudden gust of discontent, 

Or flowing of our passions, can change 

As ifit ne'er had been. Masnngor. 

But a few friendships wear, and let them be 

By nature and by fortune flt for thee. Martial, n.il {Cowleg). 
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irBIS]!n>S— FBIENBSHIP — contiw*(d. 

This honost fnend, that you so much admire, 

No better is than a mere trencher squire,^ 

He loves not you, but salmon, turkey, chine : 

Your friend a better dinner will make mine. Ib. x. 14. (iZr/jr.) 

Friendship's an abstract of love's noble flame, 

*Tis love refin’d, and purged from aU its dross, ' 

’Tis next to angel’s love, if not the same. 

As strong in passion is, thoughnot so gross. Catkx Philips, Fr'd* 
Thick waters show no images of things ; 

Friends are each other’s mirrors, and should bo 
Clearer than crystal, or the mountain-siirings, 

And free from clouds, design, or flattery. 

For vulgar souls no part of friendship share ; 

Poets and friends are born to what they are. Ih, Fnend, 
Such is the use and noble end of friendship, 

To bear a part in every storm of fate. 

And, by dividing, make the lighter weight JIiggon^,Qen.,Ci)nq. 

hMendship’s the privilege 
Of private men ; for wretched greatness knows 
No hlessing so substantial. W, Tate, Log, General. 

He ought not to pretend to Mendship’s name, 

'Who reckons not iiimself and Mend the same. Tuhs, AdeenL 

, Friendship above all tics does bind the heart, 

And faith in fiiendsliip is the noblest part. Ld. Orreiy, Hen, r. 
The friendships of the world are oft 
Confcd’racies in vice, or leagues in pleasure. Addison, Cato. 

Great souls by instinct to each other turn, 

'Demand alliance, and in friendship bum. Ih. Campaign. 
Who can compare love’s mean and gross desire 
To the chaste zeal of Mendship’s fire ^ 

Love is a sudden blaze, which soon decays ; 

Friendship is like the sun’s eternal rays : 

Not daily benefits exhaust the flame ; 

It still is giving, and still bums the same. Gag. 

Who friendship with a knave hath made , no 

Is judg’d a partner in the trade. Gag, Fable 23. 

Friendship, like love, is but a name. 

Unless to one you st^t the flame. 

The child, whom many fathers share. 

Hath seldom known a father’s care. 

*Tis thus in friendships ; who depend 

On many, rarely find a friend- Gay, rable oO* 
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TSIEKDS—rBIEKDSHIP --eontm»&i. 

'Tis thus tliat on the choice of friends. 

Our good or evil name depends. Gaif, Fable 23. 

You’ll finl the friendship of tlio world a show 1 
]Mere outward sliow 1 ’Tis like the harlot's tears, 

The statesman's promise, or false patriot's zeal. 

Full of fair seeming, but delusion all. Savage^ Sir T, Orerhurg, 

A generous friendsliip no cold medium knows, 

Bums with one love, with one resentment glows ; 

One should our interests and our piissions be, 

My friend must hate the man that injures mo.Poj!>e,Z/.ix.725. 

Friendsliip, mysterious cement of the soul, 

Sweetener of life, and solder of society, 

I owe thee much : thou hast deserv'd of me 

Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. Bhih\ Grame, 88. 

Friendship is still accompany'd with %nrtuo, 

And always lodg'd in great and gen'rous minds. Trapp tAhram. 

Friends I have made, whom envv must commend. 

But not one foe whom I would wish a friend. 

Churchill, Conference, 297. 
First on thy friend deliberate witli thyself ; 

Pause, ponder, sift ; not eager in the choice, 

JN'or jealous of the chosen : fixing, fix ; — 

Judge before friendship, then confide till death. Young, 
Hope not to find 

A friend, but he uho's found a friend in thee ; 

All like the yurchMe, few the jjrice will pay ; 

And this maxes friends such miracles below. Young. N. T, 
Bcproach, or mute disgust, is the reward 
Of candid friendship, disdains to hide 

Unpalatable truth. Smollett, 

And what is friendship but a name, 

A charm that lulls to Aeen, 

A shade that follows wealth or fame. 

And leaves the WTetch to weep. Goldsmith, Hermit, 19 
He cast off his friends, as a huntsman his pack, 

For he knew, when he pleased, he could whistle them hack. 

Goldsmith, Meialiation^ 
I have too deeply read mankind 
To be amus'd with friendship ; ’tis a name 
Invented merely to betray credulity ; 

’Tis intercourse of interest— not of souls. Hamrd^Begulus 
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FBLBNdS — ^F&IENDSHtP 

I will take your friendship up at use, 

And fear not that your profit shall be small ; 

Your interest sliall exceed your principal. 7hitrnow% AiheUt, 
G-ive me th* avow’d, th’ erect, the manly foe, 

Bold I can meet — perhaps may turn his blow ; 

But of all plasjuos, good Heaven, thy wrath can send, 

Save, save, oh I save me from the candid friend. 

Canninff, New Morality^ ni Aniijacobhi. 
Let no man grumble when his friends fall off. 

As they will do like leaves at the first breeze : 

^When your affairs come round, one way or t’other, 

GK) to the coffee house, and take another. Byron, 2>. J". xtv.4S. 

What spectre can the charnel send. 

So dreadful as an injured friend I Sroii, Bokeby, ii. 22. 

Wlien true friends meet in adverse hour, 

*Tis like a sunbeam through a shower ; 

A watery ray an instant seen. 

The darkly closing clouds between. Sir -ir. 

Friendsliip is no plant of hasly growth. 

The* planted in esteem’s deep fixed soil. 

The gradual culture of kind intercourse 

Must bring it to perfection. Jo. Baiihe, Be Mont fort, iii, 1. 

I take of worthy men whate’er they give ; 

Tlieir heart I gladly take, if not, their hand ; 

If that too is withheld, a courteous word. 

Or the civility of placid looks. Ih. Be Montfort, iii 1. 

We that wore friends, yet are not now. 

We that must daily meet 

With ready words and courteous bow, 

Acquaintance of the street ; 

We must not scorn the holy past. 

We must remember still 
To honour feelings that outlast 

The reason of the will. Lo^d Bfbnyhton, 

Love, a plant of fiagile form. 

Fir’d by ardent suns to birth. 

Shrinks before the whelming storm. 

Withering, dies and sinks to earth. 

Friendship, like a noble river. 

Bolls its stately waters by ; 

Tempest toss’d and troubled never. 

Gliding to eternity. MS 
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FBOWK& 

Unknit tliat tkreat'ning unkind brow. 

It blots tby beauty, as irosts bite the meads. SL Tam^ 8. v, 2 
KBTOALITY. 

Live with a thrifty, not a needy fate ; 

Small shots, paid often, waste a vast estate, Serncl*, 256 

funeral. 

But see I the well-plum’d hearse comes nodding on. 

Stately and slow ; and properly attended 
By the whole sable tribe, that painful watch 
The sick man’s door, and live upon the dead, 

By letting out their persona by the hour 
To mimic sorrow when the heart’s not sad. Blair, Grave, 156 
Of all 

The fools who flock’d to swell or see the show. 

Who car’d about the corpse ? The funeral 
Mode the attraction, and the black the woe ; 

There throbb’d not there a thought which pierc’d the pall. 

B^ron, yieumofJudgn^ntf x, 

FTTSTIAR. 

And he, whose fustian’s so sublimely had, 

It is not poetry, but prose run mad. Bojje, Sat ProL 187. 
FCmrEITY — see Fate. 

If you can look into the seeds of time, 

And say which grain will grow, and which will not ; 

Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear 
A our favours nor your hate. Sh* Mac, i. 3. 

O heaven ! that one might read the book of fate, 

And see the revolution of the times 
Make mountains level, and the^ continent, 

Weary of solid firmness, melt itself 

Into the sea. Sh. Men, IV, ii. iii. 1« 

O, if this were seen, 

The happiest youtli,— viewing his progress through, 

What perils past, what crosses to ensue, — 

Would shut the book, and sit him down and die. Xb, ii. lu. 1. 

O, that a man might know 
The end of this day’s business, ere it come 1 
But it sufficeth that the day will end. 

And then the end is known. 8h, Jul, C, v, ^ 

The dread of something after death. 

That undiscover’d country, firom whose bourn 
No traveller returns, puzzles the will. 

And makes us rather hoar those ills we liave, 

Than flj to others, that we know not of. Sb. Ilam, iii, 1 
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FTOUEITY— /f. 

We know wliat wo aro, bafc know not wliat wo mij be. 

Sh, J£am. 17 . 6. 

Ask not bodies doomod to die* 

To wliat abode they go, 

Since knowledge is but sorrow's spy, 

It is not safe to know. DaoenatUj Philosopher and Looer. 

Snre there is none but fears a future state ; 

And when the most obd’rate swear they do not, 

Their trembling hearts belie their boasting tongues. 

I^rydeny Spanish Priar, 
Divines but peep on undisoover'd worlds, 

And draw the distant landscape as they please ; 

But who has e’er return’d from those bright regions. 

To tell their manners, and relate their laws ? ,iZ>. JXjn 8ebast» 

Too curious man ! why dost thou seek to know 
Events, which, good or ill, foreknown are woe P 
Th* all-seeing power, that made thee mortal, gave 
Thee every thing a mortal state should have. I>ri/den, 

What avails it that indulgent heaven 
Erom mortal eyes has wrapt the woes to come. 

If we, ingenious to torment ourselves, 

Grow pale at hideous fictions of our own P 

Armstrong, Art of Pres. Health, 4. 
Darkly we move, we press upon the brink 
Haply of viewless worlds, and know it not : 

Yes, it may be, that nearer than we think 

Are those whom death has parted firomourlot ! Mrs. Hemans, 

Let me, then let me dream 
That love goes with us to the shore unknown ; 

So o’er the burning tear a heav’nly gleam 

In mercy sliall be thrown. Mrs^ Hemans. 

Oh, there is need of permanent belief 
In that all equal world of joy to come I 
Need for such solace to the restless grief 
And heavy troubles of our earthly home I 
Else might our wand’ring reason blindly room. 

And ask, with all a heathen’s discontent. 

Why joy’s bright cup for some should sparkling foam. 

While others, not less worthy, still lament. 

And find the cup of tears the only portion sent. 

Hon. Caroline Norton^ Child of the Islands, 2L 
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GAIN. 

That, sir, wlncli serves and seeks for gain. 

And follows but for form. 

Will pack when it begins to rain. 

And leave thee in the storm. /f?//. Lear, il. 4 

AVliat is gotten with but little pain, 

A»< little grief it takes to lose again. ir. Brotene 

Bartering liis venal wit for sums of gold, 

1 1 0 east himself into the saint-like mould ; 

(troan’d, siuh’d, and pray'd, while godliness was gain, 

The loudest bagpipe of the squeaking train. Bvyden, 

GAIX. 

Let there be gall enough in thy ink, 

Thourli thou write with a goose-pen, no matter. 

&h. 1\ Night, III. 2. 

GAMBLING— GAHDTG—GAMESTEBS. 

Play not for gain, but sport ; who plays for more 
Than he can lose with pleasure, stakes his heart ; 

Perhaps his wife's too, and whom she liath borne. 1\ 

Some play for gain ; to pass time, others play 
For nothing ; both do play the fool. I say ; — 

I^or time nor coin I’ll lose, nor idly spend ; 

Who gets by play, proves loser in the end. HeatJh Clavasretia 

Could fools to keep tlieir own contrive, 

On what, on whom could gamesters thrive? 6? try, Fahle xii 

Look round, the wrecks of play behold. 

Estates dismember'd, mortgagd, sold ! 

Their owners now to jails connn'd, 

Show equal poverty of mind. Fahle xii 

Dice will run the contrary way. 

As well is known to all who play. 

And cards will conspire as in treason ; 

And what with keeping a hunting-box, 

EoUowinjf fox friends in flocks. 

Burgundies, hocks, From London Docks ; 

Stultz's frocks, Manton and Nock’s 

Barrels and locks, Shooting blue rocks, 

Trainers and jocks, Buskins and socks, 

Pugilistical knocks, And fighting cocks, 

If he found himself short in funds and stocks, 

rhymes will furnish the reason. Sood, Mies Eiltnansegg 
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aABBEK. 

Who that Las reason and his smell. 

Would not among roses and jaammes dwell, 

“Rather than all his spirits choke 
With exhalations of dirt and smoke. 

And all th’ uncleanness which does drown 
In pestilential clouds a populous town ! Cowley, the Garden. 
God the first garden made, and the first city, Cain. Ih, Garden. 
His gardens next your admiration call, 

On every side you l<wk, behold the wall I 
No pleasing intricacies intervene, 

No i^rtful wildness to perplex the scene ; 

Grove nods at grove, each alW has a brother, 

And half the platform just reflects the other ; 

The suffering eye inverted nature sees, 

Trees cut to statues, statues thick as trees ; 

With here a fountain, never to be play’d. 

And there a summer-house that knows no shade. 

Pope, M. E. IV. 3. 

Who loves a garden loves a greenhouse too. Cowper, T. 
GABEICK 

If manly sense ; if nature link’d with art I 
If thorough knowledge of the human heart ; 

Jf powers of acting vast and unconfin’d ; 

If fewest faults with greatest beauties join'd ; 

If strong expression, and strange powers which he 
Within the magic circle of the eye ; 

If feelings vihicli few hearts, like liis, can know, 

And w'liich no face so well as his can show, 

Deserve the preference ; Garrick I take the chair. 

Nor quit it till thou place an equal there. Ckurr/nfl, Bog. loSl . 
Here lies David Garrick — describe him who can, 

An abridgment of all tliat was pleasant in man. 

As an actor, confess’d without rival to shine ; 

Asa wit, if not first, in the very first lino ; 

Yet, with talents like these, and an excellent heart. 

The man had his failings — a dupe to his art. 

Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he spread. 

And beplaster’d with rouge his own natural red. 

On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting ; 

'Twas only that when he w as off*, he tjs as acting. 

Gvidgmit/i, Betallaflon. 93. 

Our Garrick’s a salad ; for in him vre see 

Oil, vinegar, sugar, and saltncss agree. Qoldgmiik, Ih. 11 
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GENERALSHIP. 

Those tliat saro themselves and iiy, 

Go halves* at least, i* th’ victory ; 

And sometime, wlion tlie loss is smallj 
And danger great, they cliallenge all ; 

]?rint new additions to their feats. 

And emendations in gazettes ; 

And when, for fiirious haste to run, 

They durst not stay to fire a gun, 

Have done ’t with bonfires, and at home 

Made squibs and crackers overcome. Butler ^ Hud. 8, in. ^0. 

Armies of fearful hearts will scorn to yield, 

If lions be their captains in the field. Ahpx, Crescy. 

G£NEB0SITY<-«<!9 Benevolence, Bounty, Charity. 

Thou cau*st not rcaeli (he light that I shall find ; 

A gen’rous soul is sunshine to the mind. Howard^ Teslal Tirg. 
They that do 

An act that does deserve requital, 

Pay fii-st themselves the stock of such content, 

I5^ature has given to every worthy mind. Ih. Blind Lady. 
The secret pleasure of a generous act 
Is the great mind’s great bribe. Btyden. 

GBinxrs. 

Time, place, and action, may with pains be wrought, 

Put genius must be bom, and never can be taught. 

B^deuy to Congreve^ on the Bonhle Dealer. 
One science only will one genius fit, 

So vast is art, so narrow human wit : 

Like kings, we lose tlie conouests’ gain’d before, 

By vain ambition still to malce them more. B. C. i 60. 

Genius ! thou gift of Heaven I thou light divine I 
Amid ^Iiat dangers art thou doom’d to shine. 

Olh VI ill the body's weakness check thy force, 

Oft damp thy vigour, and impede thy course ; 

And trembling nerves compel thee to restrain 
Thy nobler efforts to contend with pain ; 

Or want, sad guest! within thy presence come, 

And breathe around her melancholy gloom. Crahhe 

His was the gifted eye, which grace still touch’d 
As if vdth second nature ; and Jiis dreams, 

His cliildish dreams, were lit by hues of heaven—^ 

llkoie which make Genius. L. E. London. 
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GBimElfAir— Gharacter, Man. 

His years are young, btit liis e^eiience old ; 

His nead uninollow*d, but bis judgment ripe ; 

And, in a word (for far behind his worth 
Come all the praises tliat I now bestow), 

He is complete in feature, and in mind, 

With all good grace to grace a gentleman. S7t, Tioo n. 4 
I do not think a braver gentleman, 

More aetive-valiant, or more valiant-yoiuig. 

More daring, or more bold, is now alive. 

To grace this latter age with nobler deeds. SA. Hen^iv, l,v.l 
A SM eeter and a lovelier gentleman, 

Pi*am d in tlie prodigality of nature, 

Toiing, valiant, vise, ana, no doubt right royal ; 

'I'lio spacious world cannot again afford. S/i, Sic. iii, i. 2. 
Ho hears liim like a portly gentleman ; 

And, to say truth, Verona brags of him. 

To be a virtuous and well-govem’d youth. 8h^ Row* Juf. i. 5. 
We are gentlemen. 

That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes, 

Envy the great, nor do the low despise. 8It. Pericles^ ii. 3, 
Nor stand so much on your gentility, 

“OTnch is an airy, and mere boiTOw’d thing, 

Eroni dead mems dust and bones ; and none of yonrs, 
Except you make, or hold it. JB* Joino7i,Ro. Man in hs JELum, 
"When Adam delv’d and Eve span, 

Whe “1 as then a gentleman P Pf*gf/Cs Curialta Mine, 173. 
Tho’ modest, on his unembarrass’d brow 
Nature bad written — Gentleman. Bjfron, D. J* ix. 83. 

He had then the grace, too rare in every clime, 

Of being, without alloy of fop or beau, 

A finished gentleman from top to toe. JJyro??, J). J. xii. 8 1*. 
Whom do we dnb as gentlemen ? The knave, tho fool, the 
brute — 

If they but own full tithe of gold, and wear a courtly suit I 

Riza Cook, Poems* 

CtEKTIENTESS. 

What would you have P your gentleness sliall force 
More than your force move us to gentleness. Sh. As Y* L* ii.7. 
aXOGEAPEY. 

So geographers, in Afric mags. 

With savage pictures fill their gaps, 

And o’er unhabitable downs 

Place elephants for want of tovns. Smft, Voetf^y^ a Rhapsody 
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GEOLOGT — ailTTS. 


GEOLOOT. 

And in tliat rocTc are shapes of shells, and forms 
Of creatures in old worlds, of nameless worms, 

Wliose generations lived and died ere man, 

A worm of other class, to crawl began. Crah}^ 

GHOSTS — » e Apparition, SjdritSf Courage, Haring. 

Avaunt ! and quit my sight 1 let the e^h hide thee 1 
Thy bones are marrow less, thy blood is cold ; 

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes. 

Which thou dost glare with ! Sh. Maeb iii. 4. 

Thou eanst not say, I did it : never shake 
Thy gory locks at mo. Sli. Mach. m. 4. 

What may ihis mean, 

That thou, dead eors**, aaain in com)>lote steel 
Itevisit’st thus t'le glimj)8«*8 of the moon. 

Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature 
So liorridly to shake our disposition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our sou's P SL JIam» i. 4 

Angels and ministers of grace, defend us !— 

Be thou a spint of health, or goblin damn'd, 

Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from hell, 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou comost in such questionable shape 

That I will speak to thee. 8h. Ham, i. 4. 

Spirits when they please 
Can either sex assume, or both ; so soft 
And uncompounded is their essence pure. Milton^ P. L, 1.423. 

Some have mistaken blocks and posts, 

For spectres, apparitions, ghosts, 

With saucer-eyes and horns ; and some 

Have heard the devil beat a drum. Butler, Hud, 2, i. 129. 

He shudder’d, as no doubt the bravest cowers 
When lie can’t tell what ’tis that doth appal. 

How odd a single hobgoblin’s nonentity 

Should cause more fear than a whole host's identity. 

Buron, D, Jt, xvi. 12G, 

GIFTS. 

Wear tliis for me ; one out of suits with fortune, 

That would give more, but that her hand lacks means. 

8lt. M r,Z,i, 2. 

She prises not such trifles as these are : 

The gifts she looks from me, are pack’d and lock’d 
Up in my heart ; which I have given already. 

But not deliver’d. 8/i, IVtnt, Zl iv. 4 
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GIFTS — continued. 

Win lier with girts, if she respect not words : 

Dumb jewels often, in their sUent kind, 

More tnan quiok words, do more a woman’s mind. 

SL Two a. Ill, 1. 

To the noble mind, 

Eich gifts wrx poor, when gircrs prore unkind. Sh.JIamJii.l, 
Gifts stink from some, 

They are so long a coming, and so hard. 

Where any deed is forc’d the grace is marr’d. 

Sen Johsoti, Undei'icood^. 

He ne’er consider’d it as loth. 

To look a gift horse in the mouth, 

And very wisely w’ould lay forth 

Ho more upon it than ’twas worth. Bailer^ Hudn 1, i. 480. 
Saints themselres will sometimes be. 

Of gifts that coat them nothmg, free. Butler, Bkd, 1, r. 405. 
A man may bo a legal donor. 

Of anything w'heroof he’s owner. Butler, JSud. 2, i. 679. 

Accept of this ; and could I add beside 

What wealth the rich Pemrian mountains hide ; 

If all the gems in Eastern rooks were mine. 

On thee alone their glittering pride should shine. lyttelion, 
GIPSIES. 

Gipsies, who every ill con cure. 

Except the ill of beii>.: poor : 

Who charms ’gainst : .^ve and ajnies sell, 

Who can in hen-roobi, “.t f. a spell. 

Prepar’d by arts, to them best known, 

To catch all feet except their own ; 

Who, as to fortune, can unlock it, 

As easily as pick a pocket. ChnrcMlL 

GHUDLE. 

A narrow compass I and yet there 
Dwelt all that ^8 good, and all that’s fair ! 

Give me but what tliis ribbon bound, 

Take all the rest the sun goes round. WalUr, On a Girdle. 

GLOOM. 

Where glowing embers through the room 

Tea(^ light to counterfeit a gloom. Milton, JX JP ens. 70 

We talk of love and pleasure -but ’tis all 

A tale of falsehood. Life’s made up of gloom ; 

Tho fairest scenes are clad in ruin’s pall, 

The loveliest pathway leads but to the tomb. T. O. 

O 
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OliOXT. 


6I0EY, AUBinOK, FAME. 

When the moon shone we did not ^ee the eandle, 

So doth the greater glory dim the less. SL Jtf. of Ten, r, 1. 
Glory is lite a circle in the water. 

Which never cease th to enlarge itself, 

Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to nougtit. 8h, JS. VI, i 2« 
Keren any state 

Could rise, or stand, without the thirst of glory 
Of noble works, as well the mould as stoiy. 

For else what goremor would spend his days 
In envious travel for the public good ? 

Who would, in books, search after dead men’s ways! 

Or, in the war, what soldier lose his blood H 

JF. Qreoille, Lord BroolcBt Fame and Honour 

Glory, like glow-worms, afar off shine bright. 

But look’d too near, hare neither heat nor light. 

■ Webster l^chess of Ma?fp, 

I make no liaste to bare my numbers read ; 

Seldom comes glory till a man be dead. Hern**1e, Ajp* 115. 

Th* extremes of glory and of shame. 

Like east and west, become the same, 

Ko Indian Prince has to his palace 

More folWers than a thief to the gallows, Biiiler,Hud,2,i,^}, 
Great conquerors greater glory gain 
By foes in triumph led than slain j 
The laurels that adorn their brows, 

Are pulled from living, not dead, boughs. Ib, 1, ii. 1065 
If glory was a bait that angels swallow’d. 

How then could souls alloyed to sense resist ii.J)ryden, Auren. 
Who pants for gloiy finds but short repose, 

A breath revives liun, or a breath o’ertnrows. 

t Fojfe, Im/t. tf Horace, 2, i. 30r>. 

Of some for glory such the boundless rage. 

That they’re the blackest scandal of their ago. Young iSat,iy,Qb, 
To glory some advance a lying claim, 

'lliivves of renown, and pilferers of fame ; 

Their front supplies what their ambition lacks : 

They know a thousand lords, behind their backs. Ih, m. 87 

The boost of heraldry, the pomp of power, 

And all that beauty, all tliat wealth e’er gave, 

Await alike th* inevitable hour. 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave I Ghrag^ Hfegg ix. 
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G^LOBY — contintud, 

Gloiy, the casual gift of thouglxtlesa crowds I 
Glory, the bribe of araricious \nrtue i JDr. 

Fame points the course, and glory leads the way. 

Alfred, in. 203. 

For the life of a Fox, of a Cliatham the death, 

Wliat censure, what danger, what woe would I bravo I 
Their lives did not end when they yielded their breath, 

Their glory illumines the gloom of the grave. Bj/roiu 

Sound, sound the clarion, fill the fife, 

To all the sensual world proclaim, 

One crowded hour of glorious life 

Is wortli an age without a name. Scotty 0’ ? MorUihhj^ xxxiVi 
Glory darts her soul-pervading ray 
On thrones and cottages, regardless still 
Of aU the artificial, nice distinctions 
Vain human customs make. Ranuah 

Our glories float between the earth and heaven 
Like clouds that seem pavilions of the sun. 

And are the playthings of the casual u ind. Bulieer,, Bichelhu* 
eiOY^-WOBH •^see Homing. 

The glow-worm shows tlio matin to bo near, 

And 'gins to pale his unefiectual fire. Sh. Ilam, i. 5. 

Among the crooked lanes, on e\^ery hedge. 

The glow-worm lights his gem ; and thro’ the dark. 

A moving radiance twinkles. Thomson, Summer, 1650. 

Dinner. Dining, Greediness. 

^'B.o is a very valiant trenclier-nian. SJt, 3/". Ado, i. 1. 

Fat paunclics have lean pates, and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankrupt quite tlie wits. 

Sh, X. X. TdO^t, I. 1. 
Swinish gluttony 

ITe'er looks to Heav’n amid.st his gorgeous feast. 

But with besotted, base ingratitude 

Crams, and blasphemes his feeder. Millon^ Comnsj 770, 
Their various cares in one great point combine, 

The business of their lives -that is, to dine. You)l^,8ut, ni 75. 

Beyond the sense 
Of light refection, at tlie genial board 
Indulge not often ; nor proti-aot the feast 
To dull satiety ; till soft and slow 
A drowsy death creeps on, th* expansive soul 
Oppress’d, and smotlier d the celestial fire. Arnitb'ong, 2 

Q 2 
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GLrTTOKT— GOD, 


GLUTTOKY — cnntimtcd. 

Some men are bom to feast, and not to figlit ; 

Whose sluiTt^ish mind^, e*en in fair honour’s field. 

Still on their dinner turn — 

Let sucli pot-boilin^ij rarlets stay at home. 

And wiela a llesk-hook rather than a sword. 

Juanrta Baillie, Basil 

GOD— Deity, Omnipotence, Providence. 

lie that dotli the ravens feed, 

Yea, providently caters for the sparrow. 8h, As Y. Z. ii. 3 
Ojir God and soldier we alike adore, 

W'hen at the brink of ruin, not before ; 

A fter doHv’rancc botli alike requited, 

Oar God forafotten, and our soldiers slighted. Quarles. 
God and the doctor we alike adore, 

]5at only when in danger, not before ; 

The danger o’er, both are alike requited, 

God is forgotten, and the doctor slighted. Owen, Eplgr. 

God, who oft descends to visit men 

Unseen, and through their habitation walks 

To mark tlieir doings. ILhon, P. Z. sit. 60. 

God never made his work for man to meud.I>/;ydew, Zp.siii.95. 

All are but parts of one stupendous whole. 

Whose body Ilaturo is, and God the soul. Pope, E^s. M. I.2C7. 
Who sees with equal eye, as God of all, 

A liero peribh, or a sparrow fall, 

Atoms on systems into ruin hurled, 

And now a bubble burst, and now o world. Pope^ E. M r. 87. 

Thou art, O God, the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see ; 

Its glow by day, its smile by nigbt, 

Are but reflections caught from Thee : 

Where’er we turn, Tliy glories shine. 

And all things fair and bright are thine. TJiOs Moore, Songs, 
When God reveals his march tlirough nature’s night, 

His steps are beauty, and Ins presence light. Z Monfgomeri/, 
But know, whatever good or ill betides, 

The rolling v heel of Fate, 'tis God who guides. 

Fro^n the Persian qfFcrthi^i 
That there's no God, J ohn gravely swears. 

And quotes, in proof, his o^^ u affairs ; 

For how should such an atheist thrive, 

If there was any God alive, M/frtial, West Bev. Ap 1853 



GODS — GOLD. 


229 


GOBS. 

ImmorttQ gods ! I crave no pelf ; 

I pray for no man, but myself. 

Grant I may never prove so fond 
To trust Tnan on Tn*s oatb or bond • 

Or a liarlot, for her weeping ; 

Or a dog, that seems a-slccping ; 

Or a keeper witli my freedom ; 

Or my friends, if 1 should need *om. Sh, Timon, i, 2. 

QOLD^see Apparel, Avarice, Uoney, Blokes, Treasure 
All that glistens is not gold. 

Often Lave you heard that told; 

Many a man his life hath sold; 

But my outside to behold SJi. Mer, of Ten. ii. 7 

How quickly nature falls into revolt, 

When gold becomes her object ! 

For this the foolish over-careful fathers 

Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their brams with care, 

Their bones with industry. 

For this they have engrossed and pil'd up 
The canker’d heaps of strange-achieved. gold ; 

For this tliey have been thoughtful to invest 
Tlieir sons with arts and martial exercises ; 

Wlien, like the bee, cuUing from every flower 
The -vurtuous sweets ; 

Our thighs all pack’d with wax, our mouths with honey. 

We bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees, 

Are murUicr’d for our pains. Sit. Sen. iv. 2, iv. 4 

0 thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce 
’Twixt natural son and sire ! the bright dofiler 
Of B[ymen*s pxircst bod I thou valiant Mars I 
Thou ever young, fresh, loved, and delicate wooer. 

Whose blush dotli thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Hian’s lap ! thou visible god, 

That solderest close impossibilities, 

And mak’st them kiss ! that speak’ st with every tongue 
To every purpose I O thou touch of hearts 
Think tny slave, man, rebels ; and, by thy virtue, 

Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire I Sit. Timon, iv. "d 

Gold ; worse poison to men’s souls. 

Doing more murders in this loathsome world. 

Than tlioso poor compounds that thou may st not sell. 

SIi. Bom. y. 1. 
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GOLD— QOLDSMiriT. 


'Tis ffolil 

Which huj’S admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and mahei 
Diana’s ranj^ers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to tlie stand o’ the stealer ; and 'ids gola 
Wliich malces the true man kill'd, and saves the thief ; 

Nay, sometimes hangs both thief and true man : What 
Can it not do, and undo P Sh, Ct^mb, ii. 3 


Gold is the strength, the sinews of the world ; 

The health, the soul, the beauty most divine ; 

A mask of gold liides all deformities ; 

Gold is heaven’s physic, life’s restorative. Belcher. 

Provide what money, and what arms you can. 

Who has the gold, shall never want the man. Baron, Mirza. 


Judges and senates liave been bought for gold ; 

Esteem and love were never to be sold. JPope, E. M. iv, 187. 
O cursed lust of gold ! vhen for fhy sake 
The fool throws uj) his interest in both worlds ; 

First starved in this, then damn’d in that to come ! 


Because its blessings are abus’d, Blair, Grave, 

Must gold be censur’d, curs’d, accus’d ? 

Even virtue’s self by knaves is made 

A cloak to carry on the trade. Gay, Fable vi. 

Can gold calm passion, or make reason shine r 
Can we dig peace, or wisdom, from the mine ? 

AVisdom to gold prefer ; for *tis much less 

To make our fortune, than our happiness. Young, L. F. Sat.YU 


Thou more than stone of the philosopher I 
Thou touchstone of philosophy hersmf ! 

Thou bright eye of tiie mine I Thou load- star of 

Tlie soul ! Thou true magnetic pole, to which 

All hearts point duly north, like trembling needles I Byron. 

Gold ! gold ! in all ages tlie curse of mankind, 

Tliy fetters are forced for the soul and tlio mind : 

The hmbs may be free as the wings of a bird, 

And the mind be the slave of a look and a word. 

To gain thee, men barter eternity’s crown, 

Yield honour, adection, and lastmg renown. Farh Benjamin. 
GOLDSXTEH. 


Are these the choice dishes the doctor has sent us P 
Is this the great poet whose works so content us P 
This Goldsmith’s fine feast, who has written fine books ? 
Heaven sends us good meat— but the Devil sends cooks. 

Garrick, On GoldsmiWs BetaliatUm 



GOOD, aOODSTESS— GOOD NIGIir, 281 

OOOS^ GOODNESS — sec EenerolexLce, Bounty. 

May he live 

Longer tlmn 1 have time to tell liis years. 

Ever beloved, and loving, may his nile be ! 

And, when old time shall lead him to his end, 

Goodness and he fill up one monument! SJL Ken. vnu ii. 1. 
It is a kind of good deed to say well. 

And yet words are not deeds. iS%. Rtii rm* iii. 2. 

Gnod the more 

Communicated, more abundant grows. Milton^ P. L v. 71, 

The good man may be weak, be indolent, 

Nor is his claim to riches, but content, 

And grant the bad what happiness he would ; 

One he must want, w'hich is, — ^to pass for good. Pope JE. M. 
Who does the best his circumstance allows. 

Does well, acts nobly ; angels could no more.Pi>K»y,2VlP.ii.90. 
The good are better made by ill. 

As odours crush’d are better still. Rogers^ Jacqueline^ et. 3. 
Hard was their lodging, homely was their food, 

Eor all the luxury of doing good. Garth, Claremont, 148. 

Oh, sir! thejgood die first, 

And they whose hearts are dry as summer’s dust, 

Bum to the socket. Wordsworth^ The Mxcurtion, x. 21. 

GOOD DEEDS. 

Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet and blossom in the dust. 

J. Shirley, JDeaWs Final Conquest, 1! r. 
Blessings ever wait on virtuous deeds. 

And, though a late, a sure reward succeeds. 

Congreve^ Mourning Pride, v, 12. 
GOOD NATT7EE— Eorgiveness. 

'Tis good-nature only wins the heart : 

It moulds the body to an easy grace. 

And brightens every feature or the face : 

It smooths tli’ unpolish'd tongue with eloquence, 

And adds persuasion to the finest sense. StillingfleeL 

Heroic, stoic Cato, the sententious, 

Who lent his lady to his friend Hortensius Byron, D. J, vi. 7. 

GOOD NIGHT. 

At once, good night ; 

Stand not upon the order of your going. 

But go at once. 


Sh. Mach. III. 4 
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GOOD KIGUT — GRAUE, 


GOOD SnOHT — cdvifhnvd. 

Good niijht ! j^ood ni^lit ! parting is sucli sweet sorrow, 

Tliat I aliall say good night till it be morrow. SIu Bom. ii. 2 
Look, tlie world’s comforter, with weary gait. 

His day’s hot task hath ended in the west : 

The oi\ I, night s lierald, shrieks ; ’tis very late ; 

The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest ; 

And coal-black clouds, that shadow heaven’s light, 

])o summon us to part, and bid good night. Sh.Ven, ^ A J. BO 
To all, to each, a fair good night. 

And pleasing dreams, and slumbers light. ScoU, 3rarmhn, vi. 
GOTDENJKCEINT— Sings. 

Each petty hand 

Can steer a ship becalm’d ; but he lluit will 
Govern and carry her to her ends, must know 
His tides, his currents, how to shift his sails ; 

What she will bear in fold, what in fair weathoi*s j 
Where her springs are, her leaks, and how to stop them ; 
What strands, what slieives, wliat rocks do threaten her. 

Ben Jbneon, Caiiline. 

He that would govern others, first should bo 

The master of himself, richly endued 

With depth of understanding, height of knowledge. 

All countries ore a wise man’s home, 

And so are governments to some, 

Who change them for the same intrigues 
That statesmen use in breaking leagues ; 

While others in old faiths and troths. 

Look odd, as out-of-fashion’d clothes Butler^ JTud.iii. ii.l 293. 
For forms of government let fools contest ; 

Whate’er is best administer’d is best Pope, E. Jlf. iir. 303. 
May you, my Cam, and Ids, preach it long ! 

The nglit divine of kings to govern wrong. Ib. Ban. iv. 1S8. 

The man, whom heaven ^points 
To govern others, should himself first learn 
To bend his passions to the sway of reason. Thomson, 

For just experience tells in every soil, 

That those who think must gv/veni those who toil. 

Goldsmith^ Tra^tielUv. 

GSACnS— Beauty. 

To some kind of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies. 

O what a world is this, when what is comely 

'^venoms him that bears it. Sk. As Y. X. ii. S 



«TIACE — GRACE BEFORE MEAT. 


QiSiAXSE^contiuited, 

Wlion onco our g^o we liave forgot, 

Notking goes ri^t. S7i. M.for *1/. it. 4. 

The lustre in your eye, keavon in your ckeek, 

Pleads your fair usage. Sh, 2V»aj7. iv. 4. 

Tliere’s a language in ker eye, ker ckeek, ker lip, 

Nay, ker foot speaks. S7u TroiL iv. 6, 

See wkere ske comes, apparol’d like tke spring , 

Graces ker subjects. jSA. Peric, i. 1. 

Gb^*.e was in all ker stops, keaven in her eye. 

In every gesture dignity and love. Mdtonj P. f, viii. 4S8. 

Cause, grace, and virtue are witkin 
Prokibited degrees of kin ; 

And tkerefore no true saint allows 

They should be suffer’d to espouse. Butler ^ PEud. iii. i. 1293. 
Mature ske was — 

Grace shaped ker limbs, and beauty deck'd kor face. Prior, 

Grace is a plant, where’er it grows. 

Of pure and heavenly root ; 

Put fairest in the youngest shows. 

And yields the sweetest fruit. Co toper, 

A lovelier nymph the pencil never drew ; 

Por the fond graces form’d her easy mien. 

And heaven’s soft azure in her eye was seen. Salley, 

A foot more light, a step more true, 

N e’er from the heath-flower dash’d the dew. Scot t, L. of L.XS. 
Time’s wing but seem’d, in stealing o’er. 

To leave her lovelier than before. AToore* 

Her grace of motion and of look, the smooth 
And swimming majesty of step and tread. 

The symmetry of form and feature, set 
The soul afloat, even like delicious airs 
Of flute and harp. MihnaTi, 

OTtAfT R before HDBATsde Blgestioa, TUdSSt, 

A good digestion to you all : and, once more, 

I shower a welcome on you; welcome all. S/i, PEen, viii, i. 4. 

Some hae meat that canna eat ; 

And some would eat that want it ; 

But wo hae meat, and we can eat, 

Sae let the Lord be thank it. Burns, Grace before Meat. 



OBA.U]CAit— GRATA 


2d4 

OBAJtBflCAB — ^Nine Parts of Speeeli. 

Three little words you often see, 

Are articles — a, an, and the ; 

A nouns the name of anything, 

As school, or garden, hoop, or swing; 

Adjectives tell the kind or noun. 

As groat, small, pretty, white or brown ; 

Instead of nouns the pronouns stand— 

Her head, his face, your arm, my hand ; 

Verhs tell of something to be done, 

To read, count, sing, laugli, jump, or run ; 

How things are done the adverbs tell. 

As slowly, quickly, ill, or well ! 

Conjunctions join the words together. 

As men and women, wind or weather ; 

The stands before 

A noun, as in, or through a door ; 

The f-nterjecUon shows surprise, 

As Oh ! how pretty. Ah I now wise ; 

The whole are called nine parts of speech. 

Which reading, WTiting, speaking teach. American, 

GBATTrOPE— Thanks. 

What can 1 pay thee for this noble usage. 

But grateful praise P So hear’n itself is paid ! Bowe, Tamerl, 

He tliat hath nature in him, must be grateful ; 

'Tis tlie Creator’s primary great law 

That links the cham of beings to each other. Madden,Themist, 

To the generous mind 
Tlie heaviest debt is that of gratitude, 

When ’tis not in our power to repay it. FranMin, Matilda. 

Sweet is the breath of vernal shower. 

The bee’s collected treasures sweet. 

Sweet music’s melting fall, but sweeter yet 

The still small peace o? gratitude. Q-raif, Ode vir. 5. 

Peath. 

An old man, broken with the storms of state, 

Is come to lay liis w'eaiw bones among ye, 

Give him a little earth for charity. 8h, Sen. vm. iv. 2. 

One destin’d period men in common have, 

Tlie great, the base, the coward, and the brave, 

All good alike for worms, companions in the mve. 

Lansdowne on Deaik. 
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6BAVE — eoNiijitied. 

I envy not such grtivos ns take up room, 

Merely with jet and porphyry ; since a tomb 
Adds no desert ; wisdom, tliou thing divine, 

Convert my humble soul into thy shrine ; 

And then this bodv, though it want a stone, 

bhaJl dignify all places where *tis thrown. JT. Oxhoi^ne, 

The grave, dread thing ! 

Men shiver when thou’rt named ; Nature appdrd. 

Shakes oflTher wonted firmness. Mair, Grave, 9. 

Here all the mighty troublers of the earth, 

Who swam to sovereign rule through seas of blood ; 

Th' oppressive, sturdy, man-destroying villains, 

Who ravag’d kingdoms, and laid empires waste, 

And in a cruel wantoniiess of power 

Tliinn’d states of half their people, and gave up 

To want the rest ; now, hke a storm that’s spent. 

Lie hush’d. Hiair, Gra^je, 209. 

^ Fnder ground 

Precedency’s a jest ; vassal and lord, 

Grossly familiar, side by side consume. Blair, Grave, 230. 
When self esteem, or other’s adulation. 

Would cunningly persuade us we were something 
Above the common level of our kind ; 

The grave gainsays the smooth comploxion’d flattery. 

And with blunt truth acquaints us wliat we are. 

Blair, Grauo, 233. 

llere the o’orloadod slave flings down his burden 
From his ^ll’d shoulders ; and when the stern tyrant, 

With all his guards and tools of power about him, 

Is meditating new, unheard-of hardships, 

Mocks his shoit arm, and, quick as thought, escapes 
Where tyrants vex not, and the weary rest. Blair, Grave, 504. 
There is a calm for those who weep, 

A rest for weary pilgrims found, 

They softly lie and sweetly sleep 

Low in the ground. James Montgomery, 

Our lives are rivers, gliding free 
To that un fathom’d, boundless sea. 

The silent grave I 

Thither all earthly pomp and boast 
Poll, to be swallowed up and lost 
la one dark wave. 


Longfelloiv, Poems, 
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GEATE — eontiiimd, 

I like that ancient Saxon phrase ^hich calls 
The burial-ground, God’s Acre ! It is just ; 

It consecrates each grave Tiithin its walls, 

And breathes a benison o’er the sleeping dust. 

Into its furrows shall we all be cast, 

In the sure faith that we shall rise aojain 
At the great harvest when the Archangel’s blast 
Shall winnow, like a fan, the chaff and grain. Longfdlou 

Art is long, and time is fleeting, 

( And our hearts, though stout and brave, 

' StiU, like muiEed drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. LongfelJoto 

GEEATNESS -see Ambition, Authority, Farewell, Honour. 

■ Some are bom great, some acliiovo greatness. 

And some have greatness thrust upon them. SIu T. N, ii. 5. 

Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne’er be quiet, 

For every pelting, petty officer 

Would use bis heaven for thunder; nothing hut thunder. 

Sh, M.for M* II. 2. 

Great men may jest with saints : *tis wit in tlicni, 

But in the less, foul profanation. 

That in the captain’s but a choleric word, 

Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. Sh. M, for Af. ii. 2. 

Heaven knows, I had no such intent ; 

But that necessity so bow’d the state, 

That I and greatness were compell’d to kiss. S7u K, /r.2, in.l. 
Small curs are not regarded when they grin ; 

But great men tremble, when the lion roars. Bh, S. Tl, 2,iii.l, 
*Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune. 

Must fall out with men too. What the declined is, 

He shall as soon read in the eyes of others, 

As feel in his own fall ; for men, like butterflies. 

Show not their mealy wings but to tho summer. 

Sh, Trail, iir. 3 

Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world 

Like a Colossus ; and we petty men 

Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 

To find ourselves dishonourable graves. Sh, Jul. C. i. 2. 

Eightly to be groat, 

Is, not to stir without great argument ; 

But greatly to find quarrffi in a straw. 

When honour’s at the stake. 


Sh, Ham, IT. t 
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OBEA.TKE33 ^continnsd. 

Tlie miglitier inxa, tke mightier is the thing 
That makes him honoured, or begets him hate ; 

For greatest scandal waits on present state. 

The moon, being clouded, presently is missed. 

But little stars miy liide them when they list. 

The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in mire, 

And unpereeivod fly with the filth away, 

B’ltif the like the snow-white swan desire. 

The stain upon his silver down will stay. Sk. B, of Liu,. lOOt 
Greatness, with private men 
Esteem’d a blessing, is to a curse ; 

And we, whom from our high births they conclude 
The only freemen, arc the only slaves. 

Happy the golden mean. Mussingar. 

At whoso sight all the stars 

Hide their diminished heads. Milton^ P. Z. iv. 31. 

Greatness, thou gaudy torment of our souls, 

The wise man’s fetter, and the rage of fools. Otwa^, AleiL 
A brave man struggling with the storms of fate, 

And greatly falling with a falling state. Pope^BroL to Ad. Oato. 

Teach me, like thee, in various nature wise, 

To fall with dignity, with temper rise ; 

Form’d by the converse, happily to steer 

From grave to gay, from lively to severe. Pope^JE AT. 377-380. 

What is station high ? 

*Tis a proud mendicant ; it boasts, and begs ; 

It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 

And oft the throng denies its charity. Young^ JY. 1\ C. 

’Tis meet 

The great should have the fame of happiness, 
dlie consolation of a little envy ; 

*Tis aU their pay for those superior cares, 

Those pangs ot heart, their vassals ne’er can feel. 

Young ^ Brothers, r. 1 

Ho, who ascends to mountain-tops, shall find 
Their loftiest peaks most TVTapt m clouds of snow ; 

Ho, who surpasses or subdues mankind. 

Must look down on the hate of those below. 

Tho’ far aboA'e the sun of glory glow, 

And far beneath the cartli and ocean spread, 

Hound him are icy rocks, and loudly blow 

Contending tempests on his naked Load. Bgron, C. IL. iii. 45. 
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Gint imjt, ”‘'‘“‘*|,'2Si^iI’.‘^^i^>»"'' l» '*< *•* 

AuiUonty I 

Thy worsl«pp;d symbols 

Provoke men s iiioekcry, not Jeph^on, Bmganza 

The DOWcr to give creates ns oft our foes : 

ri in avTflV of state gives wings t* aspire ! 


Sicss in sway of state f ‘ 

Advancement feeds ambitio 




^^Mime'of the unforgotten brare ! _ 

Whose land, from plain to mounlain-wve, 

Was Freedom's home, or G'|o^ ® S^"' ’ 

Shrine of the mighty! can {‘be, ^ 

That this is all remains <>f thee . -S' 

Sd M^^on loSs^Staj 

Fair Greece ' sad relic of de^rted w^ 

Immortal, though no more , tuougn s ^ ^ ^ ^3 

Ar7ao bT hoping more, they have but leas , 

»«■* 2 ,„., 

So rages appetite ; if man can t mount 
Ho nil! descend. 
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QiREES DAYS. 

My salad days ; 

Wlien I was green in judgment. Sk, Ant 4* CUojk i. 5, 
OBEEK. 

Beside, *tis known lie could speak Greek, 

As naturally as pigs do squeak. Bailer^ End, 1, i. 51. 

He Greek and Latin speaks witli greater case 
Than hogs eat acorns, and tame pigeons peas. 

Cranjield'a Faueif^yu on Tom Cortaie. 
QiBIEF—see Consolation, Sorrow, Tbars, Weeping. 

Let us not burthen our remembrance 

With heaviness that’s gone. Sh» Temjp, v. i. 

Every one can master a grief but ho that has it SLM. Ado, iii. 2. 
Weep I cannot; 

But my heart bleeds. SL Wint T. iii. 3. 

What’s gone, and what’s past help. 

Should be past grief. Sh, Wint, T. iii. 2. 

A heavier task could not hare been impos’d, 

Thau i to speak my griefs unspeakable. Com, E i. 1. 

0, 1 could play the woman with mine eyes, 

And braggart with my tongue ! Sh, Macbeth, iv, 8. 

Each substance of a grief hath twenty shadows, 

Whidi show like grief itself, but are not so : 

For sorrow’s eye glazed with blinding tears. 

Divides one thing entire to many objects. 8b, Mich, it, u, 2. 

Of comfort no man can speak ; 

Let’s talk of graves, and worms, and epitaphs. 

Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 

Write sorrow on the bosom of tbe earth. Sh, Birh, ii. in. 2. 

My grief lies all within ; 

And these externm manners of laments 
Are merely shadows of the unseen grief 
That swells with silence in the tortured soul ; 

There lies tlie substance. S/t, Utch, n. iv 1. 

The tempest in mj mind 
Doth from my sonses tako all feeling else. 

Save what boats there. Sh* Lear, tti. 4. 

Sorrow, like a lieavy-hanging bell, 

Once sot on ringing, w ith his on n weight goes ; 

Then little strength rings out the dolefuTknell. Sh,It,ofL,\AS)^ 
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QlSXEE^^nitmted. 

Sr.me grief sliows mucli of loro. 

But muck of ^/ief shows still some want of wit. SL Rom, in. & 

You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 

As full of grief as ago ; wretched in both. Sh, Lear, ii. 4 

She shook 

The holy water from her heavenly eyes, 

And tlien retired, to deal with grief alone. SL Lear, iv. 3. 

Why, let the stricken deer go weep, 

The hart ungalled play : 

For some must watxjh, while some must sleep ; 

So runs the world away. SL Sam, iii. 2. 

What is he, whose grief 

Bears such an emphasis ? hose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the v ana ring stars, and makes them stand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers r* SL Ham, v. 1. 

When remedies are past, the griefs arc ended. SL OIL i. 3. 

The rohb’d that smiles, steals something from the thief ; 

He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief. SL 0th, i. 3. 

Grief hath two tongues ; and never woman yet 
Could rule them both, without ten women’s wit. 

SL Ten., f Ad, 1007, 

Tears quickly dry ; griefs will in time decay : 

A clear will come after a cloudy day. jSCerrich, ApL 240. 

What need a man forestall his date of grief, 

And run to meet what he would most avoid P Mdion Com, 362. 

I am dumb as solemn sorrow ought to be ; 

Could my griefs speak, the tale would Lave no end, 

Otvoay, Caius Marius, 

Oil ^ notliing now can please me ; 

Darkness and solitude, and sighs, and tears, * 

And all the inseparable train of griefs 

Attend my steps for ever. Drydeiu Amphitryon 

My soul lies hid in shades of grief, 

Whence, like the bird of night, with half-shut eyes, 

She poeps and sickens at the sight of day. den, Riv.La dies 

0 peaceful solitude ! 

Hero all things smile, and in sweet concert join — 

All but my thoughts, that still are out of tune. 

And break, like jarring strings, the harmony* Tate, Lop, Oen 
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GBFRF — continued, 

0, take me in a fellovr-mourner witk thee ; 

I’ll number groan for groan, and tear for tear; 

And when the fountains of thy eyes are dry, 

Mine shall supply the stream, and weep for both ! 

JRowe, J^a/r Penitent, 

The stream of gnof bears hard iipon his youth, 

And bends him, like adroopmg flower, to earth. Ib,F^.^i^'Ten, 

That eating canker grief, with wasteful spite 

Preys on the rosy bloom of youth and beauty. Ib. Ami. Stepm, 

Slie never sees the sun, but through her tears ; 

And wakes to sigh the live-long nights away. Ib. Jane Sb. v.l. 

A soul exasperated in ills, falls out 

With everything, its friend, itself. Adtlison, Cato. 

How vain all outward effort to supply 
The soul with joy ! The noontide sun is dark. 

And music discord, when the heart is low. Young. Broth, ii. 1. 

Who fails to grieve, when just occasion calls. 

Or grieves too much, deserves not to be blest — 

Inhuman or effeminate his heart. Young, N. 1\ 9. 

So many great 
Illustrious spirits have convers'd with woe. 

Have in her school been taught, as are enough 
To consecrate distress, and make ambition 
^Ev'n wish the frown beyond the smile of fortune. 

Thomson, Sophonisba, i. 4. 

'Tis impotent to grieve for what is past, 

And unavailing to exclaim. Havard, Scanderleg. 

/ (Whole years of joy glide unperceived away, 

[JVVhile sorrow counts the moments as they pass. Ib. 

StDl o’er these scenes my memory wakes 
And fondly broods with miser-care ; 

Time but th’ impression deeper makes, 

As streams their channels deeper wear ! Burns. 

pGriof should be the instructor of the wise ; 
j Sorrow is knowledge : they who know the most 
! Must mourn the deepest o' er the fatal truth, 

' The Tree of Knowledge is not that of Life. B$fron, Man. 1. 1. 

*^0 words suffice the secret soul to show, 

For tnith denies all eloquence to woe. Bgi^n^ Corsair, iii. 22 


u 
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GfilEF— 

Upon lier face tlierc* was the tint of fipriof, 

The settled shadow of an inward strife. 

And an unquiet drooping of the eye. 

As If its lid were charejed with unshed tears. jBj/ron, Dream, 
There comes 

For ever something between us and what 

We deem our happiness. Bj/ron, Sardanapalus 

Alas ! the breast that inly bleeds. 

Hath nought to dread from outward blow : 

Wlio falls from all he knows of bliss, 

Caies little into what abyss. Bpron^ Giaour, 

Nature hath assigned 
Two sovereign remedies for human grief, 

Iteligion, sweetest, firmest, first, and best. 

Strength to the weak, and to the wounded balm ; 

And strenuous action next. 8oui?if^, 

Half of the ills we hoard within our hearts 
Are ills because we hoard them. Proctor^ Mirandola^ iv, i. 
No future hour can rend my heart like this, 

Save that which breaks it. MatunUi Bertram^ iii. 2. 

A malady 

Preys on my heaii: that med’eino can not reach, 

Invisible and cureless Ih, iv. 2. 

Heaven oft in mercy smiles ev’n when the blow 

Severest is. Joanna Baillie, Orra. 

GBUDGE. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 8k, JM, of r.i.3. 
GEtriiCBLIirG— Complaint. 

Who nothing has to lose, the war bewails ; 

And he who nothing pays, at taxes rails. Congreve, 

GUESTS. 

Unbidden guests 

Are often welcomest when they are gone. Sh, Den, vx, 1, ii. 2. 
For I who hold sage Homer’s rule the best, 

Welcome the coming, speed the going guest. 

_ Pope, Imit. qf Horace, 2, II. 159 

WSTCLX^sec Conscience, Grime. 

Who has a breast so pure. 

But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets. and law-days, and in session sit 
Witli meditations lawful. 


Sh, Oik, III. 3. 
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ij^triLT — continued. 

Guiltiness will speak tliougli tongues were out of use. 

Sh, 0th, r. 1 

Guilt is tlie source of sorrow ; *tis the fiend, 

Til* avenging fiend that follows us behind 

With whips and stings. Soice. 

Let no man trust the first false step 
Of guilt ; it hangs upon a precipice, 

Whose steepdesccnt in last perdition e 2 \dA.YounffjBusiri»,iyA* 

He that acts unjustly, 

Is the worst rebel to himself, and tlio* now 
Ambition’s trumpet to the drum of power, 

Maj drown the sounds, yet conscience will one day 
Speak louder to Imn. Mavard, King Charles I, 

The guilty mind 

Debases the great image that it wears, 

And levels us v ith brutes. JTavard, Scanderheg, 

Such is the fate of guilt, to make slaves tools. 

And then to make/eiu masters— by our secrets. Ih, Rtgulas, 
Wlien haughty guilt exults with impious joy, 

Mistake shall blast, or accident destroy; 

Weak man witli erring rage may throw the dart, 

but heaven shall guide it to the guilty heart. Dr, Johnson, 

S low guilt, once harbour’d in the conscious breast, 
iitimidatcs the brave, degrades the great I Ih. L ene. 

But many a crime, deemed innocent on eartli, 

Is registered in Heaven ; and those, no doubt, 

Have each their record, with a curse annex’d. 

Coiojper, Task, vi. 43i>. 

Thon need’st not answer ; thy confession speaks 

Already redd’ning in thy guilty cheeks. Bgron, Corsair, 

To what gulphs 

A single deviation from the track 
Of human duties leads even those who claim 
The homage of mankind as their born due. 

And find it, till they forfeit it themselves. Bgron, Sarderiu 
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EABJT^ee Cnitonu 
All habits gather by unseen degrees, 

As brooks make rivers, rivers run to seas. Drj^den^ Omd^ x\ 
My verv chains and I grew friends, 

So much a long communion tends 
To make us what we are ; even I 

!Regain*d my freedom with a sigh. Pris, of Chillon 

Small habits well pursued betimes, 

May reach the dij^ity of crimes. jBT. More^ the Baa Blea 

TTATR —jag Tresses. 

She knows her man, and when you rant and swear, 

Can draw you to her with a single hair. JDruden, from Persiua, 
Her hair 

Jn ringlets rather dark than fair. 

Does down her ivory bosom roll, 

And hiding half adorns the whole. Prior, 

HAHfflHa. 

Go, go, be gone, to save your ship from wreck ; 
Wbiclrcannot perish, having thee on board, 

Being destined to a drier death on shore. 8h Tao G. 1. 1. 

HAPPINH8S. 

0, how bitter a thing it is to look 

Into happiness through another man’s eyes 1 8h, Aa Y, L, v. 2. 
Happyi in that we are not over-happy : 

On fortune s cap we are not the very button. 8h, Ham, ii. 2, 
They live too long, who happiness outlive : 

Por life and death are things indifferent ; 

Each to be chose, as either orings content. Bi'yden, lad, Bmp, 
Pix’d to no spot is happiness sincere, 

*ris no where to be found, or every where. Pope, JB,W, it. 15 
Beware what earth calls happiness ; beware 
All joys but joys that never can expire ; 

Who Duilds on loss than an immortal b^se, 

Pond as he seems, condemns his joys to death. Young, N, 1\ v, 
Ihe happy have whole days, and those -they choose ; 

G[he unhappy liave but hours, and those they lose. 

Ctbher, Double Gallant, v. 1 
Our aim is happiness, *tis yours, ’tis mine, 

He said, ’twas the pursuit of all that live ; 

Yet few attain it, if ’twas e’er attained. 

But they the widest wander from the mark, 

Who through the flowery path of sauntering joy 
Seek this coy goddess ; that from stage to st^e 
Invites us still, but shifts as we pursue Ar matting, A,P,H,vi 
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HAPPTITESS — HATE, HATRED. 

SAPPINESS — continued. 

If solid happiness we prize, 

Within our breast this jewel lies, 

And they are fools who roam ; 

The world has nothing to bestow, — 

From our own selves our joys must flow, 

And that dear hut our home. Cotton, Fireside^ 3. 

True happiness is not the growth of eartli, 

The soil is fruitless if you seek it tliore : 

*Tis an exotic of celestial birth. 

And never blooms but in celestial air. B. B, Sheri Jun. 

All who joy would wlu 

Must share it — happiness was bom a twin. Bj/ron, JD, J. II.172. 

It is ever thus with happiness : 

It is the gay to-morrow of the mind 

That never comes. JPrortor, Mirandola, iii. 1. 

All look for happiness beneath the sun, 

And each expects what God has given to none. Mrs, Norton, 

nappy medium. 

He knows to live who keeps the middle state, 

And neither leans on this side nor on that. Fope, Hor, 2, ii.61. 
HAEYEST. 

Then glory to the steel 
That shines in the reaper’s hand ; 

And thanks to God, who has bless’d the sod. 

And crowns the harvest land I JEliza Coolc„ 

HASTE. 

Farewell ; and le^ your haste commend your duty. 

Sh, Nam, i. 2 

Haste thee, Hymph, and bring with thee 
Jest and youthful jollity, 

S nips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 
ods and becks, and wreathed smiles. Milton^ L* All egrOt2J6, 
Festina lente, not too fast ; 

For haste, the proverb says, makes waste. 

Sunning togetlier all about. 

The servants put each other out, 

Till the great master had decreed, 

The more haste, ever the worst speed. ChirehUl, GJtosf, iv. 
HATE-HAIBED— Defiance. 

I'll not be made a soft and dull ey’d fool, 

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intcrc^'ssoi's. Sh, M, of Few* iix- 
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H/TJBf HATRHD — fouiwucd 

You vow, and swear, and auperpraise my parts, 

TTlicn, I am sure, you liate me in your hearts, Sh. Jf. If, ni.3 

Would he were wasted, maiTow, bones, and all, 

That from liis loins no hopeful branch mav spring, 

To cross me from the golden time I look for ! 

S/i. Ren, TV. 3, nr. 2 

Cancel liis bond of life, dear God, I pra.y, 

ITiat I may live to say, the dog is dead I S/i. Rich, ill, tv, 4 

I do love thee so, 

Tliat I will shortly send thy soul to heaven, 

If heaven will take the present at our hands. J7;. Rich, in, 1 . 1 . 
Por tW part, T do wish thou werfc a dog. 

That Iinight love thee something Sh. Tunon, tv, 3 

Had I power, T should 
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, 

TTproar the universal peace, confound 
M unity on earth. s^i, Rach, iv. 3. 

It is the wit, the policy of sin, 

To hate those men we have abused. Davenant, Jnst Ifalutn, 

T know thee not, nor ever saw till now 

Sight more detestable than him and thee. Mtfton, P. L, ii.7l5. 

Hover can true reconcilement grow 
Whore wounds of deadly hate have pierc’d so deep. 

‘ Mil ton f P, L, IV. 98. 

I see thou art implacable, more deaf 
To pray'rs, than winds and seas; yet winds to seas 
Are reconcil’d at length, and sea to shore : 

Thy anger, unappeasable, still rages, 

Eternal tempest never to be calm’d. Mitfnn, Samson Ar/ovisfeJ^, 
Ejected out of church and state, 

And all things but the people’s hate. Bnfler, Ru 7. 

I had much rather see 
A crested dragon, or a basilisk ; 

Both are less poison to my eyes and nature. Bn/den, Bon Seh 
He is my hane, I cannot hear him ; 

One heaven and earth can never hold us both; 

Still shall we hate, and with defiance deadly 
Eeep rage alive, till one be lost for ever : 

As if two suns should meel in one meridian. 

And strive in fiery combat for the passage. Rotccy Tamer! am 
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IiATE, HATRED — IIICALTH^ 

SA.TE, KA.TEE1)-* 'Contimted, 

Hoarcn Jias nc rage like lore to hntvod turn*d, 

Nor hell a fury like a -womaii scorn’d, Congreve^ M. Br. m. 1. 
Offend her, and slie knows not to forgive ; 

Oblige licr, and slie’ll hate you while you live. Pope* 

Disgust conceal’d 

Is oft-times proof of wisdom, when the fault 
Is obstinate, and cure beyond our reach. Couoper, Tash^ iii. 38 
They did not know how liate can bum 
In liearts once changed from soft to stem ; 

Nor all the false and fatal zeal 

The convert of revenge can feel. Bjfron, Siege of Corinth 
There is no passion 
More spectral or fantastical than hate ; 

Not oven its opp’site, love, so peoples air 

“With phantoms, as tliis madness or the heart. Ib. TmFoscari, 

There was a laughing devil in his sneer. 

That rais’d emotions both of rage and fear ; 

And where his frown of hatred darkly fell, 

Hope withering fled, and mercy sigh'dfarevi ell! ift. Corea* i. 9. 
Now hatred is by far the longest pleasure ; 

Mon love in haste, but they detest at leisure. Bgron,D.J 
HAWTHOEBT. 

The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade. 

For talking age and whispering lovers made. 

Q-oldsmitk, Bes. YiL 13. 

HAZAEH— agg Chanoe, Courage, Baring. 

I have set my life upon a cast. 

And I will stand the hazard of the die. Sh, Rich, in, v. 4. 

HEAXTH. 

Til’ ingi'edients of health and long life are 
Great temperance, open air, 

Easy labour, little care. Sir Phiiip Sidneg, 

Health is no other, as the learned hold. 

But a just measure both of lieat and cold. Herrick^ Aph, iOS, 
Nor love, nor honour, wealth, nor power. 

Can give the heart a cheerful hour 
Wlien health is lost. Bo timely wise ; 

With health all taste of pleasure flies. Gory, Fable i. 31. 
Beason’s whole pleasure, all the jo3^s of sense, 

Lie in three words, health, peace, and eompetoneo. 

But health consists with temperance aloue ; 

And peace, 0 Virtue ! peace is all thy own. 

Pope, F. M. IV. 79-82 
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HEALTH— 

Ah ! what avail the largest gifts of Heaven, 

When drooping health and spirits go amiss ? 

How tasteless then whatever can be given 1 
Health is the vital principle of bliss, 

And Exercise of health. 27tomson, Cast, oflnd, li. 57 

HSABT— Beauty, Cruelty, Love. 

With every pleasing, every prudent part, 

Say, what can Chloe want ? She wants a heart. 

Pope, M, JS, II. 159 

Heaven's sovereign saves all beings but himself 

That hideous sight a naked human heart. Young, N. iii. 226. 

The heart is like the sky, a part of heaven, 

But changes, night and day too, like the sky : 

Now o’er it clouds and thunder must be driven, 

And darkness and destruction, as on high ; 

But when it hath been scorch’d and pierc’d and riven, 

Its storms expire in water-drops ; the eye 

Pours forth, at last, the heart’s blood turn'd to tears. 

Bpron, 2>. J, II 214. 

His heart was one of those which most enamour us, 

Wax to receive, and marble to retain. Byron, Beppo, 34 
The heart hath its mysteiy, and who may reveal it ; 

Or who ever read in the depth of their n, 

How much we never may speak of, yet feel it, 

But even m feeling it, know it unknown P L, JS, London, 

They say he has no heart ; but I deny it : 

He has a heart— gets his speeches by it. 8, Bogers 
Mine be the heart that can itself defend — 

Hate to the foe, devotion to the iriend I Lyitont New Timon 
My heart is like a lonely bird, that sadly sings, 

Brooding upon its nest unltcard, with folded u ings. 

Mrs, Welby, {Am,] 

The flush of youth soon passes from the face. 

The spells or fancy from the mmd depart ; 

The form may lose its symmetiy, its grace. 

But time can claim no victory onrthe heart. M, J)Unies{Am,} 
HEAYEH — see Eumament, Providence. 

Shall we serve heaven 
With less respect than we do minister 
To our gross selves. 8h, M,for M, it. E. 

It is presumption in us, when 
The help of heaven we count the act of men. S7t, AlVsW, ii. 1 
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HSAVEK — eonfinwd. 

Heaven is above all yet ; there sits a judge 

That no king can corrupt. Sh. Hen, rm, iiT. 1 

Confess yourself to Heaven ; 
llepent what’s past ; avoid what is to come ; 

do not spread the compost on the weeds 
To moke them ranker. Ham, iii. 4. 

Heaven 

Is as the book of God before thee set. 

Wherein to read his wondrous works. Milton, JP. L. viii. G7. 

Humble love. 

And not proud science, keeps the door of Heaven ; 

Love finds admission where proud science fails. Young, 

Heaven asks no surplice round the heart that feels. 

And all is holy where devotion kneels- 0. W. Holmes, (Aw,), 

SEEDLESSNEBS, 

Oh, many a shaft, at random sent. 

Finds mark the archer little meant ; 

And many a word, at random spoken, 

May soothe or wound a heart that’s broken. Lord of He 

HEIRS— HERITAGE. {Isles, V. 18. 

“Yet doth he live V* exclaims th’ impatient heir. 

Ati<^ sighs for sables which he must not wear. Bgron, Lara, 

To heirs unknown descends th’ unguarded store, 

Or wanders, heaven-directed, to the poor. Fope, M, JS, ii.l49. 
ITBTX. 

Hell hath no limits, nor is circumscrib’d 
In one self-pljuse : but where we are is HeD ; 

And where HcJl is, there must we ever be ; 

And to be short, when all the world dissolves. 

And every creature shall be purified, 

All places shall be Hell that are not Heaven. Harhme, Faust, 

Divines and dying men may talk of hell. 

But in my heart her several torments dwell, bh, lork, Iraq, 

A dungeon horrible on all sides round 
As one great furnace flamed ; yet from those flames 
Ho light ; but rather darkness visible 
Serv’d oidy to discover sights of woe, 

Begions of sorrow, doleful shades, where peace 

And rest can never dwell, hope never comes ^ ^ 

That comes to all ; but torture without end. Mxlion, F, L, 
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HELL — €ontinue/(^ 

A dark 

Illimitable ocean, without bound, 

Without dimension, where length, breadth, and height, 
ijid time, and place, are lost; where eldest Night 
And Chaos— ancestor of Nature, hold 
Eternal anarchy, amidst the noise 

Of endless wars, and by confusion stand. Milton^ P. X. ii. 893 

Eternal torments, baths of boiling sulphur, 

Vicissitude of fires, and then of frosts. Dvyden 

To rest, the cushion and soft dean invite. 

Who never mentions hell to ears polite. Pope, M. E. iv. 149. 
And bid him go to Hell, to Hell he goes. John^tirit luondon, 116. 
Hell is paved with good intentions- Boswellt Johnson, 1775. 

Hell is a city much like London — 

A populous and a smoky city ; 

There are dl sorts of people undone. 

And there is little or no fun done ; 

Small justice shown, and still less pity. 

Lawyers— judges— old hobnobbers 
Are there — ^baSiffs— clianeeUors — 

Bishops — great and little robbers — 

Bhymesters— pamphleteers — stock-jobbers — 

Men of glory in the wars. Shelley, Hell, iii, 

HENBAHE. 

Juice of cursed hebenon — whose effect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man, 

That swift as quicksilver it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 

And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 
And curd, like aigre droppings into nulk, 

The thin and wholesome blood. SL Earn. i. 5. 

HEH-PECE’E HITSBAHD. 

I Cursed be the man, the poorest wretch in life, 

I The crouching vassal to the tyrant wife. 

Who has no will but by her high permission ; 

Who lias not sixpence but in her possession ; 

Who must to her his dear friend’s secret tell ; 

, Who dreads a curtain lecture worse than hell. 

Were such the wife had fallen to my part, 

I’d break her spiiit, or I’d break Jior heart. Barns, Eenp, Hush, 
And every married man is certain^ 

T’ attend the lecture called the curtain. Lloyd, Ej>, io J. J9. 
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HEN-PECK’D HITSBAND-*<wi/t/j7e«//. 

But, 0 ye lords oF If die-? iutel’eetnal ! 

Inform us truly, Lave tliey not hen-pecked you all ? 

B^ron, JD. J. i. 22, 

HEHIQT. 

Far in a wild, unknown to public view. 

From youth to age a reverend hermit grew ; 

The moss his bed, the cave liis humble cell. 

His food the fruits, his drink the crystal well, 

Bemote from men, w ith God he passed the days ; 

Pmyer all his business— all his pleasure praise. 

Barnellf The Hermit, 

HEEOES— HEBOISU. 

For great eommandei’s only own 

What’s prosperous by the soldier done. Butler, Ilud. 

Prodigious actions may as well be done 

By weaver’s issue, as by prince’s son. Drydert, Ahs. ^ Ahit. i. 

Heroes are much the same, the point’s agreed, 

From Macedonia’s madman to the Sw'ede. Pope, JS tv. 219. 

Lot laurels, drench’d in pure Parnassian dew'S, 

Howard his memory, dear to every muse, 

Who n ith a courage of unshaken root, 

In honour’s field advancing his firm foot. 

Plants it upon the line that justice draws. 

And will prevail or perish in the cause. Cotvper, 

I know thee for a man of many thoiights, 

And deeds of good and ill, extreme in both, 

Fatal and fated in thy sufferings. Bpron, Manfred, ii. 2 

Yes, honour decks the turf that wraps their clay. Byron, G, I£ 
And they who for their country die, 

Shall fill an honour’d grave ; 

For glory lights the soldier’s tomb, 

And beauty weeps tbe brave. tL JK. Bral'e, 

To the hero, when his sword 
Has won the battle for the free, 

Death’s voice sounds like a prophet’s word ; 

And 111 its hollow tones are heard 

The thanks of millions yet to be I Sallech, Boziane, 

HESITATION. 

As some faint pilgrim standing on the shore. 

First views the torrent he would venture o’er. 

And then liis aim upon the farther ground. 

Loath to w ade through, yet leather to go round. Jjrpd»^ 
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SBSCXJLTI0H'«->A>9i//tit<A!L 
He would not witli a peremptoi^ tone 
Assert tlie nose upon nis face his own ; 

With hesitation admirably slow, 

He humbly hopes— -presumes it may bo so. Cowp09 

ESSYHBHS. 

O Hesperus ! thou bringest all good things 
Home to the weary, to tlie hunger cheer. 

To the young bird ^e parent’s brooding wings. 

The welcome stall to the o’erlabour’d steer. 

Whatever of peace about our hearth-stone clings, 

Whate'er our household gods protect of dear, 

Are gather’d round us by the look of rest ; 

Thou bring’st the child, too, to the mother’s breast. 

Bi/ron, B. J. III. 123. 

E£XAKET£B^<m PentametsKL 

Strongly it bears us alon^, in swelling and limitless billows, 
Nothing before and nothing behind but the sky and the ocean. 
EISSINO Coleridge, The ffomeric BLixameter. 

Scaly dragons hiss, and lions roar, 

Where wisdom taught, and music charm’d before. 

HI8W)3lT-«. Author,. CM},, l 1. 

There is the moral of all human tales ; 

’Tis but the same rehearsal of the past, 

Tirst freedom, and then glory — ^when that fails, 

Wealth, yice, corruption — ^barbarism at last, 

And history, with all her Tolumes vast, 

Hath but one page. Byron, Childe Sarold, iv. 108. 

HOBBIT. 

One master passion in tlie breast, 

Like Aaron’s serpent, swallows up the rest. P'j>jbc, JF.Jf.ii.lSl. 
The ruling passion, be it wbat it will, 

The ruling passion conquers reason still. Pope, M. JE. iii. 163 

KOLXBAYS. 

If all the year were playing holidays, 

I’o sport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But when they seldom come, they wished-for come, 

And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. Sh, Hen. it. I. iit.2 
KOLLT. 

A hedge of holly thieves, that would invade. 

Repulses like a growing palisade : 

Whose numerous leaves such orient green invest, 

As in deep winter do the spring arrest. Coioley 
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HOLLY — continued, 

O reader ; liast tliou ever stood to see 
The holly tree P 

The eye that contemplates it well perceives 

Its flossy leaves ; 

ilrder’d by an intelligence so wide 

As might confound an Atheist’s sophistries. 

Below a circling fence its leaves are seen 
Wrinkled and keen ; 

Ko grazing cattle through their prickly round 
Can reach to wound ; 

But, as they grow where nothing is to fear, 

Smooth and unarm’d the pointless leaves appear. Southiff, 
HOKE— Absence. 

Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits. 8h. Two G* 1. 1, 
Seeing the snail, which everywhere doth roam. 

Carrying his own home still, still is at home, 

Follow (for he is easy paced) this snail ; 

Be thine own palace, or the world’s thy jail. Sh, jPoemo, 
The whole world, without a native home, 

Is nothing but a prison of larger room. 

to the Bishop qf Lincoln* 

And when from wholesome labour he doth come, 

With wishes to be there, and wish’d-for homo, 

He meets at door the softest human blisses. 

His chaste wife’s welcome, and dear children’s kisses. 

Cowley, Trans, Georg, ii. 458. 
The little smiling cottage, when at eve 
He meets his rosy children at the door. 

Prattling their welcomes, and his honest wife 
Witli good brown cake and bacon slice, intent 
To cheer his hunger after labour hard. Lyer, The Fleecf, r. 

Home is the resort 
Of love, of joy, of peace and plenly , where 
Suppor^g and supported, polish'd friends, 

And dear relations mingle into bliss. Thomson, Autumn, 

There’s a strange something, which without a brain 
Fools feel, and w'hich e’en wise men can’t explain. 

Planted in man, to bind him to that earth. 

In dearest ties, from whence he drew his birth. 

Churchill, The JFaretcell, 63. 

The first sure symptom of a mind in health, 

Is rest of heart, and pleasure felt at home. Young, N, T, 3 
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KOUB^eontinued. 

Such is the patriot’s boast, where’er he roam, 

His first, best country, ever is at home. Goldsmith^ Tt'av. 73 
This fond attachment to the well-known place 
When first we started into life’s long race, 

Maintains its hold with such unfailing sway. 

We feel it e’en in age, and at our latest da 3 ^ C>jwpe}\ Tiroetn, 

On thy calm joys with what delight I dream, 

Thou dear green valley of my native stream ! 

Fancy o’er thee still waves tli* enchanting w and, 

And every nook of thine is fairy land. 

Bloomjitld^ Broken Crutch. 
The parted bosom clings to wonted home, 

If aught, that’s kindred, cheer the n elcome hearth.Fy;*07i,C. 7/* 
He enter’d in liis house — ^liis home no more. 

For without hearts there is no homo ; — and felt 
The solitude of passing his own door 

Without a welcome. Bpron^ D. J. iii. 52. 

'Tis sweet to hear the watch-dog’s honest bark 
Bay deep-mouth’d welcome as we draw near home ; 

*Tir sweet to know there^ is an eye will mark 

Our coming, and look brighter when we come. Ib* i. 123. 

And say, without our hopes, without our fears, 

Without the home that plighted love endears. 

Without the smile from partial beauty won, 

Oh I what were man ? — a world witliout a8UU.CfrOTi>5eZZ, P.7/. 

Breathes there a man with soul so dead 
Who never to himself hath said. 

This is my own, my native land I 
Whoso heart hath ne’er within him bum’d, 

As home his footsteps he hath turn’d, 

From wandering on a foreign stmnd. Srott, Lay^ vi. 1. 

How dear to this heart are the scenes of my childhood, 

When fond recollection recalls them to view : — 

The orchard, the meadow, the deep-tangled wildwood, 

And every lov’d spot which my infancy knew. 

Woodioortli^ {Jm.V 

hljr country, sir, is not a single spot 
01 such a mould, or fixed to such a clime ; 

No, 'tis the social circle of my friends, 

The lov’d community in which I’m link’d, 

And in whose welfare all luy uishes centre. Jfiller, Mahomet 
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HOME— CMtinued. 

' 'Mid pleasures aud palaces tliougli we may roam, 

. JBe it erer so liumblo, tkere's no place like home. 

•T, Howard Payne^ ClarL 

The stately homes of England, 

How beautiful they stand ! 

Amidst their tall ancestral trees, 

O’er all tlie pleasant land. Hemans* 

Man. through all ages of reyolying time, 

Unchanging man, in eyery varying clime, 

Deems his own land of every land the pride, 

Belov’d of heaven o’er all the world beside ; 

His home, the spot of earth supremely blest, 

A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest. J,Motilyomerjf, 

Give me my home, to quiet dear, 

Where hours untold and peaceful move ; 

So fate ordain I sometimes there 

May hear the voice of him I love. Mrs. Opie, 

HOKE-HABE. 

Who hath not met with home-made bread, 

A heavy compound of putty and lead, 

And home-m^e wines that rack ihe head, 

And home-made liqueurs and waters, 

Home-made pop that will not foam, 

And home-made dishes that drive one from home. 

Not to name each mess 
For the face or dress. 

Home-made by the homely daughters ? Hood, MissKihutatiStyp. 

EOMEB. 

I can no more believe old Homer blind. 

Than those who say the sun hath never shined ; 

The age wherein he hved v as dark ; but he 
Could not want sight who taught the world to see. 

Deniiam, Progro's^f of Peat ning, 41. 

Eead Homer once, and you can read no more. 

For all books else appear so mean, so poor ; 

Verse may* seem prose ; but still persist to read, 

Aiud Homer will be all tlie books you need. 

Shield, Duke of Buckingham, Bssag on Poelrg. 

'hoiueopaiet. 

Wounds by the wider wounds are heal’d. 

And poisons bv themselves expell’d. Butler, Hud. 

* Var. vrUl, but an wly edition reads may. 
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HOHESTT. 

Because I cauuot flatter, and speak fair, 

Smile m men’s faces, smootli, deceive, and cog, 

Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 

1 must be held a rancorous enemy. 

Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm. 

But thus Iiis simple truth must be abused 

By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks ? 5 'k Itich. iii, 1. S 

Inhere is no terror, Cassius in your threats ; 

For I am arm’d so strong in honesty'. 

That they pass by me as the idle wind, 

‘Which I respect not. Sh, JuL C. iv. 3. 

Ay, sir ; to be honest as this world goes, 

Is to be one pick’d out of ten thousand. Sam, ii. 2. 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime 

That sticks on filthy deeds. SL Olh, y* 2. 

Lands mortgag’d may return, and more esteem’d ; 

But honesty once pawn’d, is ne’er redeem’d. 

Middleton f IVich to catch the Old One. 

Honesty needs no disguise nor ornament. Otway, 

Heav’n that made me honest, made me more 
Than ever king did, when he made a lord. J2e»oe, J, 8hore;ii.\, 

A wit’s a feather, and a chiefs a rod ; 

An honest man’s the noblest work of God, Pe/?e, E.M. iv.247. 

’Tis hard, when dulness overrules. 

To keep good sense in crowds of fools ; 

And we admire the man who saves 

His honesty in crowds of knaves. Swift, 

An honest man, close button’d to the chin. 

Broadcloth without, and a warm heart within. 

Cowpec, F.phtJe to Jo^tcpk Hill. 

A king can make a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a’ that ; 

But an honest man’s aboon his might. 

Quid faith, he mauna fa’ that. Baywt^ Sanest Poverty 

Princes and lords are but the breath of kings : 

“ An honest man’s the noblest work of Gh>d.” Jb.Cutlers Sat.S, 

The man who pauses on his honesty 

Wants little of the villain. Marfyn, Tlmoleets 
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HOlTEYittOON 

The moon — tlio moon, so silrer and cold, 

Her fickle temper h«s oft been told, 

Now slwjdy, now bright and sunny — 

But of all the lunar tilings that change, 

The one that shows most fickle and strange. 

And takes the most eccentric range 

Is the moo n — so called — of honey I Jloodi Mhs KUmamegg. 
ECOKOlTB—ff^ Qrealaiesa 
0, tliat estates, degrees, and offices, 

VVere not derived corruptly ! and that clear honour 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer ! 

How many then should cover, that stand bare I 
How many be commanded, that command I 
How much low peasantry would then be glean’d 
From the true seed of honour 1 and how much honour 
PIok*d from the chaff and ruin of the times, 

To be new varnish’d. Bh. M, qf Ven* ii. 9 

That is honour’s scorn. 

Which challenges itself as honour born. 

And is not like the sire. Honours best thrive. 

When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our foregoers ; the mere word’s a slave, 

Debauched on every tomb ; on every grave, 

A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb. 

Where dust, and damn’d oblivion, is the tomb 
Of honoured bones indeed. Sh, AW s W. ii. 3, 

From lowest place when virtuous things proceed, 

The place is clignify’d by the doer’s deed : 

When great additions swell, and virtue none, _ 

It is a dropsiod honour. All s W> ii. 3. 

New honours^ 

Like our strnniie garments, cleave not to their mould 
But with the aid of use. Sh. Mach. l. L 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ; , 

Take honour from me, and my life is done. SA. M^oh, Zi, 1. 1. 

The purest treasure mortal times afford, 

Is — spotless reputation ; that away. 

Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. zo. i. l, 

I'oo much honour : 

O, ’tis a burden, *tis a burden, cti tt q 

Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. Sh. J£. ni. a 
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Who sliaJl go about 
To cozen fortune, and be lion<'>iiraDle 
Without the stamp of merit ? Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity. ISh, M. qf Ten, ii. S. 

By heaven, methinks, it were an easy leap 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-faced moon ; 

Or dive unto the bottom of the deep, 

Wliere fathom-line could never touch the ground, 

And pluck up drowned honour by the locks : 

So he that doth redeem her thence might wear, 

Without corrival, all her dignities. Sh, Sen. iv. 1. iii. 3. 

JSTot a man, for being simply man, 

Hath any honour ; but honour tor those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, 

Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 

Which when they fall, as being slippery standcrs, 

The love that leaned on them as slippery too, 

Do one pluck down another, and together 

Die in the fall. S^i. Troil. iir. 3. 

Honour travels in a strait so narrow, 

Where one but goes abreast: keep then the path, Ib. iii. 3* 

Life every man holds dear ; but the brave inau 

Holds honour far more precious dear than life. Ih. v. 3. 

Brutus is an honourable man, 

So are they all, all honourable men. Sh. Jal, C. in. 2. 

Set honour in one eye, and death i* th' other, 

And I will look on both indifferently : 

Por, let the gods so speed me, as f love 

The name of honour more than I fear death. Ib. i. 2. 

Thou art a fellow of a good respect j 

Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it. Ib.y. 5. 

If yon were horn to honour, show it now ; 

If put upon you, make the judgment good 

That thought you worthy of it. SL Peric, iv. 6. 

This, above all, to thine own self be true, 

And it will follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then be false to any man. SIu Mam, i, 3 

He was not born to shame ! 

Upon his brow shame is ashamed to sit ; 

For *iis a throne where honour may be crown'd 

Sole monarcli of the universal earth, Sb. Pom. iii. 2 
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Hoiroim ~-co*ttmHe4. 

Love’s common unto all tlie mass of crontures, 

As life and breatli ; honour to man alone : 

Honour being then above life, dishonour must 
Be worse than death ; for fate can strike but one ; 

Beproaeh doth reach whole families. Cart tor Sieffe, 

The noblest spur unto the sons of fame, 

Is thirst of honour. John llalL 

How vain are all hereditary honours, 

Those poor possessions from another's deeds, 

Unless our own just virtues from our title. 

And give a sanction to our fond assumptions. Shirlej/^ Far. 

The honours of a name ’tis just to guard : 

Thev are a trust but lent us, which wo take. 

And should, in reverence to the donor’s fame, 

With caro transmit them down to other hands. Shir hi/ ^ Far. 

He that is valiant and dares fight, 

Though drubb’d, can lose no honour by*t, 

Honour’s a lease for lives to come, 

And cannot be extended from 
The legal tenant ; 'tis a chattel 

Hot to be forfeited in battle. Fuiler, Sad. 1, iii. 1010. 

Honour is like that glassy bubble 
That finds philosophers such trouble ; 

Whose least part crack’d, the whole does fly, 

And wits are crack’d to find out why. Ih. 2, ii. 381. 

If he that in the field is slain, 

Be in the bed of honour lain, 

He that is beaten, may be said 

To lie in honour’s truckle bed. BiiHew HitJ. 

Honour is, like a widow, won 
With brisk attempt, and putting on : 

With ent’ring manfully and urging ; 

Hot slow approaches, like a virgin. Bailer, Hud. 1, i. Oil. 

Quoth Balpho, honour’s but a word. 

To swear by onlj in a lord : 

In other men 'tis but a huflf 
To vapour with, instead of proof ; 

That like a wen looks big and swells, 

Is senseless, and just noQiing else. .Tltitler, Hud. 2, ii, 3S9 

o o 
'5 
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Woman’s ]ionoar 

Is nice as ermine, will not bear a soil. Di\yden, Don Sehast 

Base, grov’lling souls ne’er know true honour’s worth, 

Bat weigh it out in mercenary scales : 

The secret pleasure of a gt nerous act 

Is the great mind’s great bribe. Dr^leiu 

In otlier worlds devotion ma}’ have bliss, 

I’m sure ’tis honour that must save in this. CroioneyJu^thtian, 
When honour’s lost, *tis a relief to die : 

Death’s but a sure retreat from infamy. Garf/t, Disp. v. 321. 
Honour’s the soldier's treasure, bought nith blood. 

And kept at life’s expense. JRoioej Fair Fen. 

Honour’s a fine imaginary notion. 

That draws in raw and imexpenenc’d men 

To real mischiefs, while they hunt a shadow. Addison, Cato, 

Honour’s a sacred tie, the law of kings, 

The noble mind’s distinguishing perfection. 

That aids and stren^hens virtue n here it meets her. 

And imitates her actions where she is not ; 

It is not to be sported with. Adduon, Cato 

Better to die ten thousand thousand deaths, 

Than wound my honour. Addison, Cato, i. 4 

Bid me for honour plunge into a war, 

Of thickest foes, and rush on certain death ; 

Then thou shalt see that Marcus is not slow 

To follow glory, and confess his father. Addison, Cato, 

Content thyself to be obscurely good ; 

When vice prevails, and impious men bear sway, 

The post of lionour is a private station. Addison, Cato, iv. 2, 
Give me, kind heaven, a private station, 

A mind serene for contemplation : 

Title and profit I resign ; 

The post of honour slml be mine. Gay, Fable ii ii. C9. 

' Honour and shame from no condition rise ; 
i Act well your part — ^there all the honour lies. 

Pope, E. M, IV. 193. 
True, conscious honour is to feel no sin ; 

He’s arm’d without that’s innocent within. Pape,Im, IIov.iX 93. 
In points of honour to be tried, 

Suppose the question not your own. Swift ^ 
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HONOVB — continued. 

Honour, my lord, is mucL too proud to catch 
At every slender twig of nice distinction. 

These for tli’ unfeeling vulgar may do well ; 

But those whose souls ai*e by tlio nicer rule 
Of virtuous delicacy only sway’d, 

Stand at another bar than that of laws. Thomson, Tancred, v. 7 . 

There is, my lord, an honour, the calm child 
Of reason, of humanity and mercy, 

Superior far to this punctilious demon, 

That singly minds itself, and oft embroils 

With proud barbarian niceties the world. Thomson, 

If honour calls, where’er she points the way. 

The sons of honour follow, and obey. Churchill, Farewell, C7. 

The fear o’ hell’s a hangman’s whip 
To haud the wretch in order : 

But where ye feel your honour grip, 

Let that aye be your border. Burns, Fp. to a Young Friend, 

I’ve seann’d the actions of his daily life 
With all the industrious malice of a foe ; 

And nothing meets my eye but deeds of honour. 

If. Ifore, Daniel, i. 

Say TV hat is honour? *Tis the finest sense 
Of justice which the human mind can frame. 

Interest, each lurking frailty, to disclaim, 

And guard the way of life mom all ofience 

Suffer’d or done. TFordsworth, 

A life of honour and of worth 
Has no eternity on earth, — 

’Tis but a name — 

And yet its glory far exceeds ^ 

That base and sensual life which leads 

To want and shame. Longfellow, 

His honour rooted in dishonour stood, 

And faith unfaithful kept him falsely true. 

Tennyson, Lancelot and Flaine,p* 469. 
(Quoted by Marq, of Rartington, RtformBilL J[p.l2, 1866. 

HOPE. 

True Lope is swift, and flies with swallows* wings ; 

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

8h. Mich, III, V. 2 
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HOPE — continued, 

Hope is a lover’s staff ; walk lienco witU lliat, 

And manage it agaiu^t despairing tliouglits. Sh, Two G, iii. L 
The miserable have no otlier medicine, 

But only hope. 87i. II. for IL iii, 1 

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward 
To what they were before. 8k. Mach. iv. 2 

The night is long that never finds the day. Ih. iv. 2, 

What can we not endure. 

When pains arc lessen’d by the hope of cure. Nahhes. 

Hope ! of all ills that men endure. 

The only cheap and universal cure ! 

The captive’s freedom, and the sick man’s health. 

The lover’s victor}’’, and the beggar’s wealth ! Cotoley. 

Yet I argue not 

Against Heaven’s hand or will, nor bate a jot 

Ot heart or hope ; but still bear up and steer 

Kight onward. Milton, Sonnet xxn. 

Yet when an equal prize of hope and fear 

Does arbitrate the event, my nature is 

That I incline to hope, rather than fear. Milton^ Comus, 410. 

So farewell hope, and with hope farewell fear, 

Farewell remorse ; all good to me is lost. MUton, P. L. iv.108. 

Far greater numbers liave been lost by hopes. 

Than all the magazines of daggers, ropes. 

And other ammunitions of despair, 

Were ever able to despatch by fear. Bu.tLer,Misc. Thoughts* 

Hope is the fawning traitor of the mind, 

Wliich, while it cozens wdth a colour’d friendship, 

Fobs us of our best virtue —resolution. Lee, Constantine. 

Hope, with a goodly prospect feeds the eye, 

Shows from a rising ground possession nigh ; 

Shortens the distance, or o’orlooks it quite • 

So easy ’tis to travel with the sight. Btyden, Aurengzehe. 

A beam of comfort, like the moon thro* clouds. 

Gilds the black horror, and directs my way, Xb. Loads triumph* 
A man condemn’d to leap a precipice, 

Who sees before his eyes the depth below, 

Stops short, and looks about for some kind shrub 
To break his dreadful fall* 


Dt'yden* 
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HOPE — continued. 

Our hopes, like tow’rin^ falcons, aim 
At objects in an airy height ; 

The little pleasure of the game 

Is from afar to view the fight. Pno}\ Charles Montague, 
In life's rough tide I sunk not down. 

But swam till Fortune tlirow a rope, 

Buoyant on bladders filled with hope. Green, The Sgleen, oU. 
While there is life there’s hope, he cried, 

Then why such haste P— so groan’d and died. Gag, Fahle 27. 
Hope springs eternal in the human breast ; 

Man never is, but always to be, blest. 

The soul, uneasy, and confined from home. 

Bests and expatiates in a life to come. 

Lo, the poor Indian ! whose untutored mind 

Sees Grod in clouds, or hears him in the wind. Pope,lS,M,i,Qo, 

Hope humbly then ; with trembling pinions soar ; 

Wait the great teacher. Death ; and &od adore. 

What future bliss he gives not thee to know, 

But gives that hope to be thy blessing now. Ib, i. 91. 

See some fit passion every age supply ; 

Hope travels through, nor quits us when we die. Il* ii, 273. 
Thy words have darted hope into my soul, 

And comfort dawns upon me. Southerne, Disappointment, 
Bui while hope lives 

Let not the generous die. ’G?is late before 

The brave despair. Thomson, Sophonisba, i. 3. 

Hope, eager hope, th' assassin of our joy, 

All present blessings treading under foot. 

Is scarce a milder tyrant than despair. Young, N. T vii. 
Hope, of all passions, most befriends us here : 

Joy has her tears, and transport has her death ; 

Hope, like a cordial, innocent though strong, 

Man’s heart at once inspirits and serenes, 

"Not makes him pay his wisdom for his joys. Young, N, 2\ 
She bids me hope ! and, in that charming word. 

Has peace and transport to my soul restor’d. Zd, Lgitelion, JBp^ 
Hone without hope e'er loved the brightest fair. 

But love can hope, where reason would despair. Ih,JSpigram 

Hope, 

Though *tis pale sorrow’s only cordial. 

Has yet a dull and opiate quality, 

Enfeebling what it lulls 


Mason 
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HOPIC. 


BTope, like the glimmering taper ‘s liglit, 

Adorns and cheers the 

And still, the darker grows the night, 

Emits a brighter ray. GolcUm/t/i, Song from Captivity, u 
0 hope ! sweet flatterer ! thy delusive touch 
Sheds on afflicted minds the balm of comfort, 

Believes the load of poverty, sustains 

The captive, bending with the weight of bonds. 

And smooths the pillow of disease and pain ! Glover,Boadinea 
White as the white sail on a dusky sea. 

When half th' horizon *s clouded and half free, 

Fluttering between the dun wave and the sky. 

Is hope’s last gleam m man’s extremity. Bgron, Bland, v. 1. 
Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life. 

The evening beam that smiles the clouds away, 

And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray. Byron, 

Hope and fear alternate chase 

Our course through life's uncertain race. Scott, BoJcthy, vi. 2. 
Work without hope draws nectar in a sieve, 

And hope without an object cannot live. Cohndge, 

A blossom full of promise is life’s joy. 

That never comes to fruit ; Hope, for a time. 

Suns the young floweret in its gladsome light. 

And it looks flourishing ; a little while 

*Tis past, we know not whither, but ’tis gone. L. JE. Landon, 
Hope for a season bade the world farewell, 

And freedom sliriek’d, as Kosciusko fell \Campbell,Pl.Ilope,i, 

Auspicious hope ! in thy svi eet garden grow 

Wreaths for each toil, a charm for every woe. Ih, 

Unfading hope ! when life’s last embers bum. 

When soul to soul, and dust to dust return ! 

Heaven to thy charge resigns the awful hour ! 

Oh ! then thy kingdom comes ! immortal power ! Ih, 

Cease, every joy, to glimmer on my mind. 

But leave, oh I leave the light of hope behmd ! 

What though my winged hours of bliss have been, 

Like angel-visits, few and far between. Ih, ii. 376. 

Hope’s precious pearl in sorrow’s cup 
Unmelted at the hottom lay. 

To shine again when, all drunk up. 

The bitterness should pass away. Moore, Loves of the Angel*. 
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nOESK, nOESEMANSHIP— HOSPITALITY, 

EOESE— HOESEUAHSHIP— Himting. 

Eound-lioofd, sliort-jointed, fetlocks sliag aad long, 

Broad breast, full eye, small head, and nostril wide. 

High crest, short ears, straight legs, and passing strong. 

Thin mane, tliick tail, broad buttock, tender hide : 

Look, what a horse should have, he did not lack. 

Save a proud rider on so proud a back. S/i. Ven, Ad. 295. 
A horse ! a horse ! xnj kingdom for a horse ! Sh.JRich. 7ij.y.3. 
The courser paw’d the ground with restless feet. 

And snorting foam’d and champ’d the golden bit. 

Dry den, JPalamon and Ardte* 

Tlien Peers grew proud in horsemanship t’ excel, 
Newmarket’s glory rose, as Britain’s fell Dope, /i», JBTo/mit. 
With flowing tail and flying mane. [141. 

With nostrils never streleh’d by pain, 
hloulhs bloodless to the bit or rein, 

And feet that iron never shod, 

And flanks nnscarr’d by spur or rod, 

A thousand horse — tlie wild — the free— 

Like waves that follow o’er the sea. 

Came thickly thundering on. Byron, Mazeppa, xvii. 

Ah ! feather your reins, and crack your thong. 

And bid your steed go faster ; 

He does not know, as he scrambles along, 

That he has a fool for his master. 0, W. JLolme^. 

HOSPETALIXT— Beggars, Charity, Dining. 

I cliarge thee, invite them all ; let in the tide 
Of knaves once more ; my cook and I’ll provide. 

Sh, Timon» iii. 4 

My master is of churlish disposition. 

And little recks to find the way to heaven 

By doing deeds of hospitality. Sh. A. Y. JO. ii. 4. 

Blest be that spot, where cheerful guests retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 

Blest that abode, w’here want and pain repair. 

And every stranger finds a ready chair ; 

Blest be thost‘ feasts with simple plenty crown’d, 

^^ere aU the ruddy family around 
Laugli at the jests or pranks that never fail. 

Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale . 

Or press tlie bashful stranger to his food. 

And learn tlie luxury of doing good. Goldsmith, Traveller, IS 
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HOSPITjSJiITX — ^HUMIUTT. 

While yoa in tliis isle are biding, 

Yon sliali^ feast without providing. 

Ever}’ dainty you can tiiink of. 

Every -wune which you would drink of, 

Shall be yours ; all want shall shun you, 

Ceres' blessing so is on you. 7>j^def>.. 

Every house was an inn, where all were welcomed aud feasted ; 
All things were held in common, aud what one had was 
another’s. Lovgfcllow, JSoang6lme 

HOTTSES— Building. 

Bear this well in mind, old houses mended. 

Cost little less than new before they re ended. 

Colley Cihhei\ ProL to the Double Gallant, 15 

HOTTSEWITEET. 

Toothing lovelier can be found 
In woman, than to study household good, 

And good works in her husband to promote MIL P.L. ix.232. 
HUMAWITY. 

Humanity is policy in war. 

And cnielty’s a prodigal, that heaps 

A suicidal burthen on itself. Dutcee. 

HlTHILITT—^^e Birth. 

You shall mark 

Many a duteous and kneo- crooking knave, 

That, doting on his own obsequious bondage, 

Wears out his time much like his master’s ass, 

For naught but provender, and, when he’s old, cashier’d ; 
Whip me such honest knaves. SL 0th. 1 . 1 . 

Take heed of ever- weening, and compare 
^y peacock’s feet with gay peacock^ train ; 

Study the best and highest things that are, 

But of thyself, an humble thought retain. Sir John Davies. 

He that will once give the wall 

Shall be quickly tlimst into the kennel. Chapman, May Day, 
Be wise, 

Soar not too high to fall, but stoop to rise. Massing, Dvlce Mil 

I see ■&ose who are lifted highest on 

The hill of honour, are nearest to the 

Blasts of envious fortune ; whilst the low 

An I humble valleys thriv i with their bosoms full 

Of flowers, Pord, Love's LahyrintK 
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EITKILIT7— continued. 

There are some that use 
Humility to serve their pride, and seem 
Humble upon their way, to be prouder 
At their wish’d journey’s end. Denham^ Soph^. 

Ho that is down needs fear no fall ; 

He that is low, no pride ; 

He that is humble, ever shall 

Have God to be his guide. Bunpan, Pilgrim? s Progreet. 
He should be humble who would please. Prior. 

Thrice happy they who sleep in bumble bfe. 

Beneath the storm ambition blows. *T is meet 
The great should have the fame of happiness. 

The consolation of a little envy ; 

’T is all their pay for those superior cares, 

Those pangs of heart, their vassals ne’er can feel. 

Young^ Brothers, r, 1. 

He saw a cottage with a double coach-house, 

A cottage of gentility I 

And the Devil did grin, for his darling sin, 

Is pride that apes humility. Coleridge, Devil* s Walk. 

Lowliness is the base of every virtue i 

And he who goes the lowest, builds the safest. Bailey, Fest us. 

Humility, that low, sweet root. 

From which all heavenly virtues shoot, Moore, Loves of A ng. 

The bird that soars on highest wing 
BuUds on the ground her lowly nest ; 

And she that doth most sweetly sing. 

Sings in the shade when all things rest. Jas. Montgomery. 

HCTMOTO. . 

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill, 

Some m their wealth, some in their body’s force ; 

Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill ; 

Some m their hawks and hounds, some in their horse ; 

And every humour has his adjunct pleasure, 

"Wherein it finds a joy above the rest, Sh. Sonnet. 91. 

Some things are of that nature as to make 

One’s fancy chuckle while his heart doth ache. Bunyan. 

SUN GEE. 

Famish’d people must be slowly nurst. 

And fed by spoonfuls else they always burst, Byron,D.L .ii.loo. 
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Man is a camirorous production. 

And must have meals, at least one meal a day ; 

He cannot live, like woodcocks, upon suction, 

But, like the sliark and tiger, must have prey. 

Although Ins anatomical construction 
Bears vegetables, in a grumbling wa^, 

Your labouring pcoph* thmk beyond all question, 

Beef, veal, and mutton fitter for digestion. Byron, jD./. ii. 67 
HUiTTlNG— Horsemanship. 

Never did I bear 

Such Mllant chiding ; for, besides the groves. 

The skies, the fountains, every region near 

Seem all one mutual cry : I never heard 

So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. Sh. Mid. N, iv. 1. 

The healthy huntsman, with a cheerful horn, 

Summons the dogs and greets the dappled morn. 

The jocund thunder wakes tli* enliven’d hounds, 

They rouse from sleep, and answer sounds for sounds. 

Gay, Rural Spoi'is. 

The morning sun, that gilds with trembling rays 
Windsor s high towers, beholds the courtly train 
Mount for tlie chase, nor view in all his course 
A scene so gay. Somerville, Ckasef 3 

In vain malignant streams and winter fogs 
Load the dufl air, and hover round our coasts ; 

The huntsman, ever gay, robust, and bold. 

Defies the noxiou.s vapour, and confides 
In this delightful exercise to raise 

His drooping head, and cheer his heart with joy. Ib.Chase, 1 

Fields, woods, and streams. 

Each tow’ring hill, each humble vale below. 

Shall hear my cheering voice ; my hounds shall wake 
The lazy morn, and gl^ th* horizon round. Ib. C/taee, 4. 

Hark ! the loud peal begins, the clam’rous joy. 

The gallant chiding loads tlie trembling air. Ib. Chase. 4. 
Proud Nimrod first the bloody chase began, 

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man. Pope, Wind. For. 
Poor Jack, no matter who, — for when I blame 
I pitv, and must therefore sink the name, — 

Liv’d in his saddle, lov’d the chaKC, the course. 

And always e’er he mounted, kiss'd his horse. 

Ooujper, Retirement, 575. 
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HTTUnN 

He tlicuglit at heart like courtly Chesterfield, 

Who, after a long ehace o’er hills, dales, bushes. 

And what not, though he rode beyond all price. 

Ask’d next day, ** If men ever hunted t^dceP”5yro»,i>.J'.T,35. 

He broke, ’tis true, some statutes of the laws 
Of hunting— 'for the safest youth is frail ; 

Hode o’er the hounds, it may be, now and then, 

And once o’er several country gentlemen. Ih, D, J. xiv. :l;3. 

The forest music is to hear the hounds 

Hend the thin air, and with a lusty cry 

Awake the drowsy echo, and eoniniind 

Their perfect language in a mingled sound. Day^hleo/Gtiih 

His gaunt hound yell’d, his rifle flash’d, 

The grim bear hush’d its savage growl ; 

In blood and foam the panther gnash’d 

Its fangs with dying howl. Street, Poems (Am.), 

WHien huntsmen wind the merry horn. 

And from its covert starts the fearful prey ; 

Who, warm’d wuth youth’s blood in his swelling veins, 
Would, like a lifeless clod outstretched lie. 

Shut up from all the fair creation offers ? Jo,J3ailUe,Ethv:ald, 
HTrSBAKB—tfM ICarriage, 'WUb. 

See, what a grace was seated on his brow : 

Hyperion’s curls ; the front of Jove himself; 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 

A station like the herald Mercury, 

New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 

A combination, and a form, indeed, 

WTiere every god did seem to set his seal, 

To give the world assurance of a man ; 

This was your husband. Sh, ITam, iii. 4 

To all married men he this caution, 

Whidi they should duly tender as their life, 

Neither to doat too much, nor doubt a wife. Massinger, Ptct, 

Marry 1 no, faith ; husbands are like lots in 

The lottery, you may draw forty blanks 

Before you find one that has any prize 

In him ; a husband generally is a 

Careless domineering thing, that grows like 

Coral ; which as long as it is under water 

Is soft and tender ; but as soon 

As it has got its branch above the waves, 

Is presently hard, stiff, not to be bow’d. Marstont Courtezan 
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HUSBAITB — ontbmed. 

A prudent father. 

By nature cliarged to tjuide and rule her choice, 

Besigus his daughter to a husband’s power. 

Who, with superior dignity, with reason, 

And manly tenderness, will ever love her ; 

]S'ot first a kneeling slave, and then a tj^rant. Thomion, 

Enow then, 

As women owe a duty— so do men. 

Men must be like tlie branch and bark to trees, 

Which doth defend them from tempestuous rage ; — 

Clothe them in winter, tender them in ago 

WiUniit, Afiseriejt of JSitfot'ced Marriage. 

As the husband is, tlie wife is; 

Thou art mated with a clown, 

And the grossness of his nature 

Will have weight to drag thee down. Tennyson JLoclcdcV, Mall. 

H7PBBB0LE. 

When he shall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little stars, 

And he will make the face of heaven so fine, 

That all the world will be in love with night 

And pay no worship to the garish sun. Sh. Rom. in. 2. 

HTICNS. 

A verse may find him who a sermon flies, 

And turn delight into a sacrifice Bachlmg^ The Churc/t Torch, 

HTFOCBIST— Ctmning, Deceit, BissiniTilation, Falsehood, Einavery, 
lies. 

This outward-sainted depuiy, — 

Whose settled visage and deliberate word 

Nips youth i’ the head, and follies doth emmew 

As falcon doth the fowl, — ^is yet a devil. Sh. M.forM. iii. 1. 

There is no vice so simple, but assumes 

Some mark of virtue oa his outward parts, Sh. M. ofT. iii. 2. 

Well said ; that was laid on with a trowel. Sh. As 3’'. X i. 2. 

Bear a fair pretence, though your heart be tainted ; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint. Sh. Com. E. m. 2. 

To beguile the time, 

Look like the time ; boar welcome in your eyes, 

Your hand, your tongue • look like the innocent flower, 

But be the scrii.uit under it. Sh.Ma^ib, i. 6. 
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HYPOCBISY — eau tin tied, 

Tmst not those cunning waters of his eyes, 

Por villany is not without such rheum ; 

And he, long-traded iu it, makes it seem 

Like rivers of remorse and innocence. Sh- K, Jolin^ it . 3 . 

Why, 1 can smile, and murder while I smile : 

And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart ; 

And wet my cheeks with artificim tears. 

And frame my face to all occasions. 81i* Hin. ri, 3, iii. 3. 
But tlien I sigli, and with a piece of scripture, 

'Jell them—that God bids us do good for evil ; 

And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends, stol’n forth of*holy writ : 

And seem a saint, when most I play the devil. Sh, E, ni. i. 3. 
Time shall unfold what plighted cunning hides ! 

Who cover faults, at last tliem shame derides. 8h, Leaf, 1 . 1, 
O serpent heart, hid with a flow*ring face ! 

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ? 

Beautiful tyrant ! dend angelical 1 
Dove-feather’d raven I wolfish-ravening lamb ! 

Despised substance of divinest show 1 
Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st, 

A damned saint, an honourable villain I Sh, Eom. in. 2. 
'Tis too much prov’d, — ^that, with devotion’s visage. 

And pious action, we do sugar o’er 

The devil himself. Sh. Ham. iii. 1. 

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears, 

Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile. Sh. 0th. iv. 1. 
Divinity of hell I 

When devDs will the blackest sms put on. 

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows. Ih. ii. 3. 

Foul hypocrisy’s so much the mode. 

There is no knowing hearts, from words or looks 
Thieves, bawds, and panders, wear the holy leer ; 

E’en ruffians cant, and undermining knaves 

Display a mimic openness of soul I Shirley, PatTicide 

I^either man nor angel can discern 

Hypocrisy, the only evil that walks 

Invisible, except to God alone, 

By His permissive will, through heay'n and earth ; 

And ofb, though wisdom wakes, suspicion sleeps 
At wisdom’s gate ; while goodness thinks no ill, 

WheiT) no ill seems. Milton, P. Z. iir. 682 
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HYPOOBISY— ued, 

Satan was tlie first 

That practised falsehood under saintly sliow, 

Deep malice to conceal, couoli'd with revenge. 

JMifton, P. L. IV. 122 

They 

Can pray upon occasion, talk of Heaven, 

Turn up their goggling eye-balls, rail at vice, 

Dissemole, lie, and preach, like any priest. Otioar/^ Orphan. 

Seeming devotion doth but gild^ the knave, 

Tliat*s neither faithful, honest, just, nor brave ; 

But when religion doth with virtue join, 

It makes a hero like an angel shine. Waller. 

He's the greatest monster, without doubt. 

Who is a wolf within, a sheep without. Denham. 

Thou has prevaricated with thy friend. 

By under-hand contrivance undone me ; 

And while my open nature trusted in thee. 

Thou hast stepp'd in between me and my hopes, 

And ravish’d &om me all my soul held dear. 

Thou hast betray’d me. Lad^ Jane ii. 1. 

The man who dares to dress misdeeds. 

And colour thorn with virtue’s name, deserves 
A double punishment from gods to men. Ck. Johnson^ Medea. 

I An open foe may prove a curse, 

But a protended friend is worse, <?oy, Fable i. ] 

Catius ever moral, ever grave, 

Thinks who endures a knave, is next a knave, 

Save just at dinner— then prefers, no doubt, 

A rogue with venison to a saint without. Pope, M. E. i. 77. 

The world’s all title-page ; there's no contents ; 

The world’s all face ; the man who shows his heart 
Is hooted for his nudities, and scorn’d. Young, N, T. 8 

The theme divine at cards she'll not forget. 

But takes in texts of Scripture at piequet ; 

In those licentious meetings acts the prude. 

And (hanks her Maker tliat her cards are good. Ib L.of F.b. 

Hypocrisy, detest her as we may 

(And no man’s hatred ever wronged her yet) 

May claim this merit still, that slie admits 
The worth of what she mimics with such care. 

And thus gives virtue indirect applause. Coteper, TaeJc, iii. 100 
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EYPOCBTSY — continued. 

To TToar long faces, just as if our Maker, 

The God of goodness, Tias an undertaker. 

Well pleas’d to wrap the soul’s unlucky mien 

In sorrow’s dismal crape or bombasin. Pefer Pindars 

Few men dare show their thoughts of worst or best : 

Dissimulation always sets apart 

A comer for herself ; and therefore fiction 

Is that which passes with least contradiction. Pjfron,I),J.xY,^ 

He was the mildest manncr’d man 
Tliat ever scuttled ship, or cut a throat ! 

With such true breeding of a gentleman, 

You never could divine his rem thought. Byron^ L, S 3»*. 

Strong in his words but in his actions weak, 

His greatest talent not to do — but speak, 

Language that burns th' unwary to entice, 

A head all fire, and a heaiKt all ice. B^ron^ Lara, 

A serpent with an angel’s voice I a grave 

With flowers bestrew’d. Pollok, Course of Time. 

The hypocrite had left his mask, and stood 

In naked ugliness. He was a man 

Who stole the livery of the court of heaven 

To serve the devil in. Pollok, Course ofTime^ vrii. 616. 

In sermon style he bought, 

And sold, and lied ; and salutations m^e 
In scripture terms. He pray’d by quantity. 

And with his repetitions long and loud, 

All knees were weary. Polloh, Course of 7 iwe, 

A man may cry Church ! Church I at every word 
With no more piety than other people ; 

A daw’s not reckoned a religious bird 
Because it keeps a cawing from the steeple. 

JSbody Ep, to Mae Wihon^ Eso, 
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IDEALISTS. 

Some there be that shadows kiss, 

Such have hut a shadow’s bliss. Sh,M, of Y, xi. 

IDLENESS— Inactivity, Slotb. 

Eschew the idle life ! 

Flee, flee from doing nought ! 

For never was there idle brain 

But bred an idle thought. George Turhervile. 

Wliat is a man, 

If his chief good, and market of his time, 

Be hut to sleep and fecdP^ A beast ; — no more. 

Sure, He, tliat made us with such largo discourse, 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and godlike reason 

To rust* in us unused. Sh. Ham, iv. 4. 

The grey-oy’d morning braves me to my face. 

And calls me sluggard. Middietorti Family L(yoe, 

Men of thy condition feed on sloth, 

As doth the beetle on the dung she breeds in ; 

Hot caring^ how the mettle of your minds 

Is eaten with the rust of idleness. Ben Jonson, 

A lazy lolling sort, 

Unseen at church, at senate, or at court, 

Of ever listless loit’rers, that attend 
■ Ho cause, no trust, no duty, and no friend. Pope, 

Life’s cares are comforts ; such by Heaven designed ; 

He that has none, must make them, or be wretched. 

Cares are employments ; and without employ 
The soul is on a rack ; the rack of rest, 

To souls most adverse. Young ^ Night Thoughts, 2 

Go to the ant, thou sluggard, loam to live, 

And by her wary ways reform thine own. Smai i. 

An idler is a watch that wants both hands ; 

As useless when it goes as when it stands. Cotcjoer, 

'Absence of occupation is not rest, 

A mind quite vacant is a mind distress’d. Ih, 623. 

Come hither, ye that press your beds of do’wn 
And sleep not ; see him sweating o’er his bread 
Before he eats it — ’Tis the primal curse. 

But soften’d into mercy : made the pledge 

Of cheerful days, and nights without a groan. 76. Ttsh, i 361 

* To T)ecoino mouldy. 
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IDLENESS — continued, 

Liko a coy maiden, ease, wlien courted most, 

"Farthest retires— an idol, at whose shriue 

Who ofbenest sacrifice are favoured least. Cowper^ Tai^ ir, r. 409. 

How various liis employments, whom the world 

Calls idle ; and who justly, in return, 

Esteems that busy world an idler too 1 Cowper, Tash, iii. 952. 
3y nature’s laws, immutable and just, 

Enjoyment stops where mdolence begins ; 

And purposeless, to-morrow, borrowing sloth. 

Itself heaps on its shoulders leads of woe, 

Too heavy to be borne. l*olloTc, Course of Time, 

Tax not my sloth that I 

Fold my arms beside the brook ; 

Each cloud that floateth in the sky 

Writes a letter in my book. JBmerson. 

lONOEANCE— aee Knowledge. 

\ Ignorance is the curse of God, 

knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven. 

8h, Hen, VI. p. 2, it. 7. 

We ignorant of ourselves, 

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit. 

By losing of our prayers. Sh. Ant, Chop, ii. 1, 

Whilst timorous knowledge stands considering, 

Audacious ignorance hath done the deed ; 

For who knows most, the most he knows to doubt ; 

The least discourse is commonly most stout. Hamel, 

The truest characters of imorance 
Are vanity, and pride, and arrogance ; ^ 

As blind men use to "bear their noses higher 

Than those that have tlieir eyes and sight entire. Built r. 

From ignorance our comfort flows, 

The only wretched are the wise. Brior, To Hon, C, Montague, 
By ignorance is pride increas’d ; 

Tney most assume who know the least. Gat/, Fables, 

Where ignorance is bliss 

*Tis folly to be wise. Gray^ Ode on Fton College, 

With just enough of learning to misquote. Byron, Eng, Bards, 

Wliere blind and naked ignorance 
Delivers brawling judgments, unabashed, 

Ott all things all day long. Tennyson, Idylls, Vivien. 

a 2 
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TM.V.GISATroN — XMMOKTALTTT. 


WAGIirATIOir, 

The lunatic, the lorcr, and the poet, 

Are of imagination all compact : 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold ; 

That is, the madman ; the lover, all as frantic, 

Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt ; 

Tlie poofs eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven, 

And, as imagination bodies forth 

The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 

Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 

A local habitation, and a name. S/t. M. iV*. D. r, 1 

Oh, ho can hold a fire in his hand, 

By thinking on the frosty Caucasus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 

By bare imagination or a feast r Sh. Itfcli ih i- 3 

Tniore arc the charms and virtues which we dare 
Conceive in boyhood and pursue as men? 

The nnreaeh’d paradise of our despair. 

Which o'er informs the pencil and the pen, 

bid o’erpowers the page where it would bloom again ! 

Bjjron^ €h. JI, 

The beings of the mind are not of clay ; 

Essentially immortal, they create 
And multiply in us a hrigliter ray 

And more beloved existence. Byron. 

Tmagination frames events unknown. 

In 'vmd, fantastic shapes of lildeous ruin ; 

Ind what it fears creates ! Ranmh More. 

Do what he will, he cannot realise 

Half he conceives -the glorious vision flics; 

Go wliere ho may, ho cannot hope to find 

The truth, thebeauty pictur’d in his mind. Boyers, Raman JJ/e. 

OmOBTALITY. 

Jt must be so, Plato, thou reasonest well ; 

Else wlicnce this pleasing hope, this fond desire, 

This longing after immortality ? 

Or whence this secret dread, and inward horror 
Of falling into nought ? Why shrinks tho soul 
Back on itself, and stai’tles at destruction? 

*Tis the divinity that stirs within us ; 

*Tis heaven itself that points out a hereafter, 

And intimates eternity w) man. Addhon, Cato, v. 1 
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tMUOl&TAIiITY — confmtted. 

The soul, secure in her existence, smiles 
At the drawn dagger, and defies its point : 

The stars shall fade away, the sun himself 
Grow dim with age, and nature sink in years ; 

But thou shalt flourish in immortal youth. 

Unhurt amidst the war of elements. 

The wreck of matter, and the crush of worlds. 

Addison, Cato, y, 1, 

Immortal 1 Ages past, yet nothing gone ! 

Mom without eve I A race without a goal ! 

Unshorten’d by progression infinite 1 
Futurity for ever future ! Life, 

Beginning still, where computation ends j 
*Tis the description of a deity ! Young, N, 1\ vi. 5 12. 

Can it be ? ^ ^ 

Matter immortal? and shall spirit die ? 

Above the nobler shall loss noble rise ? 

Shall man alone, for whom all else revives, 

Ko resurrection know? Shall man alone, 

Imperial man 1 be sown in barren ground, ^ 

Less privileg’d than grain, on which he feeds? Ib* 

Still seems it strange, that thou shouldst live for ever r 
Is it less strange, that tliou shouldst live at all ! 

This is a miracle ; and tliat no more. Ib. vii. 1407. 

Immortality o’ersweeps 

All pains, all tears, all time, all fears, and peals 
Like the eternal thunders of the deep, 

Into my ears this truth — ^Thou liv’st for ever ! liyro7u 

Cold in the dust this perish’d heart may lie, _ 

But that which warm*^d it once shall never die. CamjihelU 
A voice within us speaks that startling word — 

Man thou shalt never die !” Celestial voices 
Hymn it into our souls ; according haips. 

By angel fingers touched, when the mild star 

Of morning sang together, sound forth still 

The song of our great immortality. JB. S. Dana {Am,), 

mPLACABniTY. ^ 

Not to relent is beastly, savage, devihsh. S/i. Mic, lu, i. 4. 
rUPAxuiiN OiS. 

Oh ! how impatience gains upon the soul, 

When the long promised hour of joy draws near i 
How slow the tardy moments seem to roll I Mrs, Jry 
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IMP LOET SG — INCOyST ANCT. 


IMFLOBING. 

Dismiss your vows, your feij?ned tears, your flatte^ 5 
For whore a heart is hard, they make no battery. SL A 

IMPOSSIBILITY. 

And what’s impossible can’t be, 

And never, never comes to pass. Q.Colman, 'Mali of the Moor. 

IMPBISOlTMEirT. 

Captivity, 

That comes with honour, is true liberty. Masmiget^ F. B>nori/. 
Death is the pledge of rest, and with one bail, 

Two prisons quits ; the body and the jail. Bulmp Kmg, 

IMPITDEBCE. 

He that has but impudence 
To all things has a fair pretence ; 

And, put among his wants but shame, 

To all the world may lay his claim. Bailer, MUo., Though te. 
With that dull, rooted, callous impudence, 

Which, dead to shame, and evry nicer sense, 

Jfe’er blushed ; unless in spreading vice’s snares. 

He blunder’d on some virtue unawares. Churchill, Rosciad^ 
INCOME— Money, Prosperity. 

I’ve often wished that I had clear, 

For life, six hundred pounds a year, 

A handsome house to lodge a friend, 

A river at my garden’s end. Fupe, Imit, of Horace, ii. 6. 
INCONSTANCY— Change 
Sigh no more ladies, sigh no more ; 

Men were deceivers ever ; 

One foot in sea, and one on shore ; 

To one thing constant never. 8 h. M. Ado. Ii. 3 . 

Ev’n as one heat another heat expels. 

Or as one nail by strength drives out another j 
So the remembrance of my former love, 

Js by a newer object quite forgotten. 8 h. Two G» 11. 4 , 
Let us examine all the creatures, read 
The book of nature through, and we shall find 
Hothing doth still the same ; the stars do wander. 

And have their divers influence ; the elements 
Shuffle into innumerable changes ; 

Our constitutions vary ; herbs and trees 
Admit their frosts ana summer : and why then 
Should our desires, that are so nimble, and 
More subtle than the spirits in our blood. 
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nrCONSTAN'CY — cmihmed 
Be such staid tiling within us, and not share 
Their nat’raJ liberty ? Shall we admit a change 
In smaller things, and not allo^ it in 

What most of all concerns us ? 8hirlf*y^ Traitor^ 

There are three things a wdse man will not trust : 

The wind, the sunsliino of an April day, 

And woman’s plighted faith. Southey, Mado^. 

There is no music in a voice. 

That is but one and stUl the same ; 

Inconstancy is but a name. 

To fright poor lovers from a better choice. Rutter, Sliep, Sol. 
I do confess thou’rt sweet, yet find 
Thee such an un thrift of thy sweets. 

Thy favours are but like the wind, 

That kisses everything it meets. 

And since thou canst with more than one, 

Thou’rt worthy to be kiss’d by none. Sir Robert Aytoru 
INBEPENBENCE. 

Bless’d are those 

Whose blood and judgment are so well commingled 
That they are not a pipe for fortune’s finger 
To sound what stop she please. Give me that man 
That is not passioms slave, and I wiU wear him 
In my hear? s core, aye, in my heart of heart, 

As I do thee. ' Sh. Sam. pi, 3. 

How happy is he bom or taught. 

Til at serveth not another’s will ; 

Whose armour is his honest thought, 

And simple truth his utmost skill. Sir S. Wotton, Sa^ylJfe. 
Lord of himself, though not of lands ; 

And having nothing, yet hath all. 

The man who by his labour gets 
His bread in independent state. 

Who never begs, and seldom eats, 

Himself can fix or change his fate. JPrior, The Old Gentry, 5. 
Slave to no sect, who takes no private road, 

But looks thro’ nature up to nature’s God. Pope,S. M. nr.331. 
Hail ! independence, hail ! heaven’s next best gift. 

To that of life and an immortal soul 1 

The life of life, that to the banquet high 

And sober meal gives taste ; to the bow’d roof 

Fair-dream’ d repose, and to the cottage charms. Thomson, Lib 
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IKBEf ISS BENCE ^conlimted. 

Hail ! independence ! — ^by true reason tauglit. 

How few liave known, and priz'd thee as they ought 1 
Some gire tliee up for riot ; some, like boys, 

Hesign thee, in their childish moods, for toys ; 

Ambition some, some avarice misleads, 

And, in both cases, independence h\eeii%.ChnrcJtiV,Indep. iv 
Thy spirit, Inde^ndencc, let me share ; 

Lord of the hondieart and eagle-eye. 

Thy steps I fullow with my bosom bare, 

I^or heed the storm that howls along the sky. 

Smolletfy Ode to la dependence. 
Gather gear by ev’ry wile that*s justify'd by honour; 

Not for to hide it in a hedge, nor for a train attendant ; 

But for tlie glorious privilege of being independent. 

Burn'<y BpisCle to a Young Friend, 7 . 
I have not loved the world, nor the world me ; 

I have not flatter’d its rank breath, nor bow’d 
To its idolatries a patient knee, 

Nor coin’d my check to smiles, nor cried aloud 
In worship of an echo ; in the crowd 
They coufd not deem me one of such ; I stood 
Among them, but not of them. Byron, Oh, K. in, 113. 
INBUBTBBEIS'GE— Sate, Scorn* 

The time was that I hated thee ; 

And yet it is not that I bear thee love 
But since that thou canst talk of love so well, 

Thy company, which erst was irksome to mo, 

1 will endure ; and i'll employ thee too ; 

But do not look for further recompense S//, As T. Z. iir. 6, 
■What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba. SA. Flam, ii. 2. 
Shall I, wasting in despair. 

Die because a woman’s fair? 

Or make pale my cheeks with care, 

'Cause another’s rosy are ? 

Be she fairer than the day. 

Or the flow’ry meads in May, 

If she bo not so to me, 

What care I how fair she be? ff. Wither, 8hepJierJ?sBetolution. 
Let ev’ry man enjoy his whim ; 

What’s he to me, or I to him. Churchill, G/uist, it 

A primrose by the river's brim, 

A yellow primrose was to him ; 

And it was nothin,: more. lYordsuorlh, Peler PM, 1 . 12. 
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ZiroiFFEKEirOE —contmued, 

I car© for nobody, no, not I, 

If nobody cares for me. Bicherstaff, Love in a Village^ i. 3, 
l]n)I&ENCE^^ Compassion, Distress, Poverty. 

Famine is in tby olieeks, 

Need and oppression starvetn in tbine eyes ; 

Contempt and beggary hang upon thy back. 

The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law. 
UTDISCEETION — see Frailty. 

To what gulfs 

A single deviation from the track 

Of humMi duties leads ! Bsron, Sardanapalm. 

INDXTSTBY — see Aotion, Activity, Dooision, Promptltiide. 

Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie, 

Which we ascribe to heav’n. The fated sky 

Gives us free scope ; only doth backward pull 

Our slow designs, when we ourselves are (hill. Sh.AlVsWjiA, 

The sweat of industry would dry, and die, 

But for the end it works to. Sh. Cymh, iii. 6. 

Shortly his fortune shall be lifted higher. 

True industry doth kindle honour's fire. 5/i, 

Virtue, though chained to earth, will still live free. 

And hell itself must yield to industry. Bm Jonson, Masque. 
The ehiefest action for a man of spirit, 

Is never to be out of action ; we snoidd thi-nTr 
The soul was never put into the body. 

Which has so many rare and curious pieces 
Of mathematical motion, to stand still. Webster^ DeviVs L.Case. 

He does allot for every exercise 
A several hour ; for sloth, the nurse of vices. 

And rust of action, is a stranger to him. Massinger, 

If little labour, little are our gains : 

Man's fortunes are according to his pains. Merrick, Ap, 183. 
In ©very rank, or great or small, 

'Tis industry supports us all. Qay, Fable viii. pt. iL 

In works of labour, or of skill, 

I would be busy too, 

For Satan finds some miscliief still 

For idle hands to do. Ifalts, Hymns 

Industrious habits in each bosom reign. 

And industry begets a love of gain. Goldsmith, 
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INDCaTET— UrPANCr. 


XSJ!iJ3S^TS!T^ami^nued, 

Prote(5ted industry, careering far, 

Detects tke cause and cures the rage of war. 

And sweeps, with forceful arm, to tiieir last graves, 
jBlings from the earth and pirates iBrom the waves. 

Joel Barlow (Am») 

He who will not work shall want, 

Nought for nought is just — 

Won’t do, must do wnen he can’t ; 

Better rub than rust. 

Bees are dying, sloth is dying. 

Better rub than rust. Ehenezer BlllotU 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow. 

Is our destin’d end or way ; 

But to act, that each to-morrow 

Find us fartlier than to-day. Longfellow, 

XSlSSSXEXl-^see Drinking. 

Give him strong drink ^til he wink. 

That’s sinking in despair ; 

An’ liquor guid to fire his bluid. 

That’s prest wi* grief an* care. 

There let him bouse and deep carouse, 

Wi’ bumpers flowing o’er, 

’I'ill he forgets his loves or debts. 

An’ minds Iris griefs no more. Bums, Scotch BrinJh, 

lyEXPEBIENCE. 

He jests at scars, that never felt a wound. Sh, Bom, n. 2« 
HTPAJIT. 

Shame sticks ever close to the ribs of dishonour. 

Great men are never sound after it : 

It leaves some ache or other in their names still. 

Which their posterity feels at ev’ry weather. 

Mfddloton, Magor of ^uinhorough. 
What ^ef can be, but time doth make it less P 
But infamy, time never can suppress. BragtoUt Boeamund. 
INPANOY-««0 GhOdhood 
Ere sin could blight, or sorrow fade, 

Death came with friendly care ; 

The opening bud to heav’n convey’d. 

And bade it blossom there. Coleridge, 

I sported in my tender mother’s arms, 

I rode a-horseback on my father’s knee ; 

Alike were sorrows, passion ' and alarms. 

And gold, and Greek, and love, unknown to me. 

/ onu fellow^ From the JDamish 
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HTFIBELITT in religion — see Bible, Religion. 

I^ot, thus, our infidels th’ eternal draw, 

A Grod all o’er, consummate, absolute, 

Full-orb’d, m his whole round of rays complete } 

They set at odds Heav’n’s jairinff attributes ; 

And with one excellence another wound. 

Maim heav’n's perfection, break its equal beams. 

Bid mercy triumph over God himself, 

TJndeify’d by their opprobrious praise : 

A God all mercy, is a God unjust. Youug^ N, T. iv. 225. 

If a man loses all when life is lost, 

He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 

A daring infidel (and such there are. 

From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 

Or pure heroical defect of thought), 

Of all earth’s madmen, most deserves a chain. Ih. vii. 199- 

A foe to God w as ne’er true friend to man, 

Some sinister intent taints all he does. lb. viii. 704. 

He shaped his weapon with an edge severe, 

Sapping a solemn creed with solemn sneer. Byron,O.M,m.W7. 
Thus men too careless of their future state, 

Dispute, know nothing, and repent too late. Dryi. D. Guise. 

INTIBRLITY, pEESONAir-^e^ Prailly, TickleneBS, 

0, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink ! that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again ; 

And salt too little, which may season give 

To her foul tainted flesh 1 ' Sh. M, Ado, iv. 1. 

She’s gone ; I am abus’d ; and my relief 

Must be — ^to loathe her SA. 0th. iii. 3. 

Had she not fallen thus, oh 1 ten thousand worlds 

Could ne’er have balanc'd her ; for heaven is in her. 

And joys which I must never dream of more. Xee, Cas. Borg. 
I can for^ve 

A foe, but not a mistress, and a fnend : 

Treason is there in its most horrid shape 
‘Where trust is greatest ! and the soul resign’d, 

Is stabb’d by her own guards. Dtyden, All for Love. 

Though my many faults defac’d me. 

Could no other arm be found. 

Than the one which once embrac’d me, 

To inflict a cureless wound. Byron, JPore ihee well. 
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INFIDELITY, Personat — continues, 

ftt her first passion woman lovos lier lover, 

In all the others all she loves is love, 

Which grows a habit she can ne'er get over. 

And fits her loosely— -lihe an easy glove. 

As you may find, whene'er you like to prove her. 

Byron, D, J. ni. 3 

Oh ! colder than the wind that freezes 
Founts that but now in sunshine play’d, 

Is that congealing pang which seizes 

The trusting bosom when betray’d. Moore, Lalla BooTch 

Can I again that form caress, 

Or on that lip in rapture twine ? 

Ko, DO 1 the lip that all may press 

Shall never more be press’d by mine I Moore, 

But they who have loved the fondest, the purest, 

Too often have wept o'er the dream they believ'd , 

And the heart that has slumber’d in fnendship securest. 

Is happy indeed, if 'twas never deceiv’d, Moore, 

Thou art fickle as the sea, thou art wandering as the wind, 
And the restless, ever-mounting flame is not more hard to bind. 
If the tears I shed were tongues, they yet too few would be 
To tell of all the treachery that thou hast sliown to me. 

Bryant, Boems (Jm.), 
Another daughter dries a father's tears ; 

Another sister claims a brother’s love ; 

An iniured husband hath no other wife. 

Save her who wTiought him shame. Maturht, Bertram, iv. % 

0 wretched is the dame, to whom the sound 

** Tour lord will soon return,” no pleasure brings. Ih. it. 3. 

Thou must live amid a hissing world. 

A thing that mothers warn their daughters from, 

A thing the menials that do tend thee scorn. 

Whom when the good do name, they tell their beads, 

And when the u icked think of, they do triumph. Tb, iv. 2. 

Who robs me of my wealth, 

May one day have ability, or will 
To yield the full repayment— but the villain 
That doth invade a husband’s marriage rights, 

Ts murd'rer of his peace, and makes a breach 

In his life's after-quiet, that the grief 

Of penitence itself cannot repair. Mawlcms, Qymhetine, 
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INriNITUDE— aw Eternity. 

What’s time, when on eternity we think P 
A thousand ages in that sea must sink ; 

Time’s nothing but a word ; a million 

Is full as far from infinite as one. Denham 

DJEOEMERS. 

Hence, thou suborn’d informer ! a true soul, 

When most impeach’d, stands least in thy control. 

SIi, Sonnet 125 

INGEATinJEE — see Curses. 

I hate ingratitude more in a man 

Tlian lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness, 

Or any taint of vice, whose strong corruption 

Inliabits our frail blood. 8h> Tto, N. in. 4. 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 

Thou ai*t not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude ; 

Tliy tooth is not so keen, 

Because thou art not seen. 

Although thy breath be rude. Sh. As Y. L. ii. 7 . 

Had I but serv’d my God with half the zeal 

I sens’d my king, he would not in mine age 

Have left mo naked to mine enemies 1 Sh. H*, vm. in. 2 

^ime hath a wallet at his back, ^ 

Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 

A great-sized monster of ingratitude. ^ 

Those scraps arc good deeds past, which are devoured 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done. TroiL ni. 3 

T am rapt, and cannot cover 
^riie monstTOUS bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words ! Sh, Timon, v. 1. 

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long. 

That it had its head hit off by its young. Sh. Lear, i. 4, 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 

More hideous, when thou shew’st thee in a child 

Than the sea-ni ouster I Sh. Lear, i. 4. 

How sharper than a aeipent’s tooth it is 
To have a thankless child 1 Sk. Lear, i. 4 

Filial ingratitude ! 

Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand. 

For lifting food to ’t. SL Lear, iii. 4 
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IHQEATITTJDB— 

If there be a crime 

Of deeper dye than all the gtdlty train ^ - 

Of hitman vices, 'tis ingratitude. Brooke, Marl of 


Warmch^ 


He that doth public good for multitudes, 

mds few are truly grateful. Marston, Sojohonisha 

Ilie wretch, whom gratitude once fails to oind, 

To truth or honour let him lay no claim, ^ 

But stand confess’d the brute disguised in man ; 

And when we would with utmost detestation, 

Single some monster from the traitor head, -di*? v 

*Tis but to say ingratitude’s his crime. Frotode, Fhhloias. 

All should unite to punish the ungrateful ; ^ . 

Ingratitude is treason to mankind. Thomson, Coriol. i. 4. 

He that’s ungrateful, has no guilt but one ; . . o 

All other crimes may pass for virtues in him. Young, Busins, 2. 


So the struck eagle stretch’d upon the plain, 

Ho more througli rolling clouds to soar again. 

View’d his own feather on the fatal dart, 

And wing’d the shaft that quivered in his heart ; 

Keen were his pangs, but keener far to feel 
He nurs’d the pinion which impelled the steel. 

Bgron, JEnglim Bards. (On Kirke White.) 


Tlie thorns w^hich I have reap’d are of the tree 
I planted, — they have tom me, — and I bleed ; 

I should have known what fruit would spring from such a 
seed. Byron, Ck. JT. iv. 10. 


DTHraABTITy. 

A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch, 

Incapable of pity, void and empty 

From every drachm of mercy. Sh. M. (f Ten. iv. 1. 

nSTJUBT. 

The offender’s sorrow lends but weak relief 

To him who bears the strong offence's cross. Sh. Sonnet 31. 


Taverm 

Whoe’er has travelled life’s dull round. 

Where’er his stages may have been, 

May sigh to think he still has found. 

The warmest welcome at an inn. 

Shenstone^ Lines on the window of an inn at Behley 
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— cotiHmted 

Wear yonder thorn, that lifts its Lead on liigL, 

Where once the sign-post caught tlie passing eye. 

Low hes that house where nut-brown draughts inspired, 
Where gray beard mirth and smiling toil retired, 

Where village statesmen talk d with looks profound. 

And news much older than their ale went round. 

Goldsmith, Deserted Village, 

Along the varying road of life. 

In csum content, m toil or strife. 

At mom or noon, by night or day. 

As time conducts him on the way. 

How oft doth man, by care oppress’d, 

Find in an inn a place of rest P Combe, Syntax, ix. 

INKOCEirCE. 

Innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyranny 

Tremble at patience. Sh. Wtnt, T, iii. 2. 

The silence often of pure innocence 

Persuades, when speaking fails Sh. Wtnt. T. ii« 2. 

Innocence unmoved 
At a false accusation, doth the more 
Confirm itself ; and guilt is best discover’d 
By its own fears, Nahhes, Bride. 

Happy the innocent, whose equal thoughts 

Are free from anguish as they are from faults. Waller. 

I thank the gods, no secret thoughts reproach me, 

Wo ; I dare challenge Heaven to turn me outward, 

And shake my soul quite empty in their sight. Dryden, 

The bloom of opening flowers* imsullied beauty. 

Softness, and sweetest innocence she W(*ars, ^ 

And looks like nature in the world's first spring. Boice. 

There is no courage but in innocence ; 

Wo constancy, but in an honest cause. Southeme, Fate Cajpua. 

Against the head which innocence secures. 

Insidious malico aims her darts in vain ; 

Turn’d backwards by the powerful breath of heav’n. 

Dr. Johnson, Irene* 
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UrSCBTfrABILITY— Providence. 

Thou great mysterious Power, who hast involved 
Thy wise decrees in darkness, to perplex 
The prido of human wisdom, to confound 
The ^ing scrutiny, and prove the faith 
Of thy presuming creatures I Ean lah Mort 

IN8PIRATI0K. 

How can my muse want subject to invent, 

While thou dost breathe, that pour*st into my verse 
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 
Por every vulgjir paper to rehearse ? 

O give thyself the thanks, if aught in me. 

Worthy perusal, stand against thy sight : 

For whou so dumb tliat cannot write to thee, 

When thou thyself dost give invention light ? 

Be thou the tenth muse, ten times more in worth 
Than those old nine, which rhymers invocate ; 

And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal numbeis to outlive long date 
11* my slight muse do please these curious days. 

The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise 
Beware what spirit rages in your breast. 

For ten inspired, ten thousand are possest. 

The muse of inspiration plays 
O’er every scone ; she walks the forest-maze, 

And climbs the mountain ; every blooming spot 
Bums with her step, yec man regards it not I 
INSTUrCT^ci; Beasoiu 
Then vainly the philosopher avers 
That reason guides our deeds, and instinct theirs. 

How can we justly different causes frame. 

When the effects entirely are the same ? 

Instinct and reason how can we divide P 

'Tis the fool’s ignorance, and the pedant’s pride. Fnor SoL 

The spider’s touch, how exquisitely fine ! 

Peels at each thread, and lives along the line : 

In the nice bee what sense, so subtly true, 

Prom poisonous herbs extracts the healing dew P 
How instinct varies in the growling swine,' 

Coinpar’d, half-reasoning elephant, with thine ; 

*Twixt that and reason what a nice barrier ! 

For ever sep’rate, yet for ever near. Pope, E, M. i. 2ia 

Who taught the nations of the field and wood 

To shun thf jr poison and to choose their food, lb. iii. 09. 


S/i. Son. 38. 
Roscommon. 

Moore. 
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tKSTDCCT — coiifitmcd 

Leam from tlie birds wliat food tlio thickets yield ; 

Learn from the boasts the physic of the hold ; 

Tliy art of bnildmg from the bee receive ; 

Leam of the mole to plough, the worm to weave. Ih* in. 173 
Oft when blind mortals tU'uk themselves secure. 

In height of bliss, the} t.,uch the brmk of ruin. 
nrSTEXTCnON— ««« Education. Tkonison, Agamemnon, 

He is a good divine that follows his 
Own instructions ; I can easier teach twenty 
What were good to be done, than to be one 
Of the twenty to follow my own teaching : 

The brain may devise laws for the blood, but 
A hot temper leaps o’er a cold decree. Sh, M oj T. i, 2. 
1ETE0EIT7 — ee Conscienoe, Hono;%«. 

What stronger breastplate thai. a heart untainted ? 

8h, Ken. VI. 2, III. 2* 

Do right ; though pain and anguish be thy lot, 

Thy heart )?iill cheer thee whtn the pain’s forgot: 

Do wrong for pleasure’s sake, — then count thy gains, — 

The pleasure soon departs, the sin remains. 

iShuUleiJD(rrlh^ Bp, of Chichester, 

nrmmoE, 

In every work regard the w'riter’s end. 

Since none can compass more than they intend. Pope, 
OTTEBEST. 

Foul cankering rust the hidden treasure frets ; 

But gold that’s put to use, more gold begets. Sh. Ten. ^ Ad, • 
Interest is the most prevailing cheat ; 

The sly seducer both of age and youth : 

They study that, and think they study truth. 

Where interest fortifies an argument. 

Weak reason serves to gain t&) will’s assent ; 

For souls already warped, receive an easy bent. Dry den, 

tEVEKnOE. 

Th’ invention all admir’d, and each, how he 
To be th’ inventor miss’d ; so easy it seem’d. 

Once found, which yet unfound most would have thought 
Impossible. Mdlon, P, L, vi. 493, 

All the inventions that the world contains, 

Were not by i*eason first found out, nor brains ; 

But pass for theirs who had the luck to light 

Upon them by mistake or oversiglit. Butler^ Uad, 

XS 
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XHVOCATIOK. 

Te mysterious powers, 

WTiose ways are erer gracious, ever just, 

As ye tliiuk wisest, best, dispose of me : 

"Wlietlier through your gloomy depths I wander, 

Or on your mountains walk, give me the calm, 

The steady smiling soul, where wisdom sheds 
Eternal sunshine and eternal peace. Thomson 

IBrSIiASfD. 

Now for our Irish wars : 

We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns, 

Which live like venom, where no venom else, 

But only they, have privilege to live. 8h. Ric, il, ii. 1, 

Long, from a nation ever hardly used. 

At random censured, wantonly "abused, 

Have Britons drawn their sport ; with partial view 
Form’d general notions from the rascal few. 

Churchill^ Rosdadi 520. 

IBBESOLimOir — see Delays, Doubt. 

Like a man to double business bound, 

I stand in pause where I shall first begin, 

And both neglect. 8h. Earn, in. 3 

ETALT. 

How has kind heaven adorn’d the happy land, 

And scatter’d blessings with a wasteful hand ! 

But what avail her inexhausted stores. 

Her bloomy mountains, and her sunny shores, 

With all the gifts that heaven and earth impart, 

The smiles or nature, and the charms of art, 

While proud oppression in her valleys reigns, 

And tyranny usurps her happy plains ? Addison, Italy, 
Far to the right where Apennme ascends, 

Bright as the summer Italv extends. 

Its uplands sloping deck tte mount^’s side, 

Woods over w'oods in gay theatric pride : 

While oft some temples mould’ring tops between 

With venerable grandeurmarks the scene. Goldsmith* s Trav, 

Italia ! 0 Italia ! thou who hast 

The fatal gift of beauty, which became 

A funeral dower of present woes and past. 

Oil thy sweet brow is sorrow plough’d by shame, 

And annals graved in characters of flame. Byron, Ch, E> iv, 
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IThLY —eontinufid. 

Fair Italy ! 

Tkou art tie garden of the world, the homo 
Of all art yields, and nature can decree, 

Even in thy d»‘sert, what is like to thee ? 

Thy very weeds are beautiful, thy waste 
More rich than other climes* fertility ; 

Thy wreck a gloiy, and thy ruin graced 

With an immaculate charm -which cannot bo defa,c’d. 

Bji/ron, Ch. I£, iv, 2d 

Soft skies of Italy ! how richly drest 
Smile the wild scenes in your purpureal glow ; 

What glorious hues reflected from the west 

Float o’er the mountains of eternal snow ! Mrs. Hcmaia 

The skies of radiant Italy ! 

Oh ! they are deeply blue ; 

And nothing save tlieir kindred waves. 

Can match their sapphire hue. Lad^ Mora Hastings. 

IVY, 

See there the envious world portrayed 
In that dark look, that creeping pace ! 

No flower can bear the ivy*s shade — 

No tree support its cold embrace. 

The oak that rears it from the ground 
And bears its tendrils to the skies, 

Feels at his heart the rankhng wound, 

And in its poisonous arms he dies.** Langhorne, 

Oh ! how could fancy crown with thee ^ 

In ancient days the god of wine. 

And bid thee at the banquet he 
Companion of the vine F 
Thy home, wild plant, is where each sound 
Of revelry hath tong been o’er; 

Where song’s full notes once peal’d around, . 

But now are heard no more, Mrs. UtinaHs* 
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JKALOITBT. 


JEAIOUSY— wtfEnvy. 

Foul jealousy 1 tliou turnest love divine 
To joyless dread, and mak’st tlie loving heart 
With hateful thoughts to languish and to pine ; 

And feed itself witn self-consuming smart. 

Of all the passions of the mind, thou vilest art I 

Spenser, F. Q ill. I 

; The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
; Poison more deadly than a mad dog's tooth. 8h, Com. Er. v. 3 , 
So full of artless jealousy is guilt. 

It spills itself in rearing to be spilt. 8h. Ham. iv. 5. 

Trifles, light as air, 

Are to the jealous, conflrmations strong 

As proofs of Holy Writ. 8h. 0th. in. 3. 

0 beware, my lord, of jealousy ; 

It is the green-eyed monster, which doth mock 

The meat it feeds on. 8h. Oih. in. 3. 

O, what damned minutes tells he o’er. 

Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet strongly loves I Ih. 3. 
JS’othing extenuate, 

Nor set down au^ht in mmice : then must you speak 
Of one, that lov'd not wisely, but too well ; 

Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 

Perplex’d in the extreme. Sh. Olh v. 2 

Think'st thou I’d make a life of jealousy, 

To follow still the changes of the moon 

With fresh suspicions P No ; to be once in doubt, 

Is once to be resolved. Sh. 0th. iii. 3, 

Where love reims, disturbing jealousy 
Doth call himself affection’s sentinel ; 

Grives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny. 

And in a peacefixi hour doth cry, “ kill, kill 
Distempering gentle love in his desire, 

air and water do abate the fire. 8h. Ten. ^ Ad. 109. 
All jealousy 

Must still be stt^gled in its birth ; or time 
Will soon conspire to make it strong enough 
To overcome the truth. Davenant, Cruel Brother. 

Palo hag, infernal fury, pleasure's smart; 

Envious observer, prying in ev'ry part : 

Suspicious, fearful, gazing still about theo, 

0 \iould to God that love could be without thee. 

'Danieh Rosamond. 
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JBALOITSY -‘ronfmued. 

When this disease of jealousy can find 
A way to seize upon a crazy mind ; 

Most thin^fs, instead of help, or giving ease. 

The humour feed, and turn to the disease. Hoxoard, V. Virgin. 
Small jealousies, 'tis true, inflame desire, 

The great don’t fan, but quite put out the fire. Drgden, Aur. 3. 
Oh jealousy ! thou bane of pleasing friendship, 

Thou worst invader of our tender bosoms ; 

How does thy rancour poison all our softness. 

And turn our gentle nature into bitterness ! liotoe,J.Sh.iu.l. 
To doubt's an injury ; to suspect a friend 
Is breach of friendship • jealousy’s a seed. 

Sown but in vicious minds ; prone to distrust, 

Seoause apt to deceive. Xiansdutoiief JB[e7*oic jLovt. 

O Jealousy ! thou most unnatural offspring 
Of a too tender parent I that in excess 
Of fondness feeds thee, like the pelican, 

But with her purest blood ; and in return 
Thou tear’st the bosom whence tiiy nurture flows. 

JFrotode, JPJdlotas. 

All seems infected that th* infected spy. 

As all looks yellow to the jaundic’d eye. Pope, E. C. ii. 35S, 
But through the heart 
Should jealousy its venom once diffuse, 

*Tis then delightful misery no more. 

But agony unmix’d, incessant gall, 

Corroding every thought, and blasting all 
Love’s paradise. Thomson, Spring, 1072, 

Ten thousand fears 

Invented wild, ten thousand frantic views 

Of horrid rivals, hanging on the charms 

Por which he melts in fondness, eat him up 

With fervent anguish, and consuming rage Thomson, Ih. lOSP. 

Among the sons of men how few are known 

Who ^e be just to merit not their own ! 

Superior virtue and superior sense, 

To Knaves and fools wul always give offence. 

Hay, men of real worth can scarcely bear, 

So nice is jealousy, a rival there. Qhurchil 

Oh ! the pain of pains, 

Is when the fair one, whom our soul is fond of, 

Gives transport, and receives it from another. Young, B vlsaw.V 
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JEALOTTSY— ^ESTS, JESTERS, JESTim 
JSAXiOTTSY — continued. 

Passions, if ^eat, tliougli turn'd to tlieir revei*se, 

Seep their degree, and are great passions still. 

And she who, when she thinks her lover false, 

Jietains her temper, never lost her heart. Young JSrothere, i v. 1. 

It is jealousy’s peculiar nature 

To s\^ ell small things to OTcat ; nay, out of nought 

To conjure much ; and then to lose its reason 

Amid the hideous phantoms it has formed. Jb, Bevenge, in. 1. 

O jealousy ! each other passion’s calm 

To thee, thou conflagration of the soul ! 

Thou king of torm<‘nts ! thou grand counterpoise 

Por all the transports beauty can inspire. Young^Bevenge.ii,!, 

0 jealousy ! thou merciless destroyer, 

More cruel than the grave ! v hat ravages 

Does thy wild u ar make iii the noblest bosoms ! 3fallei,JSur, 
All other passions have their hour of thinking, 

And hear the voice of reason. Thus alone 
Breaks at the first susfdcion into frenzy, 

And sweeps the soul in tempests. Francis, Constantine, 
Her maids were old, and if she took a new one 
You might be sure she was a perfeet fright : 

She did this during e’en her husband s life — 

1 recommend as much to every wife, Bgron, D. cT*. i. 48. 
Yet he was jcaloiiSi though he did not show it, 

For jealousy dislikes the world to know it. Byron, D, J, i, 65. 
That anxious torture may I never feel, 

Which doubtful, watches o’er a wandering heart. 

Oh I who that bitter torment can reveal, 

Ortell the pining anguish of that smart ! Mrs, Tighe, Psyche, 
0 jealousy, 

Tliou ugliest flend of hell, thy deadly venom 
Preys on my vitals, the healthful hue 
Of my fresh dbeek lO haggard sallowness, 

And drinks my spirit up 1 ffan. More, David and Ghliak, 1 . 
JESTS, JESTEES, JESTING-hj« Wit. 

This fellow picks up wit. as pigeons peas. 

And utters it again when Jove doth please ; 

He is wit’s pedlar ; and retails his wares 
At wakes and wassails, meetings, markets, fairs ; 

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 

Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 

SA, Tire's Z. Z, r. 2. 
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JESTS) JE8TEBS, JESTHTO— 

A jest’s prosperity lies iu tbe ear 

Oiliim tnat Jiears it, never in the tongne 

Of him that makes it. Sh. Love’s A. L, v. 2. 


Laugh not too much ; the witty man lauglis least : 

Por wit is news only to ignoraiiee : 

Less at thine own things laugli ; lest in the jest 
Thy person share, and the conceit advance. 

Make not thy sport abuses : for the fly 

That feeds on dung, is coloured thereby. Herbert, Temple^ 

Of all the griefs that harass the distress’d, 

Sure the most bitter is a scornful jest. 

Fate never wounds more deep the generous heart, 

Than when a blockhead’s insult points the dart. 

Johnson, London, 1G5« 

Yonder ho drives— avoid that furious beast j 
If he may have his jest, he never cares 
At whose expense ; nor friend nor patron spares. 

fiorace, (Frauds)* 

JESUITS. 

For none but Jesuits have a mission 
To preach the faith with ammunition, 

And propagate the church with powder. 

Their founder was a blown-up soldier. Butler, 1561. 


» fV O* 

Sufferance is the badge of all our tribe. Sh. AT. of Ten* i. J. 
They, and they only, amongst all mankind, 

Feceived the transcript of the eternal mind ; 

Were trusted with his own engraven law s, 

And constituted guardians of His cause ; 

Theirs were the prophets, theirs the priestly call, 

And theirs, by birth, the Saviour of us all. Cowper. 

JOKES. 

And gentle dulness ever loves a joke. Hope, Dunciad. n. 34. 
JOY, JOYFUIlffESS. 

I cannot speak, tears so obstruct my words. 

And choke me with unutterable joy. Otisai/, Cains Marins, 
Were my whole life to come one heap of troubles, 

Tlie pleasure of this moment would suffice, 

And sweeten all my griefs ith its remembrance. 

Lee, iUithridates, 

Now, by my soul, and by these hoary hairs, 

I’m so overwhelm*d with pleasure that I feel 
A latter spring within my wither’d limbs. 

That shoots me out again. Vrydeu 
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JOT, JDTTTOirMS —coHfhvteff 

•T oys are for the ^yods 

M'a.n*s common course of natnre is distress : 

His joys are prodia^es ; and like them too, 

Portend approaching ill The wise man starts, 

And trembles at the perils of a bliss. Young, Brothers, 5 

Blit what are past or future joys P 

The present is our own I 

And he is wise who best employa 

The passing hour alone. Bp. Seler,from Pindar. 

Let fate do her worst, there are relics of joy, 

Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy ; 

Which oome in the night time of sorrow and care, 

And bring back the features that joy used to wear. T. Moore. 
XUBGIES, JUDOUENT, JtTST. JTrSTICE.--afd Criticisin, Guilt. 

Jt often falls in course of common life, 

That right long time is overborne of wrong, 

Through avarice or power, or guile, or strife. 

That weakens her. and makes her party strong : 

But justice thouffh her doom she do prolong, 

Yet at the last will make lier ov n cause right Spenser, P. Q.i, 
I beseech you, 

Wrest once the law to your authority : 

To do a great right, do a little wrong. Sh. M. of Yen. iv. 1. 
A Daniel come to judgment ; yea, a Daniel ! 

0 wise young judge, how I do honour thee ! 81i. M.Ven iv.l. 

And then the justice ; 

Jn fair round belly, with good capon lin'd, 

With eyes severe, and leard of formal cut, 

Full of wise saws and modem instances. 

And so he plays his part. 8h. As. Y. L. ii. 1. 

If I shall be condemn'd 
Upon surmises ; all prooft sleeping else. 

But what your jealousies await, I tell you, 

'Tis rigour, and not law. Sh. Wint T. nt 2, 

Poise the cause in justice' equal scales, 

Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause prevails. 

Sh. Sen. Ti. 2. II. 1, 
I do believe, 

Induc'd bjr potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy : and make mv challenge, 

You shall not be my judge : for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me. 

Bk. Sen. rm. n. 4 
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JUDGES, JUDGMENT, JUST, JUSTICE. 

JUD9ES, JUDGMENT, JUST, JUSTICE ^continmd 
The Gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to scourge us. Sh, Lear, T. 3. 

A man busied about decrees, 

Condemning some to death, and some to exile, 

Ransoming one or pitying, threatening the other. Sk, Cbr.i.6, 
Look so to judge, that at the latter day 
Ye be not judg’d with those that weni 'istray ; 

Who passetli judgment for his private gain. 

He well may judge, lie is adjudg’d to pain. 

21 Lodge and Green, Looliing- Glass* 
Justice, like lightning, ever shall appear 
To few men’s ruin, but to all men’s fear. 

Sweinam, IFoman Hater* 
^en’s judgments sway on that side fortune leans. 

Chapman, }^doiD*s Tiars* 

A good man should and must. 

Sit rather down with loss, than rise unjust Ben Jonsvn, 
The gods 

Grow angiy with your patience : ^is their care, 

And must be yours, that guilty men escape not : 

As crimes do grow, justice should rouse itself. Ib* Catiline* 

Re just in all thy actions, and if join’d 

With those that are not, never change thy mind. 

Denham, Btnidenee, 1C3. 

i Justice, while she winks at crimes, 

I Stumbles on innocence sometimes. Butler, Hud* ii. 1177. 

* Justice gives sentence many times, 

On one man for another’s crimes. Butler, Hud* 

Of all the virtues justice is the best ; 

Valour without it is a common pest : 

Pirates and thieves, too oft with courage grac'd. 

Show us how ill that virtue may be placed. Waller* 

Poetic justice, with her lifted scale, 

Where, in nice balance, truth with gold she weighs, 

And solid pudding against empty praise. Bope,Dun<dad,i*h\* 
The hung^ judges soon the sentence sign. 

And wretches hing, that jurymen may dine. Ib. Bape i.iii.21 . 
'Tis with our judgments as our watches, none 
Go just alike, yet each believes his own. Fope, E* C. i. 9. 
Wit and judgment often are at strife. 

Though meant each‘other*s aid, hke man and wife. Ih*E*C*S2 



20S JUDGEa, JITDaMENT, JUST, JUSTICE — ^JURIES, JUEYMEK. 

nTBOES, XUDGMEiSrT, HIST, TQSTLC:i&-~coiitviuea, 

The rulers of the world. 

Unmercifully just, who punish ah 
To the severest rigour of the laws, 

Are most unjust Ihemselves, and violate 
Tlie laws they seem to guard ; there is a justice 
, Due to humanity. C/i* Johnson 

So sure the fall of greatness raised on crimes ! 

So fixed the justice of all-conscious heaven ! JDt\ Johnson 
When judges a campaigning go. 

And on their benches look so big, 

What fijves them consequence, I trow, 

Is notlung but a bushel wig. Peter Pindai\ 

JULIA’S STES. 

Her eye (I am very fond of handsome eyes). 

Was large and dark, suppressing half its fire 
Until she spoke, then through its soft disguise 
Flash’d an expression more of pride than ire. 

And love than either ; and there would arise, 

A something in them which was not desire. 

But would nave been, perhaps, but for the soul 
Which struggled through and chasten’d down the whole. 
jnjitB. • Byron, 2>. J, i. 60 

And what is so rare as a day in June P 
Then, if ever, come perfect dajs ; 

Then Heaven trios the earth ift be in tune. 

And over it softly her warm ear lays. 

JUEIBS, JUB'YMEB'. Lowell, Vision of Sir Lawful, 

The jury, passing on the prisoner’s life. 

May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two 
Guutier than him they try- Sk, M,for M. ii. 1. 

Do not your juries give their verdict 
As if they felt the cause, not heard it P 
And as they please, make matter of fact 
Run all on one side, as they're pack’d. Butler, Sud. 2.zi.(lC5 
This box contains a man of wit ; 

A man of sense, a man not fit ; 

A man of stren^h, a man of place ; 

A man devoid of every mce ; 

A man of rank, a man of none ; 

A man who’d rather bo at home ; 

A man of luck, a man of taste ; 

\ man who would his country waste ; 

These men, when sworn, a jury make. 

To clear up many a mistake. 


Anon 
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meEPftAiria 

I form'd for tliee a small bouquet, 

A keepsake near thy heart to lay, 

Because 't is there, I know full well, 

Tliat charity and kindness dwell. ^Tiss Gould. 

KENT. 

Kent, in the commentaries Caesar writ, 

Is term’d the civil’st place of all this isle • 

Sweet is tlie country, because full of riches : 

The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy. Sh. ILen, r/, 2.iv.7. 
KICK, KICKING 

'When late I attempted your pity to move, 

AVIiy seem’d you so deaf to my prayers P 
Perhaps it was right to dissemble your love, 

But — why did you kick me down stairs ? 

*Tis welU no toorse, a Farce {BickersUfff) i. 4. 
A Saxon Duke did grow so fat. 

That mice, as liistories relate. 

Ate gi’ots and labyrinths to dwell in. 

His postique parts, « ithout his feeling, 

Then how is’t possible a kick 

Should e’er reach that way to the quick P .Bw^/er,iZttd.l.ii.205. 
Some have been beaten till they know 
What wood a cudgel’s of by tn blow ; 

Some kick’d until they can feel whether 
A shoe be Spanish or neat’s leather. BMer^ Sud. 2. i. 221. 
Hudibras gave him a twitch 
As quick as lightning, in the breech. 

Just in the place whore honour’s lodg’d. 

As wise philosophers have judg’d, 

Because a kick in that part more 

Hurts honour, than deep wounds before. Ih, 2. iii. lOCo. 
KINPNESS— Benevolence, Charity, Eorhearanoe, Nature. 
Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks, 

Shall win my love. Sh. Tam, S. iv. 2. 

Kindness has resistless charms. 

All things else but weakly move ; 

Fiercest anger it disarms, 

And clips the wings of flying love. Bocheslrr, 

Kindness by secret sympathy is tied ; 

For noble souls in nature are allied. Diydcn, 

Smile on the work, be to her merits kind, 

And to her faults, whate’er they are, be blind. 

Prior t Frol, to Rot/al Mischi^, 
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KINDNESS — KINGS. 


Sweet as rcfreshinp^ dews, or summer sLiowers, 

To the loiig-parchiiig tliirst of drooping flowers ; 

Grateful as mnning gales to fainting swains, 

^ud soft as trickling balm to bleeding pains, 

Are thy kind words. Diono. 

To rest the weary, and to soothe the sad. 

Doth lessen happier men, and shames the bad. JS^roa, 

Unfee’d, the calls of nature she obeys, 

Not led by profit, nor allured by praise. Crahhe. 

Oh ! there are looks and tones that dart 
An instant sunshine through the heart ; 

As if the soul that minute caught 

Some treasure it through life had sought. T, Mooi'e. 

Generous as brave, 

Affection, kindness, the sweet offices 
Of love and duty, wore to him as needful 
As his daily bread. Bogeps, Ilalg, 

Angry looks can do no good, 

And blows are dealt in blindness ; 

Words are better understood 

If spoken but in kindness. tT. Burhidge, (Am,), 

KXKOB—see Court, Loyalty, Brinoes, Boyalty, War. 

The king-becoming graces 
Are justice, verity, temperance, stableness. 

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude. S/i. Mdcd. iv. 4. 

Not all the water in the rough rude sea 
Can wash the balm from an anointed king ; 

The breath of worldly men cannot depose 

The deputy elected by the Lord. S/i. Bich, ii. iii. 2. 

The presence of a king engenders love 
Amongst his subjects, and his royal friends. 

8h, Henrg JV. 1. ill. 1. 

When we are wrong'd, and would unfold our griefs, 

We are denied access unto his person, 

Ev'n by those mou tliat most have done us wrong. 

SL Henrg iv- 2. it, 1. 

0 majesty I 

When thou dost pinch thy bearer ; thou dost sit 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 

That scalds with safety. Sh, Ben, 2. iv. 4 
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KISi&B^conlmHed^ 

Wliat liave kings 

That privates have not too, save ceremony P SL Hen, V, vr, 1. 
Come liitber, England’s hope : If secret powers 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts, 

This pretty lad will prove our country’s bliss. 

His looks are full of peaceful majesty ; 

His head by nature fram’d to wear a crown. 

His hand to wield a sceptre : and himself 

Likely, in time, to bless a regal throne, SL ITen, VI, 3. iv. 6, 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience, 

So much they love it : but, to stubborn spirits, 

They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. SA, Hen.Vlli,iiL,h 
There’s such divinity doth hedge a king. 

That treason can but peep to what it would, 

Acts little of his will. Sk. Ham. iv. 5. 

The king, who delegates 
His pow’r to others’ hands, but ill deserves 
The crown he wears. Brooke, JSarl of Wa7*wich 

He*s a king, 

A true, right king that dai*es do au^ht, save wrong ; 

Fears nothing mortal, but to be unjust ; 

Who is not blown up w ith the flattering pufis 
Of spongy sycophants ; who stands unmov’d. 

Despite the jostling of opinion. Mavston, Ant, and Mellida* 
0 wretched state of kinffs ! that standing high. 

Their faults are marks snot at by every eye. 

DehJee'^y Match me in London, 
Tlie king tnat yields to popular commotions, 

Is more the slave than sovereign of his people. 

Bhdipe, Ilumjphre^, Bake of Glouceetew 
A crown. 

Golden in show, is but a crown of thoims, 

Brings dan;er?, troubles, cares, and sleepless nights. 

To him who k eai's the regal diadem. 

When on hi.s shoulder each man’s bui-thcn lies : 

For therein lies the office of a king, — 

His honour, virtue, merit, and chief praise, — 

That for the public all its weight he bears. MiUon, P.JR. ii. 4o& 
Kings, like Heaven’s eye, should spread their beam around, 
Pleased to bo seen while glory’s raco ihey run ; 

Best is not for the chariot of the sun : 

Luxurious kings are to the people lost ; 

They live like drones uvon the public cost. Bi*^den, Auren^. 
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SINOS — emiintted. 

Some are bom tin^, 

Made up of three parts fire : so full of Iicaren, 

It sparkles at their eyes : inferior souls 
Know them as soon as seen, bv sure instinct, 

To be their lords, and naturally worship 

The secret god within them. Dvyden^ Cleoment*, 

Kinp* titles commonly begin by force. 

Which time wears off; and mellows into right ; 

A.nd power, which in one age is tyranny, 

Is ripen’d in the next to true succession. Dry den, Sjyon. F, 

Unbounded power and height of greatness give 
To kings that lustre which we think divine ; 

The wise who know them. Know they are but men, 

I^’ay, sometimes weak ones too. The crowd indeed, 

Who kneel before the image, not the god, 

Worship the deity their hands have made. 

Sotoe, Amhiiious Stepmother, 

Wliat is a king P a man condemn’d to bear 

The public burthen of the nation’s care Frior, Solomon, 3. 

Then, poet, if you mean to thrive. 

Employ your muse ou kings alive : 

With prudence gathering up a cluster 
Of all the virtues you can muster, 

Which, form’d into a garland sweet, 

Lay humbly at your monarch’s feet ; 

Who, as the odours reach his throne, 

Will smile, and think them all h’S own ! 

Eor law and gospel both detemine 

All virtues lodge in royal ermine. Swift, 

Tlie man whom heaven appoints 
To govern others, should himself first learn 
To bend his passions to the sway of reason. 

Thomson^ Tancred and Siyismunda, 

When those whom Heaven distinguishes o’er millions, 
Ppoftisely dves them honours, riches, power. 

Whate’er the expanded heart can wish ; when they. 
Accepting the reward, neglect the duty, 

Or worse, pervert those gifts to deeds of ruin, 

Is there a wretch they rule so mean as they, — 

Guilty at once of sacrilege to Heaven, 

And of perfidious robbery to men ? Mallet, Alfivd 
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EXirOS — con iinued. 

Let him maintain liis pow'r, but not increase it ; 

The string prerogative when strain’d too high 
Cracks like the tortur’d chord of harmony, 

And spoils the concert between kinc and subject. 

Mavardf King Qharlei i 
The love of kings is like the blowing of 
Winds, which whistle sometimes gently among 
The leaveS) and straightway turn the trees up by 
The roots : or lire, which warmeth afar off. 

And bumetli near at hand ; or the sea, whmh makes 
Men hoist their sails in a flattering calm. 

And to cut their masts in a rough storm. Johnson* 

We too are friends to loyalty- We love 

The king n ho loves the law, respects his bounds. 

And reigns content within them. Him we serve 
Freely and with delight, who leaves ns free ; 

But recollecting still that he is man. 

We trust him not too far. Cowper, Task, v. 331. 

He is ours, 

T* admmister, to guard, t’adom tlie state. 

But not to warp or diange it. We are his. 

To serve him nobly m the common cause. 

True to the death, but not to be his slaves. 

Cowpej'i TasJi’t y. 341. 

At princes let but satire lift bis gun. 

The more their feathers fly, the more the fun. 

E’en the whole world, blockheads and men of letters. 

Enjoy a cannonade upon their bettors. Feter Pindar. 

All tliese men, or their fathers, were my friends 
Till they became my subjects ; they fell from me 
As faithless leaves drop trom the o erblown flower. 

And left me a lone blighted thorny stalk, 

Which, in its solitude can shelter nothing. iir.2. 

A crown ! what is it ? 

Jt is to bear the miseries of a people I 
To hear their murmurs, feel their discontents. 

And sink beneath a load of splendid care ! 

To have your best success ascribed to fortune. 

And fortune’s failures all ascribed to you ! 

It is to sit upon a joyless height. 

To ev’ry blast of changing fate expos’d ! 

Too high for hope ! too great for happiness ! 

Hannah More^ Dantel, 
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KINGS — KISS, KiSSTlSrG. 


4ClNGS~«ofi^/n//A!f. 

The wisest sovereigns err like private men, 

And royal hand has sometimes laid tlio sword 
chivalry upona worthless shoulder, 

A^liich better had been branded by the hangman* 

What then P Sliugs do their best — and tliey and we 
Must answer for tli* intent, and not th’ event. SivU, Kenil 
It being now settled that emp*rors and kings. 

Like kites inade of foolscap are high fly mg things, 

'Po whoso tails a few millions of subjects, or so, 

Have been tied in a string to be wliisk'd to and fro, 

Just wherever it suits the said fooLoap to go. 

Moore^ Cnb*s Memorial 


111 do you know the spectral forms that wait 
Upon a king ; care with his furrow'd brow. 

Unsleeping watchfulness, lone secresy, 

Attend his throne by day, his couch by night. 

vToo Hussell^ Bon Curios, 

ESS, KISStKG~je« Courtship 


He kiss'd me hard, 

,As if he’d pluck up kisses by the roots. 

That grow upon my lips. 8h, 0th. in. 3. 


You may ride us 

With one soft kiss a thousand furlongs, e'er 
With spur we heat an acre Sh. Wint. T. i. 2. 

I Teach not thy lip such scorn ; for it was made 
] For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 8h, Etch, m, i. 2. 
Give me one kiss ; I'll give it thee again ; 

And one for interest, if thou wilt have twahL.Si.Via. Al2dX 
Touch but my lips with those fair lips of thine, 

(Though mine be not so fair, yet are they red) 

, The kiss shall bo thine own as well as mine : — 

What seest thou in the gi’ound P hold up thy head : 

Look in* mine eyeballs ; there thy beauty lies ; 

Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in eyes P Ib. 116. 

Hissing and bussing difler but in this; 

We buss our wantons, but our vt ives we kiss. ILtrrtt k^Aph. 200. 
Give me one kiss and no more ; 

If so be this makes you poor, 

To enrich you I’ll restore 

For that one, two thousand more. Merrick. Mfsp. 46. 

Oh ! let mo live for ever on those lips ! 

The nectar of the Gods to these is tasteless. B*'^Jeu, Boti.Sob 
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ICTSS, KISSING— KN" A VERY. 

KISS, KISSING— 

I felt, tLe wliilo, a pleasing kind of smart ; 

The kiss wont tingling to my very heart. 

When it was gone, the sense of it did stay, 

The sweetness ding'd upon my lips all day, 

Like drops of lioncy loth to fall away. Ib. Mar. a la Mode, 

The kiss you take is paid by that you give : 

The joy is mutual, and I’m still in debt. Lansdoivne, Heroic L 
Give, or lend, or let mo take 
One sweet kiss, I ask no more, 

.One sweet kiss, for pity's sake, 

I’ll repay it o'er and o^er. Doihle^, Cotin*s Hisaes. 

JCiss rhymes to bliss in fact, as'woll as \ev&e.Byron,B.J vi.SU. 
I love Uie sox, and sometimes would reverse 
The tyrant's wish, “ That mankind only had 
One neck, which he with one fell stroke might pierce.*' 

My uish is quite as wide, but not so bad, 

And much more tender on the uhole than fierce ; 

. It being (not now, but only wdiilo a lad) 

That womankind had but one rosy mouth, 

To kiss them all at once from north to south. Bj/ron^ P. J.yi. 27’. 
Their lips drew near, and clung into a kiss, 

A long, long kiss, a kiss of youth and love, 

And beauty, all concentrating like rays 
Into one focus, kindled from above ; 

Such kisses as belong to early days, 

Where heart, and soul, and sense, in concert move. 

And the blood s lava, and the pulse a blaze, 

Each kiss a heart-quake, for a kiss’s strength, 

I think, it must be reckon'd by its length. Bj/ron^ P.t7'.ii.lS6. 
Turn away those lips of blisses 
I am poison'd by thy kisses ! 

Yet, again, ah I turn them to me : 

Iluin’s sweet, when they undo me ! T. Moore* 

I ne'er on that lip for a moment have gaz'd, 

But a thousand temptations beset me, 

And I've thought, as the dear little rubies you’ve rais'd, 
How doUcious 't would be — if you'd let me ! T* Moore, 
ENA7ESY. 

The Moor’s abus'd by some most villainous knave. 

Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow, 

O, heaven, that such companions thou 'dst unfold, 

And put in every honest hand a whip, 

To lash the rascals naked through the world ! S7i. 0th. iv. 2. 

X 



KNAYBRT — oroTn:iRDaE. 


KSA'VJiBX^eontimted. 

As thistles wear the softest down, 

To hide their prickles till they’re grown, 

And then declare themselves, and tear 
Whatever ventures to come near ; 

So a smooth knave does greater feats 

Than one that idly rails and threats. Butler * Mise^ Thought 

Thy heard and head are of a diffrent dye ; 

Short of one foot, distorted in an ej^e : 

With all those tokens of a knave complete, 

Should’st thou be honest, thou rt a dev’lish cheat. 

Addnon, Marihdf xii. 54. 

KNOWLEDGE see Genius, Ignorance, Learning, Wisdom. 

The charm dissolves apace 
And as the morning steals upon the night, 

Melting the darkness, so their rising-senses 

Begin to chase the ignorant fumes mat mantle 

Their clearer reason. Sh. v, 1. 

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. Sh, Ham, i. 5. 

Knowledge, when wisdom is too weak to guide lier, 

Is like a headstrong horse that throws the rider. Quarles„ 
Knowledge descries alone, wisdom applies ; 

That makes some fools, this maketh none hut wise. Quarles, 
Hot to know mo argues yourself unknown, 

The lowest of your throng. Milton, P. L, iv. 830. 

Knowledge is as food, and needs no less 
Her temp’rance over appetite, to know 
In measure what the mind may well contain ; 

Oppresses else with surfeit, and soon turns 

Wisdom to folly. Milton, P. L. vu. 127. 

Por what is truth and knowledge, hut a kind 
Of wantonness and luxury of the mind ; 

A greediness and gluttony of the hrain. 

That longs to eat forbidden firuit again ; 

And grows more desperate like the worst diseases, 

Upon the nohler part, the mind, it seizes. Butler, 

He knew what’s what, and that’s as high 

As metaphysic wit can fly. Butler^ Hud. 1, 1. 149. 

He knew what ever’s to he knowr^' 

But much more than he knew would own. Ih. Hud. 2, iii. 296. 
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EOT OVfJ^HGtB^contviue/f, 

Virtue only makes our bliss below ; 

And all our knowledge is ourselves to know. JLT.iv.SO?. 

Half our knowledge we must snatch, not take. Ih. M, B. i. 4< K 
The things, we know, are neither rich nor rare. 

But wonder how the devil they got there. Bope,Bp. ArhiUh, 
Know then thyself, presume not G-od to scan, 

The proper study of mankind is man. JPope, B. il/. ii. ] . 
She knew a man, who knew another, 

"Who knew the very party’s brother. 

Bd, Mooi'et Trial of Slim S^il. Am. 
Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 

Unhedged, lies open in life’s common field. 

And bids all welcome to the vital feast. Younp. 

Knowledge and wisdom, far from being one, 

Have ofttimes no connection. Knowledge dwells 
In lieads replete with thought?* of other men. 

Wisdom in minds attentive to their own. Cowper, Ta^l\ vi. 88 
"Knowledge is proud that ho has learned so much ; 

Wisdom is humble that he knows no more. 

Coinper, Task, vi. 98 
Knowledge is not happiness, and science 
But an exchange of mnoi’ance for that 
Which is another kina of ignorance. Bpron, Jifmfredf ii, -i 
Sorrow is knowledge ; they, who know the most, 

Must inouni the deepest o’er the fatal tnith, 

The tree of knowledge is not that of life. Bpron, Ib.i.l. 

Deep subtle wits, 

111 truth, are master spiiits in the world. 

The brave man’s courage, and the student’s lore. 

Are but as tools his secret ends to work, 

Who hath the skill to use them. Joanna Bailliet Basil, it. 8. 

To know one God, and know ourselves, is all. 

We can true happiness or wisdom call. Beading^ Christ. Intt. 



LABOTItt— LANDSCAPE. 
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LABODS'— Activity. 

The labour we delight in physics pain. 5//. Mach ii. 3. 
Nature lives by labour ; 

Beast, bird, air, fire, the heavens and rolling world, 

All live by action ; nothing lives at rest 
But death and ruin. 

Labour like this, our wants supplies, 

And they must stoop who mean to rise. Cowpet\ 

From labour health, from health contentment springs. 

BeatUe, MinstreL 

Such hath it been — shall be — beneath the sun 

The many still must labour for the one. Byvon^ Cot'saip, i. 8 

Labour with what zeal we will. 

Something still remain-^ undone. 

Something uncompleted still 

’\V’aits the rising of the sun. Longfellow^ Something left Undone^ 
LAB0I7B DT TAIN. 

The task he undertakes 

Is numb ring sands, and drinking oceans dry. SL Bich, n. ii. 2. 
I have seen a swan 

With bootless labour swim against the tide. 

And spend her strength with over-matching waves. 

Sh, Ken, VI. 3, i. 4. 

Defend me common sense, sav I, 

From reveries so airy, from the toil 
Of dropping buckets into empty wells, 

And growing old with drawing nothing up. 

Coiogei'f Tasht iii. 188. 

LADIES — ieo Family. 

A lady’s morning work : we rise, make fine, 

Sit for our picture, and ’t is time to dine. Skirl eg. 

And, when a lady’s in the case, 

You know, all other things give place. Gag, Fable 6(>. 

Ladies, like variegated tulips, show 

’Tis to their changes half tneir charms wo owe. 

Pope, M. F. n. 41 

LAMFOONS-«^« Satire. 

Jack writes severe lampoons on me, ’tis said. 

But he writes nothing who is never read. Kodgson,Mart, iii. 0 
lAJmSCAPE. 

Heavens I what a goodly prospect spreads around. 

Of hills, and dales, and woods, and lawns, and spires. 

And glittering towers, and gilded streams, till all 

The stretching landscape into smoke decays ! Thomson, Sum 



LA-NOUAOE — LAUGUTER. 


LUTGITAGE. 

Others for language all their care express, 

And value booxs as women men, for dress ; 

Their pmse is still, ‘ the style is excellent * : 

The sense they humbly take upon content. Pjpe, JE. C. ii. 305 

LASS. 

Now hear the lark 

The herald of the morn ; whose notes do beat 
Tlie vaulty heavens, so high above our heads. 

Making such sweet divisions. Sh, Pom, in. 5, 

Lo ! here the gentle lark, weary of rest, 

!From his moist cabinet mounts up on high. 

And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast 

The sun ariseth in his majesty. Sh, Ven, Ad. 853. 

To hear the lark begin his flight. 

And singing, startle the dull night, 

From his watchtower in the skies. 

Till the dappled dawn doth rise ; 

Then to come, in spite of sorrow, 

And at my window bid good morrow. Milton^ U Allegro^ 41. 

And now the herald lark 
Left his ground-nest, high tow*ring to descry 
Thie mom’s approach, and greet her with his song. 

Milton, P. P. n. 279. 

Up springs the lark. 

Shrill voic’d, and loud, the messenger of mom ; 

Ere yet the shadows fly, he mounted sings 
Amid the dawning clouds, and from their haunts 
Calls up the tuneful nations. Miomson, Spring, 6S7. 

LAST WOB^S. 

They say, the tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention, like deep harmony ; 

When words are scarce they’re seldom spent in vain : 

For they breathe tmth that breathe their words in pain. 

Sh, Rick. II. II. 1. 

LATE HOUES. 

Look at the clock I said Winifred Pryce, 

As she opened the door to her husband’s knock. 

Then paused to give him a piece of advice— 

You nasty varmint, look at the clock ! Barham, Ingold. Leg, 3d. 

LAUaHTEB. 

They laugh that win. Sh Othello, iv. I, 

Laughter, holding both Ids sides. Milton, Id Allegro, 31 



310 


LA,rGHTBR — Li.W, I1A.WTEBS. 

LAUGHTEE — continued^ 

To laugh, were want of goodness and of grace ; 

And to be grave, exceeds all power of face. FroL 35i 

LAW, LAWYEBS-^^tf Patriotism. 

We must not make a scare-crow of the law, 

Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 

And let it keep one shape, till custom make it 

Their perch, and not their terror. SA. M.for M, n. 1. 

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt. 

But, being seasoned with a gracious voice. 

Obscures the show of evil P SA, M. of Veti, iii. 2. 

The first thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers. Men. vi, 2, iv.2. 
Still you keep 0 ’ the windy side of the law. 8h, 1\ NL iir, 4. 
It pleases time and fortune to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 

Hatli stept into the law, which is past depth 

To those that without heed do plunge into it Sh.Timon. iii.6. 

Men may constrae things after their fashion. 

Clean from the purpose of the things themselves. Ju1» C, i. 3. 
rU answer him by law j I’ll not budge an inch. Sh. F S. ind. 

Multitudes of laws are signs either 
Of much tyranny in the prince, or much 
Bebelbous disobedience in the subject. Mareto 7 iy Fawn, 
The lawyer 

Gives forked council ; takes provoking gold 

On either hand, and puts it up 

So wise, so grave, of so perplex'd a tongue. 

And loud withal, tliat would not wag, nor scarce 

Lie still without a fee. Ben Joneon^ Volpone (»ee JuniuSy 39.) 

I oft have heard him say how he adnim’d 

Men of your large profession, that could speak 

To every cause, and things mere contraries, 

Till they were hoarse again, yet all be law. i?. Jonsony FaJ^ojue 
"While lawyers have more sober sense. 

Than ’t argue at their own expense. 

But make their best advantages 
Of others* quarrels, like the Swiss, 

And out of foreign controversies. 

By aiding both sides, fill their purses : 

But have no int'rost in tlie cause 

For which they engage and wage the laws, 

Nor further prospect than their pay, 

Whether they lose or win the day. Butler^ Mud* tii. 3. 



LAW, LAWIEES. 5^11 

LAW, LAW YEIIS— eontimed. 

He tliat with injury is griev’d, 

And goes to law to be reliev’d. 

Is siluer than a sottish cliouse. 

Who, when a thief has robb’d his house. 

Applies himself to cunning men 

To nelp bim to his goods again. Bailer ^ Hudtbrat. 

But lawyers are too wise a nation 
T* expose their trade to disputation. 

Or make the busy rabble judge® 

Of all their secret pi<jues and grudges ; 

In which, whoever wins the day, 

The whole profession’s sure to pay. Butler^ Sud. iii. 3, 483. 

Law’s the wisdom of all ages. 

And manag’d by the ablest sagos. 

Who, ^ 0 * their bus ’ness at the bar 
Be but a kind of civil war, 

In which th’ engage with fiercer dudgeons, 

Than e’er the Grecians did, and Trojans ; 

They never manage the contest 
T* impair their public interest. 

Or by their controversies lessen 

The oignity of their profession. Butler ^ Hud, 3, Hi. 439. 

Lawyers, of whose art the basis 

Is raismg feuds and splitting cases. Bailer^ 

Is not the winding up witnesses. 

And nicking, more than half the bus’ness P 
For witnesses, like watches, go 
Just as they’re set, too fast or slow ; 

And where in conscience they’re strait-lao’d, 

’Tis ten to one that side is cast. Butler, 2, ii. 359. 

The mighty Julius pleading at the bar, 

Was greater than when laundering in the war. 

He conquer’d nations : *tis of more renown 
To save a client than to storm a town. 

Lajisdofone^ Beauty and Law* 

I know you lawyers can, with ease, 

Twist words ana meanings as you please : 

That language, by your skill made pliant. 

Will bend to favour every client ; 

That ’tis the fee directs the sense, 

To make out either side’s pretence. Gay, FahU, part i. Z 
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lAW, LA^WTEES— LBA-WrilirG. 

LAW, 'LK^rZEBA^continued, 

There take, (says Justice,) take ye each a shell, 

We thrive at Westminster on fools like you : 

'Twas a fat oyster — live in peace — adieu. Foj>e, {fr. BAhaul 
These 

Tnsnare the wretched in the toils of law, 

Fomenting diseord, and perplexing right ; 

An iron-race 1 Thomson, Aninmn, 

Tliere was on both sides much to say j 

He’d hear the cause another day 

And so he did -and then a third 

He heard it then, and kept his word. 

But T\nth rejoinders or replies, 

Long bills, and answers stuff’d with lies, 

For sixteen years the cause was spun, 

And then stood where it first begun. Dean Swift. 

Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law. 

Goldsmith. The Traveller, 386 
A lawyer’s dealings should be just and fair, 

Honesty shines with great advantage there. Cowper, Sope, 401 
He saw a lawyer killing a viper 
On a dunghill hard by his own stable ; 

And the Devil smil’d, for it put him in mind 

Of Cain and his brother Abel. Col end ge, DeviV s Walk, iv 

Six hours in sleep, in law’s grave study six, 

Four spend in prayer, the rest on nature fix. 

Dines quoted in Lattn hy Sir JEdward Coke. 
Seven hours to law, to sootbdng slumber seven. 

Ten to the world allot, and all to heaven. 

Sir W. Jones, Ode in Imitation of Alceeu^, 
No man e'er felt the halter draw, 

With good opinion of the law. Ttnimhull, McBlngal, in. 489 
Mastering the lawless science of our law, 

That codeless myriad of p^edent. 

That wilderness of single instances. 

Through which a few by art or fortune led 
May beat a pathway out to wealth and fame. 

T».T.in>« Tennyionaylmer'i FM 

That odd impulse, which, in wars and creeds, 

Makes men, like cattle, follow him who leads. JBgron 

Argnment, Authors, Education, Knowledge. 

The thrice three Muses, mourning for the death 
Of learning, late deceas’d in beggary,” — 

That is some satire, keen and critical. Sh. Mid, JV. v- 1 
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"LEABSmSQ -eonthiucd. 

List his discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle rendered you in music ; 

Turn him to any cause of policy, 

The Gordian knot of it he will unloose, 

“Familiar as his garter. S/i. Hen, r. i. 1. 

Learning is an addition beyond 
Nobility of birth : honour of blood. 

Without the ornament of knowledge, is 
A glorious ignorance. J, Shirley. 

Learning, tliat cobweb of the brain. 

Profane, erroneous, and vain ; 

A trade of knowledge, as replete 
As others are with fraud and cheat ; 

An art t’incumber gifts and wit. 

And render both for nothing fit. Butler, 1. iii. 1339. 

To master John the English maid 
A horn -book gives of gingerbread ; 

And, that the child may learn the better. 

As he can name^ he eats the letter. 

Proceeding thus with vast delight. 

Ho spells and gnaws from left to right. Prior, Alma, 2. 
Love seldom haunts the breast where learning lies. Pope. 
Leam’d without sense, and venerably dull. 

Churchill, Bosciad, 591. 

Voracious learning, often over-fed. 

Digests not into sense her motley meal. 

This book-case, with dark booty almost burst. 

This forager on other's wisdom, leaves 

Her native farm, her reason, quite untiU’d, Younff, JV. P v. 

Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords 

Light, but not heat ; it leaves you undevout. 

Frozen at heart, while speculation shines. Young, N, T, 

Wits are a despicable race of men, 

If they confine their talents to the pen ; 

When the man shocks us, while the writer shines. 

Our scorn in life, our envy in his Hues, 

Yet, proud of parts, with prudence some dispense, 

And play the fool because they're men of sense. 

Young, JSjfistle to Mr, Pope, ii 
How empty learning, and how vain is art, 

But as it mends the life, and guides the heart I 

Young, Last Dap, u 
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LBIiBKDXQt^eotitintied, 

Learning itself, received into a mind 
By nature weak, or yiciously inclined, 

Serves but to lead philosopners astray, 

Wliere cliildren would wifib. ease discern tlio Avay* Cowper 
Au reste, (as we say,) the young lad’s well enough. 

Only talks muck of Athens, Eome, virtue, and stuff. 

Moore, Fudge Familg 

Learning unrefin’d, 

That oft enlightens to corrupt the mind. Falconer, SMptoreck, 

USGITDCAGT. 

Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ; 

Your father’s wife did after wedlock bear him : 

And. if she did play false, the fault was her’s ; 

Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives. SA. X Jbkn, i. 1. 

LELY, (Sir Peter). 

Lely on animated canvas stole 

The sleepy eye, that spoke the melting souL Pope, Aug, i, 149 
LWSfDISQ—see Borrowing. 

Loan oft loses both itself and Mend. Ham, i. 3 

How hard, when those who do not wish 
To lend (that’s lose) their books, 

Are snared by anglers — folks that fish 
With literary hooks : 

Who call and take some fav’rito tome, 

But never read it through ; 

And thus complete their set at home, 

By making one at you. 

For volumes lent I look around. 

For tracts my tears are spilt ; 

But when they take a book that’s bound, 

*Tis, surely, extra-guilt I Tom Hood, 

lETTEBS, LETTEB-WBITING. 

Here are a few of the unpleasant’st words 
That ever blotted paper ! Sh, M, of Yen, iir. 2. 

Bead o’er this ; 

And after, this ; and then to breakfast, with 
What appetite you have. Sh, Hen. vrii. iii. 2. 

Let us see 

’Leave, gentle wax ; and manners, blame us not ; 

To know our enemies' minds, we’d rip their hearts ; 

Iheir papers is more lawful. SL Lear, iv. 6 
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lETOBSES, LETTEE-WEITIN Q- -- eontinued. 

Full oft have letters caus’d the writers 

To curse the day they were inditers. Butler ^ Kad. 

Heaven first taught letters for some wretch’s aid, 

Some banish’d lover, or some captive iHAid ; 

They live, they speak, they breathe what love inspires, 
Warm from the soul, and faithfiil to its fires ; 

The virgin’s wish without her fears impart, 

Excuse the blush, and pour out all the heart — 

Speed the soft intercourse from soul to soul, 

And waft a sigh from Indus to the pole. Pope^ JEhisa, 60. 
Letters admit not of a hatf-renoTim ; 

They give you nothing, or they give a crown. 

Ho work e’er gained true fame, or ever can, 

But what did honour to the name of man. Youngs JSpis. to 
Good bye— my paper’s out so nearly, [-P 202. 

I’ve only room for— your’s sincerely. 

T. Moorey jEadge Family in Paris, 6. 

LTETOALITY. 

He that’s liberal 

To all alike, may do a good by chance, 

But never out of judgment. JSeaumont and Fletcher. 

LIBEBTHTE. 

His addiction was to courses vain ; 

His companies unletter’d, rude, and shallow ; 

His hours filled up with riots, banquets, sports ; 

And never noted in him any study, 

Any retirement, any sequestration 

From open haunts and popularity. 8h, Hen, V, 1 . 1. 

HBSRTY^see Freedom. 

I must have liberty 

Withal, as large a charter as the wind. 

To blow on whom I please S/i, As Y, L, ii, 7. 

A show of liberty. 

When we have lost the substance, is best kept. 

By seeming not to understand those faults, 

Wiich we want power to mend. May, Cleopatra. 

In liberty’s defence, my noble task, 

Of which all Europe talks from side to side ; 

This thought might lead me through the world’s vain mask. 
Content, though blind — ^had I no better guide. 

Milton, io C, Skinner 
Lioense they mean when they cry liberty. Milton, Sonnet, 1% 
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IXBEBTY — continued, 

Tlie love of liberty with life is driven. 

And life itself th* inferior gift or heaven. 

Dry den, Falamon and Arcite, 291 
Oh I give me liberty 
For were ev'n Paradise my prison, 

Still I should long to leap the crystal walls. Dryden, Don 8th 
When liberty is gone. 

Life grows insipid and has lost its relish. Addison, Cato, i: 
A day, an hour, of virtuous liberty 

Is worth a whole eternity in bondage. Addison, Cato, ii 
Converse familiar with th* illustrious dead ! 

With great examples of old Greece or Pome 
Fnlaige thy free-^om heart, and bless kind heaven 
That Britain yet enjoys dear liberty, 

That balm of life, that sweetest blessing, cheap 
Tho* purchas’d with our blood. Someroille, Chase, 1. 

When liberty is lost, 

Lot abject cowards live ; but in the brave 
It were a treachery to themselves, enough 
To merit chains. Thomson, S>yhonisha. 

The human race are sons of sorrow bom ; 

And each must have his portion ; vulgar minds, 

Eepose or crouch beneath their load ; the brave 

Bear theirs without repining. Mallet and Thomsons A If red. 

The greatest glory of a free-bom people, 

Is to transmit that freedom to th^ children. JECavard, Degu, 
Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if their lungs 
Beceive our air, that moment they are free. 

They touch our country and their shackles fall. 

That’s noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of their blessing. Coicger, Task, 11, 4t). 

Liberiy, like day, 

Breaks on the soul, and by a flash from heav n 

Fires all the faculties with glorious joy, Cowper, TasJc, v. 8S3 

But slaves that once conceive the glowing thought 
Of freedom, in that hope itself possess 
All that the contest calls for ; spirit, strength, 
llie scorn of danger and united hearts. 

The surest presage of the good they seek. Coicper, Tash.T,S74L 
^Tis liberiy alone that gives the flow’r 
Of fleeting life its lustre and perftime, 

And we are weeds without it. Cowper, Taskf v. 446. 
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LIBEETY— 

Oil could I worship aught beneath the slics. 

That earth hath seen or fancy can devise. 

Thine altar, sacred Liberty, should stand, 

Built by no mercenary vulgar hand. 

With fragrant turf and flow’rs as wild as fair 
As ever dress’d a bank, or scented summer air. Cowper, Char 
The wish, which ages have not yet subdued 
In man, to have no master save his mood Byron, Island, i. 2. 
Easier were it 

To hurl the rooted mountain from its base 

Thau force tlie yoke of slavery upon men 

Determin’d to be free. Southey^ Joan qf Arc^ 

Oh ! if tliero be, on this earthly sphere, 

A boon, an offering heaven holds dear, 

Tis the last libation liberty draws 

From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her cause ; 

Moore, Lalla Itoohh, 

There is a world, where souls are free, 

Where tyrants taint not nature’s bliss. 

If death that world’s bright opening be, 

Oh ! who woxdd live a slave in this r Thos. M^mre. 

Mankind are all, by nature, free and equal. 

*'J'is tlieir consent alone gives just dommion. 
LICENTIOTrSNESS. Btincomhe, Jun, Bru f. 

What rein can hold licentious wickedness, 

When down the hill ho holds his fierce career ? 

/S'/i. Ken. V. nr. 3. 

LIE, JJEB-^ee Defiance, Fiction. 

The lie circumstantial, and the lie direct Sh. As Y. L. v. 4. 
These lies are like the father that begot tliem, 

Gross as a mountain, open, palpable. SL Ken. ir. 1, ii. 4. 
Then, Bolin gbroke, as low as to thy heart, 

Tlirough the false passage of thy throat, thou liest I 

Sh. Kick. II. 1 , 1. 

You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie : 

Upon my soul, a he ; a wicked lie. Sh. Olh. v. 2. 

Some truth there was, but dash’d and brow’d with lies. 

To please the fools, and puzzle all the wise. 

Diydrn, Abs. ^ Arch. i. Ill 
The man of pure and simple heart 
Through hfe disdains a double part ; 

He never needs the screen of lies 
His inward bosom to disguise. 


Gay, Jltbie. 
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LIFE— Mt Adversity, Cliild, Daatli, Despair, Dissolntioa, Provideace 
Itetirement. 

We are sucli stuff 

As dreams are made on, and our little life 

Is rounded with a sleep. S/i. Temp, it. 1 

Eeason thus ■with life j 
If I lose thee, I do lose a tiling 
That none but fools would keep : a breath thou art, 

(Servile to all the skiey influences,) 

Tliat dost this habitation, where thou keepest, 

Hourly aflBlict. SL M, fir M, iii. 1 

*Tis b'^t an hour ago since it was nine ; 

And arhr one luu’* more, *t Trill be eleven : 

And sc, Irom ho ti to hour, we ripe and ripe ; 

And then, from hour to hour, we rot and rot ; 

And thereby bangs a tale. Sh, As Y, L, ii. 6 

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 

Is left this vault to brag of. S7i, Macb, ii. 3 

Life’s but a walking sliadow ; a poor player, 

That struts and frc^s his liour upon the stage, 

And then is heard no more ; it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 

Signifying nothing. Sh, Macb. v. 6 

The time of life is short ! 

To spend that shortness basely were too long 
If lire did ride npon a dial’s point 

Still ending at tu arrival of an hour. Sh, Hen, iv, i. v. 2, 

Life is a dream, whose seeming truth 
Is moralized in age and youth ; 

WTien all the comforts man can share, 

As wandering as his fancies are ; 

Till, in a mist of dark decay. 

The dreamer vanish quite away. Bi'ihop JO at/, 

[Nor love thy life, nor hate ; but uhat thou lirest 
iLive well; hew long or short, permit to Heav’n. 

Milton, P, L, II. 564 

CircLs are pia .VJ, not that abound 
In largeness, but th* exactly round ; 

So hfo we praise, that does excel, 

Not in much time, but acting well. Waller, Long Sf Shvrt IJfi, 

I Like pilmms to tb* appointed place we tend ; 

\ The wond’s an inn, ana d**ath the joumey’s end. 

^ Drjyden, Palamon ^ Arcite. iii, S&7 
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LtPE— caniiatefiff. 

'Tis not for notliing that we life pttrrae ; 

It pays our hopes with something still that’s new : 

Each day’s a mistress, unenj^oyed before ; 

Like travellers we’re pleased with seeing more. 

Did you but know what joys your way attend, 

Ton would not hurry to your journey’s end. Aitren, ir. 1. 
When I consider life, 'tis all a cheat. 

Yet fooled with Iiopo, men favour the deceit; 

Tnist on, and think to-morrow will repay : 

To-morrow’s falser than the former day ; 

Lies worse ; and while it says, “We shall be bleat 

With some new joys,” cuts off what we possess’d. Ih. it. 1. 

Take not away the life you cannot give, 

For all things have an equal right to live. T>)'yden^ P^th. PML 
On what strange grounds we build our hopes and fears • 
Man’s life is all a mist*, and in the dark 
Our fortunes meet us. 

Wlietlier wo drive, or whether we are driven. 

If ill, *tis ours ; if good the act of heaven. DiyJen. 

Vain hopes and empty joys of human kind. 

Proud of the present, to the future blind \Ib*CiimonSfJ^hJZ2^> 
Ev’ry state. 

Allotted to the race of man helow, 

Is, in proportion, doom’d to taste some sorrow. 

Botoe, Lady Jam Grey, 

Life’s a jest, and all things show it ; 

I thouglit so once, and now I know it. Gay^ Bp, on 'Hirmelf. 
Live while you live, the epicure would say. 

And seize the pleasures of the present day ; 

Live while you live, the sacred preacher cries, 

And give to God each moment as it flies ; 

Lord, in my views let both united be ; 

I live in pleasure, when I live to thee. 

Doddridge, Bpigram on his Bamily Arms 
Life can little more supply, 

Than just to look about us and to die. * Pope, B, 

O thoughtless mortals ! ever blind to fate. 

Too soon dejected, and too soon elate I Pope, Bape, ill. 102 
Even so luxurious men unlieeding pass 
An idle summer-life in fortune’s shine ; 

A season’s glitter ! thus they flutter on 
From toy to toy, from vanity to vice ; 

Till blown away by death, oblivion comes 

Behind, and stmes them from the book of life. Thomson, Sum 
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LtPE— 

Lifo*s little sla^o is a small eminence, 

Ineli-lii^yli the above ; tliat homo of man, 

Wliere dwells the multitude : wc gaze around ; 

Wo read their monuments, we sigh ; and while 
We sigh, we sink ; and are what we deplor’d ; 

Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot ! Young, JV*. T, ii. 361 
Why all this toil for triumphs of an hourP 
"What tho’ we wade in wealth, or soar in fame ? 

Earth’s highest station ends in ** Hero he lies 
And *• dust to dust” concludes her noblest song. Ib, iv. 97 
While man is growing, life is in decrease ; . 

And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 1 

Our birth is nothing but our death begun ; j 

As tapers waste that instant they take fire. Youu j^N. T.y*717, 

Vain man ! to bo so fond of breathing long, 

And spinning out a thread of nnsery. 

The longer life, the greater choice of evil. Young, A”. T* 
Ho sins against this life, who slights the next. Young, JSf. 2. 
There's not a day, but, to the man of thought, 

Betrays some secret, that throws new repiv»ach 

On lite, and makes him sick of seeing more. Ih. xV. 2. 

That life is long which answers life’s great end. Ih. v. 7? 3. 
Life is a trifle we must shortly pay, 

And where’s the mighty lucre of a day ? Young, 

The days of life are sisters, all alike ; 

None just the same, which serve to fool us on 
Through blasted hope, with change of fallacy, 

While joy is like to-morrow, still to come, 

Nor ends the fruitless chase but in the grave. Young, Broth, i, 

A-long the cool sequester’d vale of life, 

They kept the noiseless tenor of their way. Gray, Etegg 2Q. 

To each his sufferings ; all are men 
Condemn’d alike to groan ; 

The tender for another’s pain, 

The unfeeling for his own. Gray, Eton College, 

By day or night. 

In florid youth, or mellow age, scarce fleets 

One ho.ur without its care I Not sleep itself 

Is ever balmy ; for the shadowy dream 

Oft bears substantial woe. Smolltt, Begieide 
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LIFE — continued, 

J Cateli then, O catcli tlie transient 
L LxwTOve eacli moment as it flies ; 
jLim*s a short summer — ^mau a flower, 

I He dies— alas ! how soon he dies ! J)j\ Johnson^ Whiter, 
’ Eeflect tliat life, like every other blessing, 

Derives its value from its use alone ; 

Hot for itself, but for a nobler end, 

Th* eternal gave it, and that end u vii-tue. Ib. Irene, iiu 8 
Year chases year, decay pursues decay. 

Still drops some joy from withering Lie away ; 

Hew forms arise, and different views engage. 

Superfluous lags the veteran on the stage. 

Till pitying nature signs the last release, 

And bids afflicted woi*th retire to peace. Ib, Van, h., IV. 305. 
In life’s last scene what prodigies surprise. 

Fears of the brave, and lolHes of the wise I 

From Marlborough’s eyes the streams of dotage flow. 

And Swift expires a driveller and a show. Jb, V. JBL. W, 316. 


Enlarge my life with multitude of days 
In health, in sickness, thus tiie suppliant prays : 

Hides from himself his state, and shuns to know 

That life protracted is protracted woe. Ib, Van. S. W. 266. 

The tree of deepest root is found 

Least willing still to quit the ground ; 

'Twas thereiore said, T^y ancient sages. 

That love of life increased with years 
So much, that in our latter stages. 

When pains grow sharp, and sickness rages, 

The greatest love of life appears. 

Mrs. Piozzi, The Three Warnings 
Oppress’d with mef, oppress’d witli care, 

A Durden more than I can bear, 

I sit me doTi n and sigh : 

O life ! thou art a gaUing load, 

Along a rough, a weary road. 

To wretches such as T I Burns^ Despondency, i. 

Ask what is human life— the sage repLes, 

With disappointment low’ring in his eyes, 

A painful passage o’er a restless flood, 

A vain pursuit of fomtVe false good, 

A sense of fancied bliss and heart-felt care, 

Closing at last in darkness and despair. Cowper, Hope 

V 
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LIFE — contimterf. 

Men deal with life as children with tlieir play, 

Who first misuse, then cast their toys away Cowper, 

In such a world, so thorny, and where none 
THnds happiness unblighted, or if found. 

Without some thistly sorrow at its side. 

It seoms the part of wisdom, and no sin 
Am nst the law of love, to measure lots 
With less distinguish’d tlian ourselves, that thus 
We may with patience bear our mod’rate ills. 

And sympathize with others, suffering more. Ih, Tash, i v. 333 
How readily we wish time spent revoked. 

That we might try the ground again, w^here once 
OTxrough inexperience as we now perceive) 

We miss’d that happiness we might have found. Ib. vi 25. 
Well, well — ^the world must turn upon its axis. 

And ^ mankind turn with it, heads or tads, 

And live and die, make love, and pay our taxes 
And, as the veering wind shifts, shift our sails ; 

The king commands us, and the doctor quacks us. 

The priest instructs, and so our life exhales, 

A little breath, love, wine, ambition, fame, 
lighting, devotion, dust — ^perliaps a name. Byron, D. *7. ii. 4, 
*Tis very certain the desire of life 
Prolongs it, this is obvious to physicians, 

When patients, neither plagued with friends nor wife. 
Survive through very desperate conditions. 

Because they still can hope, nor shines the knife 
Hor shears of Atropos before their visions : 

Despair of aH recovery spoils longevity. 

And makes men’s miseries of alaming brevity. lb. zi. 64 
There still are many Hainbows in your sky, 

But mine have vanish’d, AD, when life is new. 

Commence with feelings warm, and prospects high ; 

But time strips our Dlusions of their hue, 

And one by one, in turn, some grand mistake, 

Casts off its bright skin yearly Dke the snake. Byron^ D.J’.v.21. 
Between two worlds, life hovers like a star 
’Twixt night and mom, upon th’ horizon’s verge. 

How little do we know that which we are ! 

How less what we may be I The eternal surge 
Of time and tide rolls on, and bears afar 
Our bubbles : as the old burst, new emerge. 

Lash’d from the foam of ages. Syron, D. J. xv.9ft 
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£1F£ — eoiiUimed. 

My days, thoagh few, have pass'd below 
In mucn of joy, thougb more of woe ; 

Tet still, in nonrs of love or strife, 

IVe 'scaped tbe weariness of life. Bynm 

How short is human life 1 the very breath 
Which frames my words, accelerates my death. Sian. Move 
What is life ? 

A ^f of troubled waters — ^where the soul. 

Like a vex'd bark, is toss'd upon the waves 
Of pain and pleasure by the wavering breath 
Of passions. X. JS, London, 

What makes the happiest life below, 

A few plain rules, my friend, will show. 

A good estate, not earn’d with toO, 

But left by will, or giv’n by fate ; 

A land of no ungrateftd soil, 

A constant ftre within your grate : 

No law ; few cares ; a quiet mind ; 

Strength unimpair’d, a healthful frame ; 

Wisdom with mnooence combin’d ; 

Eriends equal both in years MidLifaTLO^MartialxA^tiMerhale,) 

All that’s bright must fade, — 

The brightest still the fee^st ; 

All that^s sweet was made 

But to be lost when sweetest Moore, National Airs, 


Oh ! life is a waste of wearisome hours. 

Which seldom the rose of enjoyment adorns ; 

And the, heart that is soonest awake to the flowers. 

Is always the first to be touch’d by the thorns. 

^ Moore, ‘ 0 think ruot my Spirit* 

What’s life P at best a wandering breath ; 

When saddest, but a passing sigh ; 

When happiest, but a summer wreath — 

A scent of roses floating by. Croly, 

/Tell me not m mournful numbers. 

Life is but an empty dream I 
For the soul is dead that slumbers, 

And things are not what they seem. Longfellow, Psalm cfLfe 


Life is real, life is earnest ; 

And the grave is not its goal ; 

Dust thou art, to dust retumest ; 

Was not spoken of the soul. Longfelloa 

T 2 
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LIFE — continued. 

ATliat different lots our stars accord I 
This Imbe to be hail’d and woo’d as a lord ! 

And that to bo shunn’d like a leper I 
One, to the world’s wine, honey, and com, 

Another, like Colchester-natiTC, born 

To its vinegar only and pepper. Mood, Mus Kilmansegg 
We live in deeds, not years ; in thoughts, not breaths ; 

In feelings, not in figures on a dial. 

We should count time by heart-throbs. He most lives 
Wlio thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best, Baily, Fest. 

If life* be heavy on your hands. 

Are thoi-e no beggars at your gate, 

Nor any poor about your lands P 
Oil, teach the orphan boy to read, 

Or teach the orphan girl to sew ; 

Pray heaven for a human heart, ^ w j 

And let your selfish sorrow go.t Tennyson, Lndy Clara V, dr v, 

Life— XI hat is life P but the immediate breath we draw : 

Nor have we surety for a second gale. 

A frail and fickle tenement it is ; 

Wiicli, like the brittle glass that measures time, 

Is broke e’er half its sands are run. 

Notes and Queries, Dec, 19th, 1863* 

U&HT. 

Hail, holy light 1 offspring of heaven fixst-bom I 
Or of tff Eternal coetermil beam. 

May I express thee, unblam’d ? since God is light. 

And never but in unapproaohed light 
Dwelt from eternity, dwelt then in thee, 

Bright effluence of Ibright essence inoreate. Milion,P.L.in.l, 
Let there be light ! God said, and forthwith light 
Ethereal, first of things, quintessence pure. 

Sprung from the deep ; and, from her native east. 

To journey through the airy gloom began. 

Spher’d in a radiant cloud. Milton, P. L, vii. 244. 

Before the sun, 

Before the heavens thou wert, and at the voice 

Of God as with a mantle didst invest 

The rising world of waters dark and deep, ^ 

Won from the void of formless infinite. Milton, P m. 


Our souls have holy light vpithin, 

And every form of grief and sin 

Shall see and feel its fire. W)enezer Elliott, 


• Time. t And let the foolish yeoman go. The alterations wers n^e by 
me years ago for an object, as ought to have been stated, but were overlooKea. 
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LIGHTNESS. 

Pray wliat is lighter than a feather ? 

Dust, my friend, in summer weather. 

What's lighter than the dust, I pray P 
The wind that blows them both away. 

What is lighter than the wind ? 

The lightness of a woman’s mind, 

And wW is lighter than the last P 
Ah, now, my friend, you have me fast 1 

Notes and Qaenes, Aug. 11^^, 1366 

LIGHTNING. 

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of Franco, 

For e’er thou ean’st report I wiU be there, 

The thunder of my cannon shall be heard ; 

So hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath. 8h, N.John,i. 1 
LILIES, ULY OE TEE VALLEY, WATEE LILY. 

Like the lily, 

That once was mistress of the field and flourish’d, 
rU hang my head and perish. 8k. Hen. viJi. iii. 1. 

Observe the rising lily’s snowy grace. 

Observe the various vegetable race ; 

They neither toil nor spin, but careless grow, 

Yet see how warm they blush I how bright they glow, 

“What Regal vestments can with them comj^are ; 

What TTing so shining ! or what Queen so fair ! 

^ Thomson, Paraphrase on 8t Mattheto, 

< o flower amid the garden fairer grows 
' Than the sweet lily of the lowly vale, 

The queen of flowers. Heats 

Oh ! beautiful thou art ! 

Thou sculpture-like and stately river queen 
Crowning the depths, as with the light scror.^ 

Of a pure heart. 

Bright hly of the wave 1 

Biffin g in fearless grace with every swell. 

Thou seem’st as if a spirit meekly brave 
Dwelt in thy cell Mrs. Henians 

LDEITED LIABILITY— Speculators. 

The history of human-land to trace 

Since £ve the flrst of dupes our doom unriddled, 

A certain portion of the human race 
Has certainly a taste for being diddled. 

Witness the famous Mississippi dreams ! 

A rage that time seems only to redouble — 

The Banks, Joint-Stocks, and all the flimsy schemes. 

For rolling in Pactolian streams 
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IiIMlTXLD L1ABILIT7 — continued. 

That cost our modern rogues bo little trouble 
Ko matter wliat, to pasture cows on stubble 
To twist sea-sand into a solid rope, 

To mate l^encli bricks and fancy bread of rubble, 

Or light with gas the whole celestial cope — 

Only propose to blow a bubble. 

And Lord ! what hundreds will subscribe for soap I 

Hoodt A Black Job 

UGS, 

The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw, 

And wouncts the earth, if nothing else, with rage 

To be o’erpow*r*d. 8h. Sick, il, v. 1 

The lion is, beyond dispute, 

AUow*d the most majestic brute ; 

His valour and his generous mind 

Prove him superior of his kind. (xoy, JFable is, 

UPS — see KLssiiig. 

0, how ripe in show 

Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow I 

SL Mid. N, III. 2 

UTEBA!nTBE--<^^d Authors, Books, Critlos 
He liked those literary cooks 
Who skim the cream of other’s books. 

And ruin half an author’s graces 

By plucking bon-mots from their places. JECan. More^ Floreo. 
UiVELIHOOD. 

What makes a knave a child of Gpd, 

And one of us P— a livelihood. Butler, Hud. 

LOCKS —see Hair, Tresses. 

Two locks, which graceful hung behind 
In equal curls, and well conspired to deck 
With shining ringlets her smooth ivory neck. 

Pope, Bape of L. ii. 20. 

He was in logic a great critic. 

Profoundly skill’d in analytic ; 

He could distinguish and divide 

A hair ’twkt south and south-west side. Butler, Hud. 1, i. 66. 

If a man who turnips cries. 

Ones not when his father dies, 

’Tis a sign that he had rather 

Have a turnip than his father ? Br. Johnson. (Johnsoniana), 90 
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LOTOOK. 

Here malice, rapine, accident, conspire, 

And now a rabble rages, now a fire ; 

Their ambush here relentless rodO^s lay, 

And here the fell attorney prowls for prey ; 

Here falling houses thunder on your head. 

And here a female atheist talks you dead. J)/*. Juhmont Loni 

London I the needy villain’s general home, 

The common sewer of Paris and of Home , 

With eager thirst, by folly or by fate. 

Sucks in the dregs of each corrupted state. Ib. London. 

A mighty mass of brick, and smoke, and sliipping, 

Diriy and dusky, but as wide as eye 

Could reach, with here and there a sail just skipping 

In sight, then lost amidst the foresty 

Of masts ; a wilderness of steeples peeping 

On tiptoe through their sea-ooal canopy ; 

A huge dun cupola, like a foolscap crown 
On a foorshead— and there is London town 1 

The sev’nth day this ; the jubilee of man. 

London ! right well thou know’st the day of prayer ; 

Then thy spruce citizen, wash’d artisan. 

And smug apprentice gulp their weekly air : 

The coach ot hackney, whisky, one-horse chair. 

And humblest gig, through suniry suburbs whirl. 

To Hampstead, Brentford, Harrow, make repair ; 

Till the tir’d jade the wheel forgets to hurl, 

Provoking envious gibe from each pedestrian churl, 

Byron, Childe Harold, I. 69. 

LOOKS— GoTintenaiLce, Face. 

Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 

And as the air blows it to me again ; 

Obeying with my wind, when I do blow, 

And yidding to another when it blows ; 

Commanded always by the greater gust : 

Suchis the likeness or you common men. Sh. H vi, 3, m. 1. 

Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in it : tho’ thy tackle’s tom. 

Thou showest a noble vesseL Sh, Coriol. iv. 6 

What brutal mischief sits upon his brow ! 

He may be honest, but he looks damnation. Dry den, Don Seb. 
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LOOKS— 

Eac'Ji vassal has a wild, distracted face, 

And looks as full of business as a blockhead 

In time of danf^er. Dryden 

Oh ! there arc looks and tones tliat dart 
An instant sunshine through the lieart ; 

As if the soul that minute caught 

Some treasure it through life had sought. T, Jbfoore. 

LO^TJACIT?— Boastiag, Bores. 

Thou art too wild, too rudo, and bold of voice ; 

Parts tliat become thee happily enough, 

And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 

But where thou art not known, why, there they show 
Something too liberal. Sh, M.ofV. ii. 2. 

Their copious stories, oftentimes begun, 

End without audience, and are never done. Sh, 

But still his tongue ran on, the less 
Of weight it had, uith greater ease ; 

And, with its everlasting clack. 

Set aU men's ears upon the rack. Butler^ Hud. 

M-j tongue udthin my lips I rein, 

For who talks much must talk ii vain. 

Gay, Fables, Introduction. 

Pools, to talking ever prone, 

Are sure to make their foUies known. Gay, Fahle i. 44 

loss, LOSSES 

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses. 

That have of late so huddled on his back, 

Enough to press a royal merchant down. Sh. M. of Ten. iv. 1. 

Though losses and crosses 
Be lessons right severe. 

There's wit there yo'Il get there, 

Ye'U find nae other where. Bums. 

That ‘ loss is common,' would not make 
jy[y own less bitter— rather more ; 

Too common I never morning woro 

To evening, but some heart did break. Tennyson, In Memorian, 
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LOVE, LOVERS— Seauty, Cupid, Leclaratioii, Frie^Hp, Imagina- 
tion, Jealousy, Marriage, LespairN 
Come live with me, and be my lovo. 

And we will all the pleasures prove 
That valleys, groves, and hills, and fields, 

"Woods, or steepy mountains, yield. Marlowe, Pass, Shephera, 
Love does reign 

In stoutest minds, and maketh monstrous war ; 

He inaketh war, he maketh peace again. 

And yet his peace is but continual jai* : 

O miserable men that to him subject are. Spemer, F. Ciueen, 
True he it said, whatever man it, said. 

That love with gall and honey doth abound • 

But if the one be with the other weigh’d. 

For every drachm of honey therein found 

A pound of gall doth over it redound. Speruer, Fah\y Qur en. 

For lovers* eyes more sharpl}’’ sighted be 

Than oldier men’s, and in dear love’s delight 

See more than any other eyes can see. Spender, 

Such is the power of that sweet passion, 

That it all sordid baseness doth expel. 

And the refined mind doth newly fashion 
Unto a fairer form, w^hich now doth dwell 
In his high thought, and would itself excel ; 

Which he, beholding still with constant sight, 

Admires the mirror of so heavenly light. 

Spenser, Ppmn in Monour q/ Lots* 
For several virtues 

Have I lik’d several women : never any 
With so fall soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow’d. 

And put it to the foil : But you, O you. 

So perfect and so peerless, are created 

Of every creatoress best. SIi. Temp, i ix. 1, 

Thou Julia, thou hast metamorphos’d me ; 

Made me neglect my studies, lose my time. 

War with good counsel, set the world at nought ; 

Made wit, with musing weak, heart-sick with thought 

Sh. Two ^ 

As the most forward bud 
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow, 

Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is turned to folly ; blasting in the bud. 

Losing his verdure even in the prime, 

And all the fair effects of future hopes. SA. ' 



830 LOVE, LOVEBS. 

LOVS, TjyTTS^-^continutid, 

3B^e, fie I 'liow wayward is this foolish love, 

ThatvAike a testy habe, will scratch the nurse, 

A^id presently, all humbled, kiss the rod 1 Sh, Two G, r. 2 

^ O how this spring of love resembleth 
' Th* uncertain glory of an April day ; 

Which now shows all the beauty of the sun. 

And by and by a cloud takes all away. Sh. Two G. i. 8. 

J In revenge of my contempt of love, 

Love hath chas’d sleep from my enthralled eyes, 

And made them watchers of my own heart’s sorrow, Ib ii. 4 

For now my love is thaw'd ; 

Which, like a waxen image ’gainst a fire, 

Bears no impression of the thing it was. Sh. Two G,ii,^ 

0 gentle Proteus, love’s a mighty lord ; 

And hath so humbled me, as, I confess, 

There is no woe to his correction. 

Kor to his service, no such jov on earth ! 

IS’ow, no discourse, except it be of love ; 

Ifow, can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep, 

Upon the very naked name of love. Sh, Two G. ii. 4 

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love, 

Thou would’st as soon go kindle fire with snow, 

As seek to quench the fire of love with words S/i> Ttoo Cr.ii.7. 

The more thou damm’st it up, the more ib bums ; 

The current, that with gentle murmur glides, 

Thou know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth rage. 

This weak impress of love is as a figure 
Trenched in ice : which, with an hour’s heat, 

Dissolves to water, and doth lose its form. Sh. Two G. iii. 2. 

You know that love 

Will creep in service where it cannot go. Sh. Two G. iv. 2. 

. Lovers break not hours. 

Unless it be to come before their time ; 

So much tihey spur their expe^tion. Sh. Two G. v. I 

I care not for her, I ; 

1 hold him but a fool, that will endanger 

His body for a girl t^t loves hinn not. Sh. Two G. v. 4 

O, ’tis the curse in love, and still approv’d. 

When women cannot love, where they’re belov’d. Jh. v, 4 
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LOVE) LOVEES— 

Love like a shadow flies, when substance love pursues ; 
Pursuing that which flies, and flying what pursues. 

8h. Mer, W\ ii. 1, 

If music be the food of love, play on ; 

Give me excess of it 8h, 1\ KL 1 . 1. 

I cannot love him : 

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know liim noble, 

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 

In voices well divulg’d, free, learn’ d, and valiant, 

And, in dimension, and the shape of nature, 

A gracious person : but yet I cannot love liim. Sh. T. Ni* i. 6 

Methinks I feel this youth’s perfections 
"With an invisible and subtle stealth, 

To creep in at mine eyes. 8h, T» Ni, i. 6 

She never told her love, 

But let concealment, like a worm i* the bud, 

Feed on her damask cheek ; she pined in thought, 

And, with a green and yellow melancholy, 

She sat, like patience on a monument. 

Smiling at gnef. Was not this love indeed P 8h. T, it . 4 

If ever thou shalt love. 

In the sweet jpangs of it remember me ; 

For, such as I am, all true lovers are ; 

Unstaid and skittish in all motions else, 

Save, in the constant image of the creature 
That is beloved. 

Love sought is good, but given unsought is better. 

8h. T. Ni, III. 1. 

A murd**rous guilt shows not itself more soon^ 

Than love that would seem hid : love’s night is noon. 

^ 8h.T.Nt.m.l. 

Ah me ! for aught that I could ever read. 

Could ever hear by tale or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth : 

But, either it was different in blood : 

Or dse, misgraffed in respect of years ; 

Or else it stood upon the choice of friends; 

Or, if there were a sympathy in choice. 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it ; 

Making it momentary as a sound. 

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream. 8h. 3Ga, N l. L 
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LOTO, LOVisJEtS ^contimsed 
I swear to thee by Cupid’s strongest bow ; 

By his best aiTOW with the golden head. 

By the simplicity of Venus* doves ; 

By that which knitteth souls, and prospers loves. SLMd.K.i.l 
^ Things base and vUe, holding no quality, 

Love can transpose to form and dignity. 

Love looks not with the gyes, but with tlic mind ; 

And therefore is wmg*d Cupid painted blind, 
l^or liath Love’s mind of any iudment taste ; 

Wings, and no eyes, fig^e unheedy haste : 

And therefore is love said to be a child, 

Because in choice ho is so oft beguil’d. Sh, Mid, N, 1 . 1 

Leave you your power to draw, 

And I shall have no power to follow you. 8L Mid, N, ii. 2. 

All fan^-sick she is, and pale of cheer 

With sighs of love. 8L Mid, N. iii 2. 

0, why rebuke you him, that loves you so P 

Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. Sh, Mid, N, iii. 2. 

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains, 

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More thain cool reason ever comprehends. 

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, 
i Are of imagination all compact. Sh.Mid. N, v. 1. 

'JSTever durst poet touch a pen to write, 

Until his ink were temperd wiiji love’s sighs. 

8h, Lovds, Z. L. IV. 8. 

Love is full of unbefitting strains ; 

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 

Form’d by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye. 

Pull of strange shapes, of habits, and of forms, 

Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 

To eveiy varied object m his glance. Sh, Love's L, L, v 2. 

Love is blind, and lovers cannot see 

The pretty follies that themselves commit. 8h, M, of Veil. ii. 6. 
Beshrew your eyes. 

They have o’er-looked me, and divided me : 

One half of me is yours, the other half yours, — 

And so all yours. 8h, M, of Ven, in, 2, 

Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 

Only my blood speaks to you in my veins. 8h. M. of Ven.ui, 2 
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LOVE, 'WTESB^eontinue^, 

And then the lover, 

Sighing like a furnace, with a woeful ballad 

Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Shn As I”. L, ii.V 

Say that you love me not, but say not so 

In bitterness : the common executioner, 

"WTiose heart the accustom’d sight of death makes hard, 

Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck, 

But first begs pardon. 8h, As Y, L. iii. 6. 

I piw you do not fall in love with me, 

For 1 am falser than vows made in wine : 

Besides, I like you not. Sh. As Y. iii. 5. 

Wherefore do you follow her, 

Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain F 
You are a thousand times a properer man. 

Than she a woman : *Tis suen fools as you, 

That make the world full of ill-favour’d children. Ib, iii. 6. 
Who ever loved, that loved not at first sight ? Jb, iii. 6. 

Good shepherd, teU this youth what *tis to love. 

It is to be all made of sighs and tears, 

It is to be all made of faith and service, 

It is to be all made of fantasy, 

All made of passion, and all inade of wishes ; 

All adoration, duty, and observance, 

All humbleness, all patience, and impatience, 

All purity, all trial, all observance. S/i. As T. L. v. 2, 

If it prove so, then loving goes with haps ; 

Some Cupids loll with arrows, some with traps. 

Sh, M. Adoy III. 1. 

Fair soul,^ 

In your fine frame hath love no quality P 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 

You are no maiden, hut a monument. Sh, AlVs W. iv. 2. 
He says, he loves my daughter ; 

I thint so too ; for never gaz’d the moon 
Upon the water, as he’ll stand and read, 

As *t were, my daughter’s eyes ; and, to be plain, 

I think there is not half a kiss to choose, 

Who loves another best. 8?i> Wint T it. 3, 

Prosperity’s the very bond of love : 

Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. Sh. Wint. T. iv. 3. 

Sweet love, I see, chan^g his property. 

Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate. Sh. Mich. U. ni 2 
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LOVE, XiOVEBS. 

LOVE, UTEBS-^eonitiiued, 

,, Let me but bear your love, I'll bear your cares. 

Sh. Re I?, m 1, IV. 3 

Her virtues, ^ced Trith external gifts, 

Do breed lov^s settled passions in my heart. SLRen, rj.l,i v 5 
I never su’d to friend nor enemy ; 

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing words : 

But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee. 

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak. 

8L Rich, 7/7. 1 . 2 

To be wise, and love. 

Exceeds man’s might ; that dwells with gods above. 

Sh, 2>•o^7. III. 2 

When love begins to sicken and decay, 

It usetb an enforced ceremony. Sh JuL C, iv. 2 

There’s beggary in the love that can be reckoned. 

Sh Ant, Oleop, 1. 1. 

I know not why 

I love this youth ; and I have heard you say, 

Love’s reason’s without reason. Sh Gymh, iv. 2. 

Men’s vows are women’s traitors. Sh Cymh iii. 4 

Love ’s not love, 

When it is mingled with regards that stand 

Aloof from the entire point. Sh Lear^ 1 . 1. 

^Love is a smoko raised with the fume of sighs ; 

Being purg’d, a fire sparkling in lovers’ eyes ; 

Being vex’d, a sea nourished with lovers’ tears ; 

What is it else P A madness most discreet, 

A daoking gall, and a preserving sweet. Sh Bom, i, 1. 

Alas ! that love whose view is mufiOied still, 

Should without eyes see pathways to his whl. Sh. Bom, i, 1, 

Euin’d love, when it is built anew 
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far greater. Id* ii, 2, 

Stony limits cannot hold love out : 

And what love can do, that dares love attempt. Sh, Bom, ii. 2. 

How silver-sweet sound lovers’ tongues by night. 

Like softest music to attending ears ! Sh Bom, ii. 2 

Dost thou love me ? I know thou wilt say — ay : 

And I will take Ihy word. Yet, if thou swear’st, 

Thou may’st prove false ; at lovers* perjuries. 

They say Jove laughs. Sh Boh 
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LOVE. LOYEBS— 

0, gentle B.oineo, 

If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully j 
Or, if thou think’st I am too quickly won, 

1*11 frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay, 

So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world. Sh. Rom, ir. 2 
Sweet, good night 1 

This bud of love, by summer*s ripening breath. 

May prove a beauteous flower when next wo meet. Ih, ii, 2 
Come what sorrow can, 

It cannot counterveil th* exchange of joy 

That one short minute gives me in her sight. 8h, Rom, ii. P.. 

Love moderately ; long love doth so. 

Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. Sh, Rom. ir. 6. 

When the blood bums, how prodigal the soul 
Lends the tongue vows. These blazes, daughter. 

Giving more hght than heat, — extinct in both 
Ev*n in their promise as it is a making. 

You must not take for fire. 

Be somewhat scanty of your maiden presence. 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate. 

Than a command to parley. Sh, Sam. i. .3. 

Doubt thou the stars are fire ; 

Doubt that the sun doth move : 

Doubt truth to be a liar ; 

But never doubt, I love. Sh, Sam, ii 2. 

*T is a question left us yet to prove, 

Whether love leads fortune, or else fortune love.<SfA.J2flfw.in.2. 
Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear ; 

Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 2. 
Nature is fine in love ; and, where *t is fine, 

It sends some precious instance of itself 

After the thing it loves. Sh, Sam, rv, 5 

There lives within the very flame of love 

A kind of wick, or snuff, mat will abate it ; 

And notluDg is at a like goodness still ; 

For goodness, growing to a pleurisy. 

Dies in his own too-much. Sh, Sam. iv. 7. 

She is so conjunctive to my life and soul. 

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 

I coxild not but by her. Sh, Sam, iv. 7. 

] will a round, unvarnished tale deliver , 

Of my whole course of love. 


0th, X, 3 
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LOVE, JiOYEBM^eontinued. 

Excellent wretch ; Perdition catch my soul 
But I do lore thee ! and, when T love thee not 
Chaos is come again. Sh, 0th. in. t 

I had rather be a toad, 

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keep a comer in the thing I love, 

For others' uses. Sh. Otk. tii. 3 

If he he not one that truly loves you, 

That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 

I have no judgment in an honest face. Sh» Otk iii. 3 

Unkindness may do much, 

And his unkindness may defeat my life. 

But never taint my love. SL 0th. iv. 2. 

jVIv love doth so approve him, 

That even nis stubbornness, his checks and frowns. 

Have grace and favour in them. Bk. 0th. iv. 3. 

Love is a spirit all compact of fire j 

Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire. Sk.Ven. ^ Ad* 
Fair is my love, but not so fair as fickle ; 

Mild as a dove, but neither true nor trasty ; 

Brighter than glass, and yet, as glass is, brittle ; 

Softer than wax, and yet, as iron, rusty ; 

A lily pale, with damask die to grace her : 

None: rairer, nor none falser to deface her. Bk. Fas. Pit, vii 

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill. 

Some in their wealth, some in their body's force ; 

Some m their garments, though new-fangled iU ; 

Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their horse ; 

And every humour hath its adiunct pleasure, 

Wherein it finds a joy above tne rest ; 

But these particulars are not my measure ; 

All these i better in one general best 
Thy love is better than high birth to me, 

Eioher than wealth, prouder than garments' cost. 

Of more delight than hawks or horses be ; 

And having Siee, of all men's pride I boast : 

Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take 

All this away, and me most wretched make. Sh. BonnH 91 

My love is strengthened, though more weak in seeming ; 

I love not less, though less the show appear ; 

That love is merchandized, whose rich esteeming 

The owner's tongue doth publish everywhere. Sh.8o»net 102 
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LOVB, LOTEES. 

LOYEf LOVEES— 

Lot me not to the mai’riai^o of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove : 

0 no ! it is an ever-fixed mark, 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken ; 

It is fclie star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth *s unknown, although his lieight be taken. 

Love ’s not time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
W’ithin his bending sickle’s compass come ; 

Love alters not witJihis brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error, and upon me proved ; — 

1 never writ, nor no man ever loved. S/i, Somitt 116. 

In faith. I do not love thee witli mine eyes. 

For they in thee a thousand errors note ; 

But ’tis my heart tliat loves Trhat they despise. 

Who in despite of view is pleased to dote. Sh, Suimet 141, 

vLove is that madness which all lovers have ; 

But yet *tis sweet and pleasing so to rave ; 

’Tis an enchantment where the reason’s bound j 
But paradise is in th’ enchanted ground : 

A palace void of envy, cares, and strife, 

Wnere gentle hours delude so much of life Beaumont 
To ask the reason why thou art in love, 

Or what might be the noblest end in love, 

Would overthrow that kindly rising wai'mth, 

Tliat many times slides gently o’er the heart. Beau, ^ FI, Cujc 
The end of love is to have two made one, 

In will and in afiection. Ben Jbnsoji 

Such is the posie love composes ; 

A stinging nettle mix’d with roses. Brown, Fastoratu, 

Love ne’er should die ; 

’Tis the soul’s cordial ; 'tis the fount of life : 

Therefore should spring eternal in the breast. 

One object lost, another should succeed ; 

And all our life be love. Brown, Fasiorah, 

Equality is no rule in love’s grammar ; 

That sole unhappiness is left to princes 

To marry blood. Beaumont & Fletcher, Maid in the Mill, 

Love’s of a strangely open simple kind, 

And thinks none sees it, ’cause itself is blind. Cowley, 

IK 
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LOVE, LOVERS. 

LOVE, LOVERS—^n^zw^. 
y A midity pain to love it is, 

And ^is a pain that jTain to miss ; 

But of all pains, the ^eatest pam 

It is to love, but love in vain. Conleb 

Love is maintain'd by wealth, when all is spent, 

Adversity then breeaa the discontent. MerHck, J j)It. 14 1 

Why so pale and wan, fond lover, 

Prithee, why sojpale P 

Will, when looking well can't move her, 

Looking ill prevail ? 

Prithee, why so pale ? * Sir Jm, SncklUiQ, 

Instruct me now what love will do ; 

'Twill make a tongueless man to woo. 

Inform mo next wliat lore will do ; 

''Twill strangely make a one of two. 

Teach me besides what love will do ; 

'Twill quickly mar and make ye too. 

Tell me, now last, what love will do ; 

'Twill hurt and heal a heart picrc d through. 75. ZZesjo. 268. 
Love's of itself too sweet ; the best of all 
Is, when love’s honey has a dash of gall. Serncic, Aph. 380. 
When words we want, love teacheth to indite ; 

And what we blush to speak, she bids us write. 75. Aph. 146. 
Let moderation on thy passions wait ; 

Wlio loves too much, too much the lov'd will hate. 75. 258. 
If all the world and love were young, 

And truth in every shepherd s tongue, 

These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

RMgh, Npmph*9 BepJy to Pass. Sheph. 
Blushes a woman's passions may reveal, 

But men their passions by their words should tell. Orrerp 
An “ ignis fatuus” that bewitches, 

And leads men into pools and ditches. ButJer, Had. 1, i. 503 
The darts of love, like lightning, wound within, 

And, tho' they pierce it, never hurt the skin ; 

hey leave no marks behind them where they fly, 

Tho’ through the tend’rest part of all, the oye.ih. Cut Sf Pus* 
Quoth he, to bid me not to love 
Is to forbid my pulse to move, 

My beard to grow, my ears to prick up, 

Ur, when I’m in a fit to hiccup \ BMer^ Hud 
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I0VS,I0TEB8- •continued. 

All love at first, like gen’rous wine, 

Ferments and frets until ’tis fine ; 

But when 'tis settled on the leo 
And from the impurer matter free, 

Becomes tlie richer still tho older. Butler ^ Jludihrac^ 

Love is a fire, that burns and sparkles 
In men as naturally as in charcoals, 

Which sooty chemists stop in holes 
Wlien out of wood they extract coals ; 

So lovers should their passion choke. 

That though they burn they may not smoko. Butler^ Hud. 
In aU amours a lover burns, 

With frowns, as well as smiles, by turns ; 

And hearts have been as^ oft with sullen, 

As charming looks, surpris’d and stolen. Ih. Hud. iii. 1. 913. 
What mad lover ever dy’d. 

To gain a soft and gentie bride ? 

Or for a lady tender-hearted, 

In purling streams or hemp departed ? Butler, llud, 

A lover is, the more he*s brave 
T’ his mistress, but the more a slave ,♦ 

And whatsoever she commands. 

Becomes a favour from her hands, 

Which he’s oblig’d t* obey, and must. 

Whether it be unjust or just. Ih. Ejp. to hia Lady, 193- 
For money has a power above 
The stars, and fate, to manage love, 

Whose arrows, learned poets hold. 

That never miss, are tipp’d with gold. Ih.Lady's Anstcer, 131, 
Love, the most generous passion of tho mind. 

The softest refuge innocence can find ; 

The safe director of unaided youth, 

Fraught with kind wdshcs, and secured by truth. 

The cordial drop heaven in our cup has thrown. 

To make the nauseous draughts of life go down ; 

On wdiioh one only blessing Q-od might raise. 

In lands of atheists, subsidies of praise. Boa/iecter 

I look’d and gaa’d, and never miss’d my heart, 

It fled so pleasingly away ; but now my soul 

Is all Lavmia’s ; now she is fix'd 

Firm in my heart ; by secret vows made there, 

Th’ indelible records of faithful love ! Otway, Cai J\Iar 

z 2 
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Lovo reiffns a very tyrant in mv lioart. 

Attended on his throne by all his guards 

Of ftirious wishes, fears, and nice suspiiiions. Oltcay^ Orpkan 

All love may be expelled by other love, 

As poisons are by poisons. Di'yden, All for Love 

Love gives esteem, and then he gives desert ; 

He either finds equality, or makes it : 

Like death, he knows no difference in degrees, 

But planes and levels all. Dryden, Marriage-a-la-Mode^ 

Love reckons hours for months, and days for years ; 

And every little absence is an age. bryden, Amph^ 

True love is never happy but by halves ; 

An April sunshine, tlmt by fits appears ; 

It smiles by moments but it mourns by years. Ih, K, Arihtir, 
Lovo is a passion 

'Which kindles honour into noble acts. Dryden, Rival Ladies* 

The proverb holds, that to bo wise and love, 

Is liardl^' granted to the gods above. Dryden, RaL ^ Arnte,n> 
Lovo the sense of right and wrong confounds. 

Strong love and proud ambition have no bounds. Ih iii. 803, 
Love endures no tie, 

.^nd Jove but laughs at lovers* perjury. Ih* it. 118 . 

/ The power of lovo 

an earth, and seas, and air, and heaven above, 

llules, unresisted, with an awful nod, 

By daily miracles declared a god 

He blinds the wise, gives eyesight to the blind. 

And moulds and stamps anew the lover s mind. J6. ji. 350. 
Love various minds does variously inspire : 

He stirs in gentle natures gentle fire. 

Like tliat of incense on the altar laid ; 

But raging flames tempestuous souls invade, — 

A fire, which every w indy passion blows ; 

With pride it mounts, and with revenge it glows. 

Dryden, grannie of Love, 
Love teaches cunning even to innocence ; 

And wlu^re he gets possession, his first work 
Is to dig deeo within a heart, and there 
Lie hid, and lixc a miser in the dark. 

To feast alone. Dryden, Tempebl, 2123 
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LOVE^ LOVERS — contvmed, 

Tlie ills of love, not those of fate, I fear, 

These I can brave, but those I cannot bear, Vri/Jtn* 

Love never fails to master what he finds, 

But works a different way in different minds, 

The fool enlightens, and the wise ho blinds. Ib^ C^Kion, 464. 
Love is a child that talks in broken language. 

Yet then ho speaks most plain. Drj/den, Ores, 2218. 

How many are not lov’d who think they are ! 

Yet all are willing to believe tlie fair : 

And, though *tis beauty’s known and obvious cheat, 

Yet man’s self love still favours the deceit lb. Con, Q-ren, ii.l, 
I am not what I was : since yesterday. 

My food forsakes me, and my needful rest ; 

I pine, I languish, love to be alone ; 

Think much, speak little, and in speaking sigh. 

When I see Torrismond, I am unquiet. 

And when 1 see him not, I am in pain. Di'yden^ Span, 'Frian, 
When yet a virgin free and undispos’d, 

I lov’d, but saw you only with ny eyes ; 

I could not reach the beauties of your soul : 

I have liv’d since then in contemplation. 

And long experience of your growing goodness ; 

What then was passion is my judgment now. 

Thro’ all the several changes of your life 

Confirm’d and settled in adoring you. Hapnei, Fatal Mt stake. 

If you miscarry, you are lost so far ; 

Bor there’s no erring t'wuee in love or war. Pomfret^ Love Trl, 
Let those love now, who never loved before, 

Letthose who always loved, nowlovethe motQ.Pamell^Pe}^, F, 
Love is, or ought to be, our greatest bliss ; 

Since every other joy, how dear soever. 

Gives way to that, and we leave all for love. 

JEtoioe, Lady J. Q-rey^ ii. 1. 
When love once pleads admission to our hearts, 

In spite of all the virtue we can boast. 

The woman that deliberates is lost. Addiaon^Cato^ iv. L 
Thou know’st it is a blind and foolish passion. 

Pleased and disgusted with it knows not what. Addison, Cato, 
With what graceful tenderness he loves ! 

And breathes the softest, the sincerest vows ! 

Complacency, and truth, and manly sweetnen-*, 

Dwell ever on his tongue, and soothe his thoughts. Ih. Cato 
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When love's well tim'd, 'tis not a fault to love : 

The strong, the brave, the virtuous, and tlie wise. 

Sink in the soft captivity together. Addison, Cato 

Love is not to be reason’d down, or lost 
In high ambition, or a thirst of greatness : 

'Tis second life, it grows into the soul, 

Warms ov’ry vein, and beats in ev*ry pulse. Addison, Cato. 
She that would raise a noble love, must find 
Ways to beget a passion for her mind ; 

Slie must be that which she to be would seem ; 

Por all true love is grounded in esteem 

Plainness and truth gain more a generous heart 

Than all the crooked subtleties of art. Stieff, D. 'BnekingJiam. 

Love, well thou know’st, no partnership allows ; 

Cupid averse rejects divided vows. I^rior, Henry ^ JEtnma, 

I court others in verse, but I love thee in prose ; 

They have my v himsies, but thou hast my heart. Prior. 
Fantastic tyrant of the amorous heart, 

How hard thy yoke I how cruel is thy dart ! 

'J^hose ’scape thy anger, who refuse thy sway, 

And those are punish’d most who most obey. Ih, Solomon, 2. 

If there’s delight in lovo, *tis wdien I see 

That heart, which others bleed for, bleed for me. 

Congreve, The Way of the World, III. 12. 
Life without love’s a load, and time stands still ; 

What we refuse to him, to death we give ; 

And then, then only, when we love, we live. Congreve. 
Love is that passion which refines the soul ; 

First made men heroes, and those heroes gods. 

Its genial fires inform the sluggish mass ; 

The rugged soften, and the tini’rous warm ; 

Gives wit to fools and manners to the clown. 

Higgons, Cren. Conq. 

Love, thou hast every bliss in store, 

’Tis friendship, and ’tis something more ; 

JE)ach other every wish they give — 

Not to know lovo, is not to live, Oay, Pahles, 

Love is not in our power. 

Nay, what seems stranger, is not in our choice, 

We only love where fate ordains we should, 

And, blmdly fond, oft slight snperior merit, 

Froicde, Fall of Saguntum. 
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Love is a subject to himself alone, 

And knows no other empire than his own. Lantdoicne 

Soon as thy letters tremblinf?, I unclose, 

Tliafc well-known name awakens all my woes. 

Oh, name for ever sad 1 for ever dear ! 

Still breath’d in sighs, still utter’d with a tear! JSloisa. 

Love, free as air, at sight of human ties, 

Spreads his light wings, and in a moment dies, Fope, Eloisa, 

O, happy state, when souls each other draw, 

"When love is liberty, and nature law ; 

All then is full, possessing and possess’d, 

No craving void left aching in the breast ; 

Ev’n thought meets thought, ere from the lips it part. 

And each warm wish springs mutual from the heart. Pojpe, EL 
Love why do we one passion call. 

When *tis a compound of them all P 
Where hot and cold, where sharp and sweety 
In all their equipages meet ; 

Where pleasures mix’d with pains appear, 

Sorrow with joy, and hope with fear. Sioljt, CadeiuScVanenta* 

Let the fools 

Who follow fortune, live upon her smiles ; 

All our prosperity is placed in love : 

We have enough of that to make us happy. Southerner Oron, 

I have a heart I but if it could be false 
To my first vows, e\ er to love again. 

These honest hands should tear it from my breast. 

And throw the traitor from me, Southerne 

A lover is the very food of nature. 

Made sick by his own wantonness of thought. 

His fever’d mncy. Thomson, Sojphonisha, 

Wilt thou be undone P 

Besign the towering thought P the vast design 

With future glories big ! the warrior’s wreath P 

The praise or senates P an applauding world P 

All for a sigh P all for a soft embrace P Thomson\ Soph. v. 2. 

WTiy should we kill the best of passions, love P 
It aids the hero, bids ambition nse 
To nobler heights, inspires immortal deeds, 

Ev'n softens brutes, and adds a grace to virtue. Ib. Soph v. 2. 



344* IiOVB, LOTEBS. 

LOTS, LOTEBA^-eonfutueff. 

And let tli’ aspiring youth beware of love, 

Of the smooth glance beware ; for *tis too late. 

"Wlien on liis lieart the torrent-softness pours. 

Then wisdom prostrate lies, and fading fame 

Oissolres in air away. Thomson^ Spnng, 980 

Banish that fear ; my flame can never was-^e. 

For love sincere refines upon the taste. Cibber, Vou, v.l 

Perish the lover, whose imperfect flame 

Forgets one feature of the nymph ho loved. Shenstone, 

Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair — and my passion be^n ; 

She smiled — and 1 could not but love : 

She is faithless — and I am undone. Shenstone, Fasioral, iv. 
Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light ? 

Dost thou not circulate through all my veins, 

Mingle with life, and form my very soulP Young, Bust ris.T.l, 
Love, hke wine, gives a tumultuous bliss, 

Heighten’d indeed beyond all mortal pleasures ; 

But mingles pangs and madness in the bowl. Young, Ben, 1 . 1, 
The maid that loves, 

Goes out to sea upon a shattered plant, 

And puts her trust in miracles for safety. Young, Ben, iv. 1 . 
But oh ! those eyes ! those murderers ! oh whence. 

Whence didst thou steal those burning orbs P from heaven P 
Thou didst ; and ’tis religion to adore Sbcm. Young, Bev, v. 2, 

Wlio never lov'd, ne'er suffered ; he feels nothing. 

Who nothing feels but for himself alone ; 

And when we feel for others, reason reels 

O’erloaded, from her path, and man runs mad. Young, N, T. v. 

If love were endless, men were gods ; 'tis that 

Does counterbalance travail, danger, pain, — 

'Tis Heaven's expedient to make mortals bear 

The light, and cheat them of the peaceful grave. Young, 

Keen are the pangs 

Of hapless love and passion unapproved ; 

But where consenting wishes meet, and vows, 

BeciprocaJly breathed, confirm the tie, 

Joy rolls on joy, an unexhausted stream, 

And virtue crowns the sacred scene with peace. Smollett, 
Hone without hope e'er lov'd the brightest fair ; 

But love can hope, whore reason womd despair, X. Lgitelton, 
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Lovo well repaid, and not too weakly sunk 
In wanton and unmanly tenderness, 

Adds bloom to health ; o’er ev^ry virtue sheds 
A gay, humane, a sweet, and generous grace, 

Ana brightens all the ornaments of man. Armstrong^ Art P.R, 
Love is a passion whose effects are varicus, 

It ever brings some changes upon the soul. 

Some virtue or some vice, till then unknown. 

Degrades the hero, and makes cowards valiant. 

JI, Brooke, Gmtavus Vasa, 
'Tis love combin'd with guilt alone, that melts 
The soften’d soul to cowardice and slotli ; 

But virtuous passion prompts the great resolve, 

And fans the slumbermg spark of heav’nly fire. Johnsonjrene. 
It's gude to bo merry and wise. 

It's gude to be honest and true. 

And afore you're off wi' the auld love 

It’s best to be on wi’ the new. Old Scotch Song, 

It’s good to be off vsi’ the old love 

Before ye bo on wi' the new. 

Old Scotch Song, quoted hy Sir IF, Scott in Bride of Lam, 
Had we never loved so kindly, 

Had we never loved so blindly. 

Never met or never parted, 

IVehad ne’er been broken-hearted. Burns, Song A Fond Kits, 

Not vernal showers to budding flowers. 

Not autumn to the farmer, 

So dear can be as thou to me. 

My fair, my lovely charmer I Burns, 

It warms me,^ it charms me to mention but her name : 

It heats me, it beats me, and sets me a' on flame I 

Burns, Fpistle to Davie, 
When pleasure sparkles in the cup of youth. 

And tlie gay hours on downy wing advance. 

Oh I then ’tis sweet to hoar the lip of truth 
Breathe the soft vows of love, sweet to entrance 
The raptur'd soul by intermingling glance 
Of mutual bliss. Mrs, Tighe, Figcie, vi. 

Economy in love is peace to nature. 

Much like economy in worldly matter ; 

We should be pruieut, never live too fast ; 

Profusion will not, cannot always last. 


Feier Pindar ^ 
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Love in a hut, with water and a erust, 

Is— love, forgive us ! cinders, ashes, dust. Keats^ Lamia, 

A slight blush, a soft tremor, a calm kind 

Of gentle feminine delight, and shown 

More in the eyelids than the eyes, resign’d 

Eather to hide what pleases most unknown. 

Are the best tokens (to a modest mind) 

Of love, when seated on his loveliest throne— 

A sincere woman’s breast ; for over-warm, 

Or over-cold, annihilates the charm. JB^ron, 

Away ! away ! my early dream, 

Eemembrance never must awake ; 

Oh I where is Lethe’s fabled stream P 

My foolish heart be still, or break. ^ Byron, 

It is the same together or apart. 

From life’s commencement to its slow decline : 

We are entwined : let death come slow or fast. 

The tie which bound the first endures the last ! Byi'on. 

Why did she love him P Curious fool ! be still ; 

Is human love the growth of human will I Byron, Lara, 22. 

Alas ! what else is love but sorrow P Even 

He who made earth in love, had soon to grieve 

About its first and best inhabitants. Byron, Heaven Sf E, i. 3. 

I loved her well ; I would have loved her hotter, 

Had love been met with love : as *t is, I leave her 
To brighter destinies, if so she deems them. Byron, H ^ E, 
The war of elements no fears impart 
To love, whose deadliest bane is human art : 

There lie the only rocks our course can cihe6k.Ib.Bride ofAh^ 
If changing cheek, and scorching vein. 

Lips taught to writhe, but not complain, 

If bursting heart, and madd’ning brain, 

And daring deed, and vengeful steel. 

And all that I have felt, and feel. 

Betoken love — that love was mine. Byron, Giaour* 

Oh ! I envy those 

Whose hearts on hearts as faithful can repose. 

Who never feel the void — ^the wandering thought 

That sighs o’er visions — such as mine hath wrought. Ih, 

Earth holds no other like to thee. 

Or if it doth, in vain for me. Byron, Giaour 
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Love indeed is light from heaven ; 

A spark of that immortal fire, 

With angels shared, by Allah given, 

To lift from earth our low desire. 

JDevotion wafts the mind above, 

But heaven itself descends in love ; 

A feeling from the Godhead caught. 

To wean from self each sordid thought ; 

A ray of him who form’d the whole , 

A glory circling round the soul ! JBp'on, (3r\a(mr^ IIS-T. 

Love will find its way 

Tlirough paths where wolves would fear to prey. 

And if it dares enough *t were hard 

If passion met not some reward. JJyrow, Giaour, 

The cold in clime are cold in blood, 

Their love can scarce deserve the name ; 

But mine was like the lava fiood 

That boils in .Etna’s breast of flame. Byron^ Giaour, 

And there were sighs, the deeper for suppression. 

And stolen glances, sweeter for the theft. 

And burning blushes, tho* for no transgression, 

Trembhbags when met, and restlessness when left. Byron,l),J, 
Oh, love I what is there in this world of ours 
Which makes it fatal to be lov’d ? Ah, why 
With cypress branches hast thou wreath’d thy bowers. 

And made thy best interpreter a sigh P Byron, D. J, iii. 2. 

Love bears within itself the very germ 

Of change : and how should this be otherwise P 

That violent things more quickly find a term 

Is shown through nature’s whole analogies. Byron, D. J. 

O love I how perfect is thy mystic art. 

Strengthening tlie weak, and trampling on the strong. 

How self-deceitfid is the sagest pa!k 

Of mortals whom thy lure hath fed along. Byron, J). J, 1. 106. 
Man’s love is of man’s life a thing apart, 

*Tis woman’s whole existence ; man may range 
The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the mart. 

Sword, gown, gain, glory, often in exchange ; 

Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up his heart. 

And few there are whom these cannot estrange ; 

Men have all these resources, we but one — 

To love again, and be again undone. Byron, J>. J*. 1. 191 
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LOVE) LOYEBS — eonimtted. 

Love's a capricious power ; IVe known it liold 
Out tkpougli a fever caused by its own heat ; 

But be much puzzled by a cough and cold. 

And find a quinsy very hard to treat. JSj^ron, D. J, ir. 2a 
Ceres presents a plate of vemicelli, — 

For love must be sustained like flesh and blood, — 

While Bacchus pours out wine ; or hands a jelly : 

Eggs, oysters, too, are amatory food. Byron^ j9. eT. ii. 176, 

My days of love are over, me no more 

The charms of maid, wife, and still less of widow, 

Can make the fool of which they made before. Ib. r. 216. 
Alas ! the love of women ! it is known 
To be a lovely and a fearftd thmg : 

For all of theirs upon that die is thrown. 

And, if *tis lost, hfe hath no more to bring 

To them, but mockeries of the past alone. Byrons 2?. eT. ii. 199 

Oh Love 1 thou art the very god of evil, 

For, after all, we cannot call thee devil. Byron^ D. J, ii. 205. 
O love . O glory I what are ye who fly, 

Around us ever, rarely to ahght P 

There’s not a meteor m the polar sky 

Of such transoendant and more fleeing flight, 

Chill, and chain’d to cold earth, we hft on high 
Our eyes in search of either lovely light ; 

A thousand and a thousand colours they 

Assume, ihen leave us on our freezing way. Ib, 2). *7'. vii. 1. 

“ Love rules the camp ; the court, the grove, for love 

Is heaven, and heaven is love so sings the bard ; 

Which it were rather difficult to prove, 

(A thing with poetry in general hard). 

Perhaps there may be something in the grove.” 

At least it rhymes to “ love but I’m prepared. 

To doubt (no less than landlords of their rental,) 

If ** courts and camps ” be quite so sentimental. Ib* xii. 13. 
Yes, it was love, if thoughts of tenderness, 

Tried in temptation, strengthen’d by distress, 

Unmoved by absence, firm in every clime. 

And yet — oh, more than all ! untired by time. Byy*on, Cor&air* 
'Tis his ature to advance or die ; 

He stands not still, but or decays or grows 

Into a boundless blessing, which may vie 

With th»^ immortal lights, in its ctormty. Ib. 0. Har. iii. 103. 
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Oh love ! yountf love ! hound in thy rosy band, 

Let sa^e or cynic prattle as he will, 

These hours, and only these, redeem life’s years of ill ! 

Bj^ron, Ch, H, ii. 81. 

O ! that the desert were my dwelling place, 

With one fair spirit for my minister, 

That I might all forget the human race, 

And, hating no one, love but only her. Ib* C, H, Pilg- iv. 177. 
Por glances beget ogles, ogles sighs, 

Sighs wishes, wishes words, and words a letter : 

And then God knows wliat mischief may arise, 

When love links two young people in one fetter. Hi. Beppiu 
. She was his life, 

Tlie ocean to the river of bis thoughts, 

Wliich terminated all. Bgron, The Dream, 56. 

The rose is fairest when *tis budding new. 

And hope is brightest when it dawns from fears ; 

The Hose is sweetest washed with morning dew, 

And love is loveliest when embalmed in tears. Scvit,Tjadg,i7»X* 
True love’s the gift which God has given 
To man alone beneath the heaven ; 

It is not fantasy’s hot fire, 

Whoso wishes, soon as gmnted fly j 
It livoth not in fierce desire. 

With dead desire it doth not die ; 

It is the secret sympathy, 

The silver link, the silken tie. 

Which heart to heart, and mind to mind, 

In body and in soul can bind. Scotf, Lay, v. lo. 

In peace, love tunes the shepherd’s reed ; 

In war, he mounts the warrior’s steed ; 

In halls, in gay attire is seen ; 

In hamlets, dances on the green, 

Love rules the court, the camp, the grove. 

And men below, and saints above ; « r n 

Por love is heaven, and heaven is love. Scott, Lay, iii. 1- 


In maiden confidence she stood, 

Though mantled in her cheek the blood, 

And told her love with sttch a sigh 

Of deep and hopeless agony. Scott, Lid if of the Lake, iv. 18. 

Oh. whv should man’s success remove ^ 

The ve^ charms that make his love ! 8-oH, Uarmton, in. 17 
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What say'st thou, wise one P that all-powerful love 
Can fortune’s strong impediment remove P 
Nor is it strange that worth should wed to worth, 

The pride of genius with the pride of birth. Crabby, 

In many ways does the full heart reveal 

The presence of the love it would conceal. Coleridge,' 

I have heard of reasons manifold 
WThy love must needs be blind, 

But this the best of all I hold — 

His eyes are in liis mind. Coleridge^ to a Lady, 

Man, while he loves, is never quite deprav'd, 

And woman’s triumph, is a lover sav’d. Son, G. Lamb, 

Give me but 

Something whereunto I may bind my heart ; 

Something to love, to rest upon, to clasp 

Affection's tendrils round. '• Mrs, Serna ns. 

Hear, Father I hear, — ^and aid I 

If I have loved too well, if I Ijm t shed, 

In my vain fondness, o’er a moi«»t head 
Gifts, on Thy shrine, my God, more fitly laid ; 

If I have sought to live 

But in one light, and made a mortal eye 

The lonely star of my idolatry. 

Thou that art love, oh ! pity and forgive I Mrs.Semans, 

^Our love was like most other loves ; 

A little glow, a little shiver, 

A rose-bud, and a pair of gloves, 

And “ Fly not yet’’— upon the river ; 

Some jealousy of some one's heir, 

Some hopes of dying broken-hearted, 

A miniature, a lock of hair, 

Tlie usual vows,— and then we parted. 

Wo parted ; months and years rolled by ; 

We met again four summers after ; 

Our parting was all sob and sigh ; 

Our meeting was all mirth and laughter: 

For in my heart’s most secret cell 
There had been many other lodgers ; 

And she was not the ball-room’s belle ; 

But only— Mrs. Something Rogers ! 

Praed, Belle of ihe BalUroom^ 
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Do anything but lore I or, if thou lovest. 

And art a woman, hide thy love from him 
Whom thou dost worship : never let him know 
How dear he is ; flit like a bird before him ; 

Lead him from tree to tree, from flower to flower ; 

But be not won ; or thou wilt, like that bird, 

When caught and caged, be left to pine neglected, 

And perish in forgetmlness. X. JE, Landon 

O love I thy essence is thy purity ! 

Breatlie one unhallowed breath upon thy flame. 

And it is gone for over, and but leaves 
A sullied vase — ^its pure light lost in shame. Z. E, Landon, 
They sin who tell us love can die ; 

It*s holy fame for over bumeth ; 

From heaven it came, to heaven retumeth ; 

Too oft on earth a troubled guest, 

At times receiv’d, at times oppress'd. 

It here is tried and pur fled, 

In heaven it hath its po’fect rest ; 

It sowelh here with gi ’ and care, 

But the harvest-time of love is there. Southey, CureeK, x.'KX 

In joyous youth, what soul hath never known 
Thought, feeling, taste, harmonious to its own P 
Wlio hath not paused while beauty's pensive eye 
Ask'd from hishearb the homage of a sigh ? 

Who hath not own'd, with rapture-smitten frame. 

The power of grace, the magic of a name ? CamphelUPl.Wope, 

And stiU, when a pair of lovers moot. 

There’s a sweetness in air, unearthly sweet, 

That savours still of that happy retreat 
Where Eve by Adam was courted ; 

Wliilst the joyous thrush, and the gentle dove. 

Woo'd their mates in the boughs above. 

And the serpent, as yet, only sported. JECood, Miss Kilmanssg^, 

For all is bright, ^.nd beauteous, and clear. 

And the mi'anest thing most precious and dear 
When tlio magic of love is present : 

Love, tliat lends a sweetness and grace 
To the humblest spot, and the plainest face— 

That turns Wilderness Eow into Paradise Place, 

And Gturliok Hill to Mount Pleasant I Ib, Miss Kumansegg 
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Who liatlx not felt tlmt breath in the air, 

A perfume and freshness strange and rare, 

A warmth in the light, and a bliss everywhere. 

When young hearts yearn together ? 

All sweets below, and all sunny above, 

Oh ! there’s nothing in life like making love. 

Save making hay in fine weather 1 Sood, Hfias 

I love thee, I love thee ! *tis all that I can say — 

It is my vision in the night, my dreaming in the day ; 

The very echo of mv heart, the blessing when I pray : 

I love thee, I love tliee I is all that I can say. T. l£>Jod, Poems* 
There is a comfort in the strength of love ; 

’Twill make a thing endurable, which else 

Would overset the brain, or break the heart. TFordnoorik, 

Oh nature I though blessed and bright are thy rays, 

O’er the brow of creation cnchantingly thrown, 

Yet faint are they all to the lustre that plays 

In a smile from llio heart that is dearly our own. T. Moore* 

I know not, I ask not, if guilt’s m|liat heart, 

I but know that I love thee, whatever thou ai‘t. Ib. Com rest* 
The choice what heart can doubt, 

Of tents with love or thrones without. Moores Lalla Rookh* 
Alas — ^how light a cause may move 
Dissension between hearts pat love ! 

Hearts that the world in vain had tried, 

And sorrow had more closely tied ; 

That stood the storm, when waves wore rough, 

Yet in a sunny hour fall off. 

Like ships that have gone down at sea. 

When heaven was all tranquillity. Moore, Lalla Eookh* 

Oh I what was love made for, if ’tis not the same 
Through joy and through sorrow — ^tlirough glory and shame P 

T* Moore. 

Oh ! thou shalt be all else to me. 

That heart can feel or tongue can feign ; 

I’ll praise, admire, and worship thee, 

But must not, dare not love again. T. Moore. 

O magic of love ! unembellish’d by yon. 

Has the garden a blush or the herbage a hue ? 

Or blooms there a prospect in nature or art, 

Like the vista that shines through the eye to the heart P Jb 
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LOVE, LOVERS. 

CiOVX, lAXTJSB&'-^ntmued. 

A light comes o*er me from those looks of love, 

Like the first dawn of mercy from above. 21 Moore* 

So brief onr existence, a glimpse at the most 
Is all we can have of the few we hold dear ; 

But oft even joy is unheeded and lost, 

For want of some heart that could echo it near 
Ah. well may we hope when this short life is gone, 

To meet in some world of more permanent bliss ; 

For a smile or a grasp of the hand hast’ning on 
Is all we enjoy of eacn other in this. T* Moore, ‘And doth not 
Oh ! who, that has ever had rapture complete, [of 
Would ask how we feel it, or wny it is sweet ; 

How rays are confus’d, or how particles fly, 

Through the medium refin’d of a glance or a sigh ! 

Is there one, who but once would not rather Lave known it ? 
Than written, with Harvey, whole volumes upon it*T*Moojye» 
True love is at home on a carpet, 

And mightily likes lus ease, — 

And true love has aii eye for a dinner, 

And starves beneatli shady trees. 

His wing is the fan of a lady, 

His foot ’s an invisible tlnng, 

And liis arrow is tipp d with a jewel, 

And shot from a silver string. K. 1 tfltlis, Poems* 

Tlien come the wild weathci' — come sleet or come snow. 

We ill stand by each other, however it blow ; 

Oppression and sickness, and sorrow and pain, 

Shim be to our truo love as links to the chain. 

LongfeUovc, from the Gei'maii. 
The first round in the song of love 
Scarce more than silence is, and yet a sound. 

Hands of invisible spirits touch the strings 
Of that mysterious instrument the soul, 

A play the prelude of our fate. LongfeUoto* 

Lo\ e is ever busy with his shuttle, 

Is over weax ing mto life’s dull warp 
Bright gorgeous fiowers, and scenes Arcadian : 

Hanging our gloomy prison-house about 
With tapestries, that make its walls dilate 
In never-ending vistas of delight- LonnfulloK 

hold it true, whate’er befall, 

I feel it when I sorrow most 5 
*Tis better to have loved and lost, 

Thau never to hare loved at all. Temujf «;• Tn Memor. xxvii. 

A. V 
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XOYE, LOYEBS — eoniinwdm 
Love atrong in wish, is weak in reason, still 
Porming a thousand ills, which ne’er shall be, 

And, like a coward, kills itself to-day 

With fancy *d grief for fear it die to-morrow. Sewell, Ealeigh 

0 love I when womanhood is in the flush, 

And man is a young and unspotted thing, 

His first breathed word, and her half-conscious blush', 

Are fair as light in heaven, or flowers in spring, Cunningham,’ 

1 loved thee, beautiful and kind. 

And plighted an eternal vow ; 

So altered are thy face and mind, 

*Twere perjury to love thee now. Earl Nagent 

Oh, woman’s love I at times it may 
Seem cold or clouded, hut it burns 
"Nl'ith true, un deviating ray. 

And never from its iJ<3 turns. 

Its sunshine is a smile~a frown 

The heavy cloud that weighs it down. Crol^, 

Tell her I’ll love her while the clouds drop rain, 

Or while there’s water in the pathless mam. Old Song, 
My heart with love is beating, 

Transported by your eyes ; 

Alas ! there’s no reti’eating. 

In vain your captive flies. Old Song, 

Let no one say tliat there is need 
Of time for love to grow ; 

Ah no ! the love that kills indeed 

Despatches at a blow. Lord Holland, 

He, who for love has undergone 
The worst that can befall, 

Is liappier thousand-fold than one 
Who never x •’'ed at all ; 

A OTace within ids soul has reigned, 

Which notliing else can bring — ^ 

Thank God, for all that I have gained, 

By that high suffering. Af. Milnes (Lord Houghton),, 

Tlie heart that passion never fired 
Of other’s love, can nothing tell — 

How can I teach you what^ inroired, 

Unless you are inspired as well? Houghton ^ 

Love buys not with the ruthless usurer's gold 

The loathsome prostitution of a liand 

Witiiout a heart. Love sacrifices all things 

To bless the thing it loves. Bulwer Lgtton, Ladg of 
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LOVEBS’ VOWS. 

What mad lover ever dv'd, 

To gain a soft and gentle bride ? 

Or for a lady tender-hearted. 

In purling streams or hemp departed F Butler ^ JB^ud, 

You know how ficlclo common lovers are : 

Their oaths and vows are cautiously believed, 

For few there are but have been once deceived. Dryder, 
LOVELINESS>Hif<? Dress. 

Yet vhen I approach 
Her loveliness, so absolute she seems, 

And m herself complete ; so well to know 
Ifer own, that what she wills to do or say, 

Seems wisest, virtuousest, disereetest, best. 

Milton, P. X. Till. 647 

Her gentle limbs she did undress, 

And laid down in her loveliness. Coleridge, Chn.\tahel, i. 

LOYALTY. 

I would serve my king, 

Servo him \^ith all my fortune here at home, 

And serve him with ny person in the wai*s ; 

Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him, die for him ; 

As every true-born subject ought. Otway, Oi'phan, 

’Tis not the walls or purple that defends 
A prince from foes, but ris his fort of friends. 

JlerHch, Aph, 

Subjects like these are seldom seen, 

Who not forsake me at my greatest need, 

Nor for base lucre sold their loyalty ; 

But shared my dangers to the last event. 

And fenced them with their own, Dryden^ 

Let fools the name of loyalty divide. 

Wise men and gods, are on the strongest side. 

Bedley,Ant, Chop 

LDST. ^ 

Love comfortoth, like sunshine after rain. 

But lust’s effect is tempest after sun ; 

Love's gentle spring doth always fresh remain, 

Lust’s winter comes ere summer half be done ; 

Love surfeits not— lust, like a glutton, dies j 

Love is all truth— lust full of foulest lies, Bh, Veri, Sf Ad - 134 

JL A 2 
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LUffl — eoniinued. 

But wlien lust 

Lets in defilement to the inward parts, 

The soul grows clotted by contagion, 

Imbodies and imbrutes, till sko quite lose 

Tlio divine property of ker first oeing. MtUon, Oomus, *163 

Lust is, of all tko frailties of our nature. 

What most we ought to fear; the headstrong boast 
Rushes along, impatient of the course ; 

Nor hears tlie rider s cal', nor feels the rein. Rowe, R. Convert. 
I know the veiy difference that lies 
’Twist hallow’d love and base unholy lust ; 

T know the one is as a golden spur, 
larging the spirit to all noble aims ; 

The other but a foul and miry pit, 

O’ertlirow'ing it in midst of its career. F.K.Butler, Francis J, 

tUXTHBlY. 

War destroys men, but luxury mankind 

At once corrupts ; the body and the mind. Croione, Caligula, 

What will not luxury use ? Earth, sea, and air. 

Are daily ransack’d for the bill of fare ; 

JBlood stuff’d in skms is British Christians’ food, 

And France robs marshes of the croaking brood. Oay, Trivia, 
O luxury ! thou curs’d by heaven’s decree, 

How ill-excliong’d are things like these for thee P 
How do thy potions, with insidious joy, 

Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy 1 Goldsmith^ Des, T71, 
Sofas, ’t was half a sin to sit upon, 

So costly were they ; carpets, every stitch 

Of workmanship so rare, they made you wish 

You could ghde o’er them like a golden fish. JBgron D. J. v.Co. 

Fell luxury ! more perilous to youth 

Than storms or quicksands, poverty or chains. 

H, More, Belshazzar, i. 

lYlSQ-^see lies. 

’Dare to be true, nothing can need a lie ; 

A fault which needs it most, grows two thereby. 

G, Herbert, The Church Forch, 

I And he that docs one fault at first. 

And lies to hide it, makes it two. 


Watts, Against Lging. 
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VAGHIAVELLl. 

Nick MacLiavel bad no*er a trick 
Tbo* bo ^ave bis name to our Old Nick, 

But WHS below tbe least of these. 

That pass tli* world for holiness. Butler, Bud, 3. i. 1314 
KCABNESS — see Deceit 

By mine honesty, 

If she be mad, as I believe no other. 

Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense 
(Suck a dependency of thing on tilings) 

As e’er I hoard in madness. Sh. M, for 2£. v. 1. 

I am not m^ ; — I would to heaven I wore ! 

For then, *tis like I should forget myself ; 

O, if I could, what grief should I forget ! Sh, K, John, in. 4 
riiat he is mad, ’tis true ; ‘tis true, 'tis pity ; 

And pity ’tis ’tis true. Sh, Bam, ii. 2. 

Though this be madness, yet there’s method in it. lb, 

Madness in great ones mustnotunwateh’dgo. Sh,Bam,xxL.\, 
Oh what a noble mind is here overthrown ! 

The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s, eye, tongue, sword, 

Th* expectancy and rose of the fair state. Sh, Bam, in. 1. 

My pulse, as yours, doth temp’rately keep time, 

And makes as healthful music : ’tis not madness, 

That I have utter’d : bring me to the test, 

And I the matter will re- word ; which madness 

Would gambol from. Sh, Bam, in. 4*. 

Alas, how is’t with you, 

That you do bend your eyes on vacancy. 

And with th’ incoiporal air do hold discourse P Sh,Bam, in 4. 
There is a pleasure sure, in being mad, 

Which none but madmen know. Dryden, Sjpan, Fr, ii. 1. 

He raves, his words are loose 
Xs heaps of sand, and scattering wide from sense : 

So high he’s mounted on his airy throne. 

That now the wind has got into his head, 

And turns his brains to frenzy. Dryden, Span, Fr, ii. 1. 

Great wits are sure to madness near allied. 

And thin partitions do their bounds divide. 

Ib, Jibs, Achit, I. 163. 

8CADSIGAL. 

When two score throats together squall, 

It may be call’d a madrigal. Swift 
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MAGHET. 

Til’ obedient steel with living instinct mores, 

And veers for ever to the pole it loves. Dartotn 

That trembling vassal of the pole. 

The feeling compass, navigation's soul. JBp*on 

HAIDEEHOOD— Celibacy. 

She’ll not be hit 
With Cupid's arrow, she hath Dian’s wit ; 

And, in strong proof of chastity well arm’d, 

]?rom love’s weah childish bow she lives nnharm'd. 

She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 

Nor bide th’ encounter of assailing eyes. 

Nor opc her lap to saint-seducmg gold. SL Eom. 1 . 1. 

Maids’ nays are nothing, they are shy. 

But to desire what they deny. Heinrich, Aph* 131. 

H ow happy is the blameless vestal's lot, 

The world forgetting, by the world forgot Eloisa to Ah, 

The hand of time alone disarms 
Her face of its superfluous charms. 

But adds for every grace resid'd, 

A thousand to adorn her mind. Broome, 

HAIDEES. 

Maidens, like moths, are ever caught by glare, 

And mammon wins his way where seraphs might despair. 

Byron, Childe Harold, i. 9. 
A child no more ! a maiden now — 

A graceful maiden, with a gentle brow ; 

A cheek tinged lightly, anda dovelike eye ; 

And all hearts bless her as she passes by. Mm'y HowHt, 

MALICE. 

Malice scorn'd, puts out 
Itself ; but argued, gives a kind of credit 
To false accusation. Massinger, 

He, who would free from malice pass his days, 

Musf live obscure, and never merit praise. Gay, JEpistUw, 

Oh I never “ hold malice,” it poisons our life 

With the gall-drop of hate and the nightshade of strife ; 

Let us scorn where we must, and despise where we may j 
But let anger, like sunlight, go down with the day. Mliza Cooh 
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KAHHON. 

Mammon led them on : 

Mammon, the least erected spirit that fell 
From heaven ; for e’en in heaven his looks and thoughts 
Were always downward bent, admiring more 
Tlie riches of heaven’s pavement, trodden gold. 

Than aught, divine or holy, else enjoy’d 
In vision beatific. Milion^ P. X. i. 679. 

BCAK — B66 Authority, Gharaotei, Charity, Courage, Cowardice, Delay, 
Home, Hypoorifiy, Idleness. 

O, what may man within him liide, 

Though angel on the outward side 1 Sli. If. fur Jf. iii, 2. 

They say, best men are moulded out of faults ; 

And for the most, become much more the better 

For being a little bad. 8h. M.for M. v. 1. 

Oh, what men dare do ! what men may do ! 

Wliat men daily do, not knowing what they do. 8h.M,Ado,iYA^ 

If you were men, as men you are in show, 

You would not use a gentle lady so 81u Mid. N. iii. 2. 

In speech, in gait, 

In diet, in affections of delight. 

In military rules, humours of blood, 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book, 

That fasliion’d others. 8h. Men. ir, 2. ii. 3. 

But we all are men. 

In our own natures frail ; and capable 

Of our flesh, few are angels. 8h Sen. viii. v. %. 

Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy, 

Thy school-days frightful, desp’rate, ^d, and furious, 

Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and vent’rous. 

8k. Bic. HI. IV 4. 

A rarer spirit never 

Did steer humanity ; but you, gods, will give us 

Some faults to make us men. SL Ant Cleop. v. 1. 

Grod made him, therefore let him pass for man. 8It.M. o/V.i.2. 
His life was gentle ; and the elements 
So mix’d in nim, that nature might stand up, 

And say to all the world, this was a man I Sk. JuL C, v. 5. 

There’s no trust, 

Ho faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur’d. 

All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers. Sh. Rom. iii. 2 
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2CAK — omtinned. 

He was a man, take him for all in all, 

I shall not look upon his like again. Sh. Ham, i. 2 

A combination, and a fonn, indeed, 

Whore every god did seem to set his seal. 

To give the world assurance of a man. Sh, Ham, iii. 4, 

hlen, more divine, the masters of all those, 

Lords of the wide world, and w ild wat’ry seas. 

Indued with intellectual sense and souls, 

Of more pre-eminence than lish and fowls. 

Are masters to their females, and their lords. Sit, Q, E, ii. 1. 

Men should be what they seem ; 

Or, those that be not, would they might seem none ! 

Sh. 0th, III. 3. 

I will sooner trust a crocodile, 

When he sheds tears ; for he kills suddenly, 

And ends our cares at once ; or anything 
That*s evil to our nature, than a man ; 

I find there is no end of his deceivings, 

Kor no avoiding them, if w e give way. Beaum, Sf FL Coxamh, 

Man is one world, and hath 

Another to attend him. Hevhert, Man, 

Man is a name of honour for a king ; 

Additions take away from each chief thing. Chapman, 

In tlie sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread. 

Till thou return unto the ground ; for thou 
Out of the ground was taken : know thy birth, 

For dust thou art, and shalt to dust return. JLf4Z/o«,P.L.x.205. 

Trast not a man ; w'e are by nature false, 

Dissembling, subtle, cruel, and unconstant : 

When a man talks of love, with caution hear him ; 

But if he swears, he*ll certainly deceive thee. 

Otuoa^, Ot'phan, ii. L 

Mankind each other’s stories still repeat. 

And man to man is a succeeding cheat. Howard^ D. ofZerma 

Men are but children of a larger growth ; 

Our appetites are apt to change as theirs, 

And full as craving too, and full as vain. 

Drpden, All for Love, IT. I 
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UAK — ooniinved. 

Mankind one day serene and free appear ; 

The next, they’re cloudy, sullen, and severe ; 

J^ew passions, new opinions still excite ; 

And wbat they like at noon, they leave at niftht. Garik 
Consider, man ; weigh v oil thy frame. 

The king, the beggar, are the same ; 

Dust form’d us ail. Each breathes his day, 

Then sinks into his native day. Fahles^ xvi. 2. 

Man is practis’d in disguise. 

He cheats the most discerning eyes. Ih, Shejp, and Fit I /os. 
Each animal. 

By natural instinct taught, spares his own kind : 

But man, the tyrant man, revels at large. 

Freebooter unrestrain’d, destroys at will 
The whole creation ; men and beasts his prey, 

These for his pleasure, for his glory those. 

Somerville^ Field Sports. 
Know then thyself, presume not God to scan. 

The proper study of mankind is man. 

Placed on this isthmus of a middle state, 

A being darkly "w ise, and rudely great : 

With too much knowledge for the sceptic side. 

With too much weakness for the stoic s pride, 

He hangs between ; in doubt to act, or rest ; 

In doubt to deem himself a god or beast ; 

In doubt his mind or body to prefer ; 

Born but to die, and reasoning but to err. Pojpe, F. M. jr. 1. 

Fix’d like a plant on his peculiar spot, 

To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot. Fojpe, F. M. ii. 63. 

On life’s vast ocean diversely we sail, 

Heason the card, but passion is the gide. Pope, F. M. ii. 107. 

Virtuous and vicious every man must be. 

Few in th’ extreme, but all in the degree. Pope,F. JSf, ii.231. 

Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow, 

The rest is aU but leather, or prunella. Pope, F. M. iv. 203. 

Chaos of thought and passion, all confused ; 

Still by himself abused or disabused ; 

Created lialf to rise, and half to fall ; 

Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all ; 

Sole judge of truth, in endless error hurled ; 

The glory, jest, and riddle of the world. Pope, F. M. ii.. 13. 



MAJf- 


^2 

MAS — contintied. 

Know, nature’s cliildren all divide lier care ; 

TLe fur that warms a monarcli, warm’d a bear. 

While man exelaims, “ See all things for mv use !” 

See man for mine I” replies a pamper’d goose. 

Arid just as short of reason he must fall. 

Who tlimks all made for one, not one for all. Po})jpJS!,]lif,xiiM 
Behold the child, by nature’s kindly law. 

Pleas’d with a rattle, tickl’d with a straw ; 

Some livelier plaything gives his youth delight, 

A little louder, but as empty guite ; — 

Scarfs, garters, gold, amuse his riper stage. 

And he^s and prayer-hooka are the toys of age. 

Pleas'd with this bauble still, as that before. 

Till tired, he sleeps, and life’s poor play is o’er. Ib. ii. 275. 
Not always actions show the man ; we find 
Who does a kindness, is not therefore kind ; 

Perhaps prosperity becalm’d his breast, 

Perhaps the wind just sliifted from the east : 

Not therefore humble he who seeks retreat. 

Pride guides his steps, and bids him shun the great : 

Wlio combats bravely is not therefore brave, 

He dreads a death-bed like the meanest slave : 

W]ho reasons wisely is not therefore wise, 

His pride in reasoning, not in acting lies. Pojpe, M. E, ii. 109. 
Bee the same man in vigour, in the gout ; 

Alone, in company, in place, or out ; 

Early at business, and at hazard late ; 

Mad at a fox-chase, wise at a debate ; 

Drunk at a borough, civil at a ball ; 

Priendly at Hackney, faithless at Whitehall. Pope, M, P.l. 7l. 
Man is a very worm by birth, 

Yilet reptile, weak and vain ; 

Awhile he crswls upon the eartli. 

Then sinks to earth again. Pope. 

Vain human-kind ! fantastic race ] 

'JTiy various follies who can trace ? 

Self-love, ambition, envy, pride. 

Their empire in our hearts divide. Stoifi. 

Pond man ! the vision of a moment made 1 
Dream of a dream I and shadow of a shade ! Young ^Par. onJoh. 
How poor, how lich, how abject, how angust, 

How complicate, how wonderful is man! 

How passing wonder He, who made him such ! 

Who centred i:i our make such strange extremes. JV. P. i. Tlk 
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lEXS^continued 

To each his sufferings : all are men, 

Condemn’d alike to groan ; ^ 

The tender for another’s pain, 

The unfeeling for his own. Gray, Prospect ofMton College, 10. 
Man wants but little here below. 

Nor wants that little long. Goldsmith, Kermit, 8. 

Men are machines, witli all their boasted freedom, 

Their movements turn upon some favourite passion ; 

I jet art but find the latent foible out, 

We touch the spring, and wdnd them at our pleasure. 

jST. Brooke, Chistaous Vasa, 
What tho’ on homely fare we dine, 

Wear hodden grey, and a* that P 

Gie fools their silk, and knaves their wine, 

A man's a man for a* that. Burns, Soonest Poverty. 

All flesh is grass, and all its glory fades 
Like the fair flower, dishevel! 'd m the wind : 

Hiches have wiiigs, and grandeur is a dream. 

’a?is man’s pride. TmTc, in. 261. 

His highest, worthiest, noblest boast, 

The privilege he prizes most, 

To stand by helpless woman’s side. Wise PLolford, 'Marg. Anj, 
The mind of man is vastly like a hive ; 

His thoughts so busy ever — ^all alive I 
But here the simile will go no flirther , 

For bees are making honey, one and all ; 

Man’s thoughts are busy in producing gall. 

Committing, as it were, self-murder. Peter Pindar 

Man is of soul and body, formed for deeds 

Of high resolve ; on fancy’s boldest wing 

To soar unwearied, fearlessly to turn 

The keenest pang to peacefulness, and taste 

The joys which mingled sense and spirit yield ; 

Or he is formed for abiectness and woe. 

To grovel on the dungliill of his fears, 

To shrink at every sound, to quench the flame 
Of natural love in sensualism, to know 
That hour as blest when on his worthless days 
The frozen hand of death shall set his seal. 

Yet fear the cure, though hating the disease. 

The one is man that shdl hereafter be. 

The other, man as vice has made him now. Shelley, Queen Main 
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JBom to bo plougli’d with years, and sown with cares. 

And reap’d by death, lord of tlie human soil. 

Byron, Heaven and JSartht l. 3 
Men are the sport of circumstances, when 
The circumstances seem the sport of men Byron, D. J. v. 17 
Man’s a phenomenon, one knows not what, 

And wonAcrful beyond all wondrous measure ; 

*Tis pity tho*, in this sui)lime world, that 

Pleasure’s a sin, and sometimes sin’s a pleasure. Ih. i. 133 

Man’s a strange animal, and inakes strange use 

Of his own nature and the various arts, 

ijad likes particularly to produce 

Some new experiment to show Ms parts. Byron, 2). Jli. 12S. 

Virgins are soft as tho roses they twine. 

And all, save tho spirit of man, is divine Ib. Bride of Ah. 1 . 1. 
Admire, exult — despise, — ^laugh, weep,— for hero 
There is such matter for all feeling : — ^man ! 

Thou pendulum betwixt a smile and tear. Byron, C/i.-BT.iv.lOO. 
Again attend !— and see a man whose cares 
Are nicely plac’d on either world’s afiairs, — 

Merchant and saint ; *tis doubtful if he knows 

To which account he most regard bestows. Crahhe, 

Once in the flight of ages past. 

There liv’d a man : — ^and who was he ? 

Mortal ! howe’er thy lot be cast, 

Tliat man resembled thee. James JUonfgomery, 

ZCAirirEBS. 

Fit for the mountains and the barb’rous caves, 

"V^ere manners ne’er were preach’d. Sh. T. Ni. iv. 1. 

Defect of manners, want of government. 

Pride, haughtiness opinion, and disdain ; 

The least of which, haunting a nobleman, 

Loseth men’s hearts, and leaves behind a stain 
TJpon the beauty of all parts besides ; 

Beguiling them of commendation. Sh. Hen. I7. 1. iii. 1 

Eye nature’s walks, shoot folly as it flies. 

And catch the manners living as they rise ; 

Laugh vhere we must, be candid where we can ; 

But vindicate the ways of Gh>d to man. Pojpe, H. M. i. 13. 

, Manners with fortunes, humours tura with climes, 

Tenets with books, and principles with times. 16. J/. J^.i.l72. 
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MAITIISRS coiilimted. 

Manner is all in aJl, wliate'er is writ ; 

Tlie substitute of geniusi sense, and wit. Cowjper, 

UABCH. 

Tlie stormy Marcli is come at last, 

"Witli wind and clouds and changing skies \ 

I bear the mshing of the blast 

That through the snowy valley flies. IF. C. Bryant, March. 

MAEOHINa. 

Thus far into the bowels of the land 

Have we march’d on without impediment. SL Bio, ni, v. 2. 

M A JEt l t lA Q'E, MATRIUO^ \—se6 Courtship, Coimuhial Happiuesi, 
Palmier, Husband, love, Wife. 

Give me, next good an understanding wife, 

By nature uise, not learned by much art ; 

Some knowledge on her side, will all my life 
More scope of conversation impart ; 

Besides her inborn virtue fortitv ; 

They are most good, who best know why. Sir T. Ooerhury. 
'No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall, 

To make this contract grow ; but barren hate, 

Sour-ejr’d disdain, and discord, shall bestrew 
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly, 

That you shall hate it both : therefore, take need. Sh^Tjp.iY.l. 
Look down, you gods. 

And on tliis couple drop a blessed crown. Sh. Te7np, t. 1. 
In love, the heavens themselves do guide the state ; 

Money buys land, and wives are sold by fate. Sh. Mer. TFl v. 6 
Let still the woman take ^ 

An elder than herself ; so wears she to him, 

So sways she level in her husband’s heart. 

Bor, boy, however we do praise ourselves, 

Our fancies are more giddy and unflrm. 

More longing, wavering, sooner lost and won. 

Than women’s are. Sh. T. Ni, ii. 4. 

J The ancient saying is no heresy ; 

LHanging and wiving go by destiny. Sh. M. qf Ten. ii. 8. 
A light wife doth make a heavy husband Sh, M. ofVen. v. 1. 

Mistress, know yourself ; down on your knees. 

And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love : 

For I must tell you friendly in your ear. 

Sell when you can ; you are not for all markets. 

S/i. M Y. L. in. 5. 
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ITAmiAaE, 

y A young man married, is a man that's marred. SL A* Wi ix.3 
' Honest company I thank you all, 

That liave beheld me give away myself 

To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife. Sk. 1\ S. in. 2 

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keener. 

Thy head, thy sovereign : one tliat cares for thee. 

Ana for thy maintenance : commits his body 
To painful labour, both by sea and land ; 

To watch the night in storms, the day m cold, 

"While thou Rest warm at home, secure and safe, 

And craves no other tribute at thr hands. 

But love, fair looks, and true obe(5ienoe ; 

Too little payment for so great a debt. SL Tam, S, v. 2. 
Such dutv as the subject owes the prince. 

Even sucli a woman oweth to her husband ; 

And, when she's froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 

And, not obedient to his honest will. 

What is she but a foul contending rebel, 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord? Sh, Tam, 8, v. 2. 
I am asham’d, that women are so simple 
To offer war where they should kneel for peace : 

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 

. When tliey are bound to serve, love, and obey. Sli.TauuS r.2. 
Should all despair, 

That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
W'ould hang themselves. S/t, W\nL T i. 2. 

Eoason, my son 

Should choose himself a wife : but as good reason, 

The father (all whose jov is nothing else 

But fair Posterity) should hold some counsel 

In such a business. 8h, Wait. T. lY. Z, 

He is the half-part of a blessed man 

Left to bo finished by such a she ; 

And she a fair divided excellence, 

Wliose fulness of perfection lies in him. 

O, two such silver currents, when they join. 

Bo glorify the banks that bound them in ! 8h, K, John, ii 2, 
Hasty marriage seldom proveth well. 8h, Hen, vi, 1. iv, l. 
What is wedlock forced, but a bell, 

An age of discord and continual strife F 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliss, 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. Sh. Hen, VI. 1. v .5 
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MABKIAffE, MXTItIMOirr. 

tfABiKTAGE, ICATBlHOZnr — eoniinmd, 

Mamage is a matter of more wortL 
,jr]ian to be dealt in by attorneyship. Sh. Ken. rj. 1. ▼. 6. 

The instances, that second marriage mov^e, 

Are base respects of thrift, but none of love. 8h. Kam. iir,3. 

Most potent, grave, and rererend sigmors, 

My veiy noble and approv’d good masters, 

'J'hat I nave ta’en away this old man's daughter. 

It is most true ; true, I have married her ; 

The very head and front of my offending 

Hath this extent, no more. SJt, OtJi, i. b 

0 curse of marriage. 

That we can call these delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites 1 ^ SJi. 0th. iii. 3. 

Well live together like two wanton vines, 

Circling our souls and lores in one another ; 

We'll spring together, and we'll bear one fruit ; 

One joy sh^ make us smile, and one grief mourn. 

One age go with us, and one hour of death 
Shall close our eyes, and one grave make us happy. 

Beaumont and Bleichet* 
Neglected beauty now is prized by gold ; 

And sacred love is basely bought and sold : 

Wives are grown traffic, mamago is a trade, 

And when a nuptial of Wo hearts is made. 

There must of moneys too a wedding be. 

That coin, as well as men, may multiply. 

Mandoljphy Mus^^s Loolcing- Glass, 

What do you think of marriage P 
ttake't, (as those that deny purgatory,) 

Tt locally contains or heaven or hell ; 

There's no third place in it. Wehsier, Duchess of Mai f)/. 

The sum of all that makes a just man happy 
Consists in the well choosing of his wife ; 

And then, well to discharge it, does require 
Equality of years, of birth, of fortune ; 

For beauty being poor, and not cried up 
By birth or wealth, can truly mix with neither. 

And wealth, when there’s such difference in years 
And fair descent, must make the yoke uneasy. 

Maxsinger, ifew Wag io Bag Old Debts 
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y A*RiRT AQE| XApTHX]t01f7~~— 

Tlie joys of marriage are the heaven on earth, 

Life's paradise, great princess, the soul’s quiet, 

Sinews of concord, earthly immortalily. 

Eternity of pleasures. Ford, Broken RetxH 

Fathers their children and themselves abuse, 

That wealth, a husband, for their daughters choose. Shirley. 

, The only comfort of my life 
, Is, that! never yet had wife ; 

' Nor will hereafter, since I know, 

Who weds, o’erbuys his weal with woe. Herrick. Hesp. 246. 
' Suspicion, discontent, and strife, 

Come in for dowry with a wife. Herrick, Aph^ 300. 

Our Maker bids increase ; who bids abstain 

But our destroyer, foe to God and man. Milton, P. L. iv. 748. 

For contemplation he, and valour form’d ; 

For softness she, and sweet attractive grace. Ih. iv. 297. 

Hail, wedded love ! mysterious law 

Of human offspring. Milton, P. L. iv. 760. 

As spiders never seek the fly, 

But leave him, of himself, n apply. 

So men are by themselves emplowd 
To quit the freedom they enjoy’d, 

And run their necks into a noose. 

They’d break ’em after to get loose. Butler, Hud. 3, i. C3 

Wlien men upon their spouses seiz’d, 

And freely marry *d where iliey pleas’d ; 

I'hoy ne’er forswore themselves, nor lied. 

Nor, in the mind they wore in, died ; 

Nor took the pains t’address and sue, 

Nor play’d the masquerade to woo : 

And v lien they had them at their pleasure, 

'I hey talk’d of love and flames at leisure. 

Butler, Ep. to hie Lady, 239 
Women first were made for men. 

Not men for them. It follows, then, 

That men have right to evoiy one. 

And they no freedom of their own ; 

And therefore men have power to choose 

But they no charter to refuse. Butter, Ep. io hie Lady, 273 
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MARRIAGE, MATBiatOKT. 

BIABBIAGE, 

Though women first were made for men, 

Fet men wore made for them agen : 

For when, out-wittod by his wife, 

Man first turn'd tenant but for life. 

If woman liad not interven'd 
How soon had mankind had an end ! Ih- Lady's Answer ^ 244. 

When T am old, and weary of the world, 

' I may grow desperate, and take a wife 

-To mortify withal. Otway. 

I Who wed wiih fools, indeed, lead happy lives ; 

I Fools are the fittest, finest things for wives ; 

I Yet old men profit bring, as fools bring ease, 
i And both make youth and wit much better please. 

Otway, Soldier s ForUine 

When you would give all worldly plagues a name, 

Worse than they have already, call ’em wife I 
But a new married wife’s a teeming mischief, 

Full of herself : why, what a deal of horror 

Has that poor wretch to come, that married yesterday ! 

Otway, Orphan. 

/Marriage to maids, is like a war to men ; 

I The battle causes fear, but the sweet hopes 
; Of winning at the last, still draws them on. Zee, MHhridafes. 

When fix’d to one, love safe at anchor rides. 

And dares the fury of the wind and tides. 

But losing once that hold, to the wide ocean bom, 

It drives away at will, to every wave or scorn. 

Diydeii, Tyrannic of Love^ 
All of a tenour was their after life. 

No day discolour’d with domestic strife ; 

No je^ousy, but mutual truth believ’d. 

Secure repose, and kindness undeceiv’d. Jh. Falamon ^ Ar. 3. 

After this alliance. 

Let tigers match with hinds, and wolves with sheep, 

And every creature couple with its foe. Dryden^ Span, Fnar, 

If you would have the nuptial union last, 

Let virtue bo the bond that ties it fast. Bowe, Fair Fen. 

Art thou not half my self P 
One faith has ever bound us, and one reason 
Guided our wills. Ro tf. Fair Pen. 

B B 
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HA3BIAQE, ]CA.TBlU0]rr-^»^»a»»7. 

Ajad now your matrimonial cupid, 

Lash'd on by time, ^ows tired and stupid. 

For story and experience tell us 
That man ctows old and woman jealous. 

Both would their little ends secure ; 

He sifjhs for freedom, she for power : 

His wishes tend abroad to roam, 

And hcr's to domineer at home Pr/or, Alma, 2. 

Thus grief still treads upon the heels of pleasure. 

Marry’d in haste, we may repent at leisure. Congreve, O.P.v. 8 . 

Wedded love is founded on esteem, 

Which the fair merits of the mind engage ; 

For those are charms that never can decay ; 

But time that gives new whiteness to the swan, 

Improves their lustre. Fenton, Marianne, 

There swims no goose so grey, but, soon or late, 

She finds some honest gander for a mate.Poj^e, Wife ofB, 98. 

Where friendship full exerts her softest power, 

Perfect esteem enliven'd by desire 
Inefiable, and sympathy of soul ; 

Tliought meeting tliought, and will proven tinj* will, 

With boundless confidence : for nought but love 

Can answer love, and render bliss secure. Ihomson, Spring, 

But happy they, the happiest of their kind, 

Whom gentle stars unite, and in one fate 

Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend I Ih, 

Oh I married love ! — each heart shall ow"', 

Where two congenial souls unite, 

Thy golden chains inlaid with down, 

Thy lamp with heaven's own splendour bright. LangJiorne^ 

Ev'n in the happiest choice, where fav'ring heaven 
Has equal love and easy fortune giv'n, — 

Think not, the husband gain'd, that all is done ; 

The prize of happiness must still be won : 

And, oft, the careless find it to their cost, 

The lover in the husband may be lost 5 
The graces might alone his heart allure ; 

They and the virtues, meeting, must secure. Lord Lglfeltan 
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KAJEtUIAGE, JlUil^RlMO'SrZ^eonfmued. 

But love in wliispers lets us ken 
That men were made for us, and we for men. Ramsay, G,Shep. 
Abroad too kind, at liomo *tis stcdfast hate. 

And one eternal tempest of debate. Young ^ Lone of Fame, 6. 

Though fools spurn Hymen’s gentle powers, 

We who improve his golden hours, 

By sweet experience know 
Tlaat marriage, rightly understood. 

Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradise below. Cotton, Fireside, v. 

Oil friendly to the best pursuits of man, 

Fnendly to tJi ought, to virtue, and to peace, 

Domestic life in rural leisure pass’d I 

Few know thy value, and few taste thy sweets. 

Cowjper, Tasl', iii. 290. 

/Misses ! the tale that I relate 
This lesson seems to carry. 

Choose not alone a proper mate 

.But proper time to marry. Cowgcr, Fairing Time AntidjpatecL 
Wedlock *s a saucy, sad, familiar state, 

‘Wliero folks are very apt to scold hate ; 

Love keeps a modest distance, is divine. 

Obliging, and says ev’iy thing that’s fine. Teter Finda}\ 

Marriage from love, like vinegar from wine — 

A sad, sour, sober beverage— ^y time 

Is sharpened from its high celestial flavour 

Down to n very homely household savour. Byron, 2>. L iii. 6 

The bloom or blight of all men’s happiness. Bgron^ Bride of A* 

Full well we know, that many a favourite air. 

That charms a party, fails to charm a pair. 

And as Augusta play’d, she look’d around, 

To see if one was dying at the sound. 

But all were gone — a Imsband, wiupt in gloom, 

Stalk’d careless, listless, up and down the room. Crahle* 
Tliere’s a bliss beyond all the minstrel has told, 

When two, that are link’d in one heavenly tie. 

With heart never changing, and brow never cold, 

Love on thro* all ills, and love on till they die. 

One hour of a passion so sacred is worth 
Whole ages of heartless and wandering bliss ; 

And Oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth. 

It is this — ^it is this ! Moore, Lalla Rookh^ 

B £ 2 
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UABEIAGE, MATBI]iCOirZ'~-a>»^tnt££^. 

Oh, happy, happy, thrice happy state, 

When such a bnght planet governs the fate. 

Of a pair of united lovers ! 

*Tis tueirs, in spite of the serpent*s hiss, 

To enjoy the pui‘o primseval kiss 

With as mucfi of the old original bliss 

j\s mortality ever recovers 1 Sood, Miss Kilmansegg. 

Bat alas I alas I for the woman’s fate, 

Wlio has from a mob to choose a mate ! 

'Tis a strange and painful mystery I 

But the more the eggs, the worse the hatch ; 

The more tho fish, the worse the catch ; 

The more the sparks, the worse the match ; 

Is a fuct in woman’s lustory. Houd^ Miss Kilmamegq, 

cross the threshold led, 

-4nd every tear kissed oflf as soon as shed, 

Ills house she enters, there to be a light, 

Shining within, when all without is niglit ; 

A giiardian-angol o’er his life presiding, 

Doubling liis pleasure, and liis cares dividing ! Eogerst P.TI, L 

Cries Sylvia to a reverend dean, 

“ Wbat reason can bo given, ^ 

“ Since marriage is a holy thing, 

That there are none in heaven P” 

They have,” says he, “ no women there,” 

She quick returned the jest : 

““ Women there are, but I’m afraid 

They cannot find a priest.” Festoon, (JS. Graoes) 

You’d marry the marquis, fair lady, they say ; 

You are right ; we’ve suspected it long ; 

But his lordship declines in a complaisant way, 

And, faith, he’s not much in the w rong. Marhal, ix. 5. Jlallied 

Yon ask me to draw (a hard task on my life) 

Tlie picture of her w hom I’d have for my wife ; 

Yet certain it is, tliat T have seen the lass. 

But would you behold her — go look in your glass. 

T, £. Merrilf, (Auk) 

MART. 

r liave a passion for the name of “ Mary,” 

For once it was a magic sound to me, 

And still it half calls up the realms of fairy. 

Where I beheld what never was to be. Bgron, D. J* v. 4 
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BIASQTTEEADE. 

Hail, blest confusion 1 bere are met 
All tongues and times and faces, 

Tlie Lancers flirt with Juliet, 

The Brahmin talks of races ; 

And where's j^our genius, bright Corinne P 
And where’s your brogue. Sir Lucius P 
And Chinca Ti, you have not seen 
One chapter of Confucius. 

Lo ! dandies from Kamschatka flirt 
With beauties from the Wrekin ; 

And belles from Berne look very port, 

On Mandarins from Pekin ; 

The Cardinal is here from Eome, 

The Commandant from Seville ; 

And Hamlet’s father from the tomb. 

And Faustus from the Devil. PraeJ, The Fancy Ball, 

HASSAOEE. 

Slaughter grows murder when it goes too far, 

And makes a massacre of what was war. Drydau 

MASTEBS. 

We cannot all be masters, 

Hop all masters cannot be truly followed. SJi, Olh, i. 1. 
ItATC&MAKING. 

How all the needy honourable misters, 

Each out-at-elbow peer, desp’rate dandy, 

Tlie watchful mothers, and tiie careful sisters, 

(Who, by the by, when clever, are more handy 
At making matches, where ‘ ’tis gold that glisters,’ 

Than thoir he relatives), like flies o’er candy 
' Buzz round ‘ the Fortune ’ with their busy battery, 

To turn her head with waltzing and with flattery 1 
mathematics. By run, J). J. XIT. 32. 

In mathematics he was greater 
Than Tycho Brahe, or Erra Pater ; 

For he by geometric scale, 

Could take the size of pots of ale. Bailee, Mud. 1, i. Hi) 

MAY. 

For thee, sweet montli, the groves green liv’rics wear. 

If not the first, the fairest of the year ; 

For thee the Graces lead the dancing hours, 

And nature’s ready pencil paints the flowers. 

When thy short reign is past, the fev’rish sim 
The sijltry tropic fears, and moves more slowly on. 

Btyden, Balamon and ArcUe, 603 - 
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MAY — (ionfinued. 

Now tlio brij^ht morninpr-star, tiav’s liarbincft^r, 

Comes daneiuiy from the east, and leads witli her 
The ilow’ry May, who, from her green lap, throws 
The yellow cowslip, and the pale primrose. 

Hail l bounteous May, that dost inspire 
!Mirth and youth, and warm desire ; 

Woods and groves are of thy dressing. 

Hill and dale doth boa^t thy blessing. 

Thus we salute thee v ith our early song, 

*Vnd welcome thee and wish thee long. Milton, Ode Tin 

*Tis like tlie birthday of the world. 

When earth was bom in bloom ; 

The light is made of many dyes. 

The air is all perfume ; 

Tliere’a crimson buds, and white and blue. 

The very rainbow showers 

Have turned to blossoms where they fell, 

And sown the earth with flowers. Hood, Song * 0 Ladg* 

Each hedge is cover*d thick with green ; 

And where the hedger late hath been, 

Young tender shoots begin to pow 
From out the mossy stumps below. 

But woodmen still on spring intrude. 

And thin the shadow’s solitude, 

With sharpen’d axes, felling down 

The oak-trees budding into brown, Clare. 

MEAHKESS. 

Can you ima^ne I so mean would prove, 

To save my life by ohangbg of my love P JDrgden, 

MEASTTRES. 

Measures, not men, have always been my mark. 

Goldsmith, Good Naiured Man, ii. 

HECEAEIC. 

Mechanic slaves, 

With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, sliaJl 
Uplift us to ‘the view. SL Ant. Cleop. y. 2. 

lfEUAT.« 

Oh ! when shall Britain, conscious of her claim. 

Stand emulous of Greek and Boman fame j 
In living Medals see her wars enroll’d, 

And vanquish’d realms supply recording gold P 

JPojpey II. JE. V. 58, 
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MEDALS— 

The Medal, faithful to its charge of fame. 

Through climes and a^es bears each form and name. 

In one short Tiew subjected to our eye, 

Grods, emperors, heroes, sages, beauties lie ; 

With sharpen’d sight, pale antiquaries pore, 

Th’ inscription value, but the rust adore ; 

This, the blue varnish, that, the ^en endears. 

The sacred rust of twice ten hundred years. JPriort 

MEDDLE. 

I’U meddle nor make no more in the matter. Sh, TroiL i. !• 
MEDIOUTB— Doctors 
Joy, temperance, and repose, 

Slam the door on the doctor’s nose. Longfellow. 

MEDIATION. 

Quantum in nobis, we’ve thought good 
To save the expense of Christian blood. 

And try if we, by mediation 
Of treaty and accommodation, 

Can end the quarrel, and compose 

T^ bloody duel without blows. Butler^ LCudihras. 

MEDITATION. 

Who readeth much and never meditates. 

Is like a greedy eater of much food. 

Who so surcloys his stomach with his cates, 

That commonly they do him little good. Joshua Sglvester. 
MKETINO. 

When shall we three meet again P 

In thunder, lightning, or in rain P Sh. Mach. i. 1. 

A hundred thousand welcomes : I could weep, 

And I could laugh ! I am light, and heavy : welcome : 

A cuTbC begin at very root of his heart. 

That is not glad to see thee ! JSh. Conol. n. 1. 

It gives me wonder, great as my content, 

To see you here before me. 8h. 0th. n. 1. 

I have not j*oy’d an hour since you departed, 

For public miseries and for private fears ; 

And this blest meeting has overpaid them all. JDiyden 4’ Lee. 

The joys of meeting pay the pangs of absence ; 

Else who could bear it P Botoe, Tamerlane. 

And doth not a meeting lilce this make amends 

For all the long years fve been wand'ring away. T. Moore 
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KELANCHOLY— Clieerfaliiess, Epitaplis. 

I can suck melnnclioly out of a song SL As' T, L, ii. h 
I am as melanelioly as a gib cat. Sk. Me?!, iv, 1, i. 2 

Tell me, sweet lord, wliat is’t that takes from thee 
Thv stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep ? 
why dost thou bend- thy eyes upon the earth ? 

And start so often when thou sitt*st alone? 

Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks. 

And ^v’n thv treasures and my rights of thee 
To thick Gji musing, and curs’d melancholy. 

Sh. Hen, TV, 1. ii. 3 

Melancholy is briefly this, 

A mere commotion "of the mind, o’ercharged 
With fear and soitow ; first begat i* th* brain, 

The seat of reason, and from thence deriv’d 
As suddenly into tho heart, the seat 

Of our affection. Lover's Melancholy, 

These pleasures. Melancholy, mve, 

And I with thee will choose to live. Milton^ If. Penseroso, 

He droops, and hangs his discontented head. 

Like merit scorn’d by insolent authority, Mowet Fair Pen, 

O’er the twilight groves and dusky caves. 

Deserted paths, and intoi*raingled graves, 

J3iaek Melancholy sits, and round her throv s 
A death-liko silence, and a dread repose ; 

Her gloomy presence saddens all the scene, 

J^lmdes ev’ry fiower, and darkens ev’ry green ; 

Deepens the muimur of the falling fioods, 

And breathes a biwvner horror on the woods. Pope, 

My melon cl loly haunts mo everywhere, 

A lid not one kindly gleam pierces^ tho gloom 
Of my dark thoughts, to give a glimpse of comfort. 

Souihernet Loyal Prathers, 
With eyes uprais’d, as one inspir’d, 

Pale Melancholy sat retir’d, 

And from her wild sequester’d seat, 

In notes by distance made more sweet, 

Pour’d through the mellow horn her pensive soul. 

CollniSt Ode on the Passions, 
There is a mood 

(I sing not to the vacant and the young,) 

There is a kindly mood of melancholy. 

That u ings tho soul, and points her to the skies. 

Dyer, Buins of Borne 
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JfELANCHOLY ^(mtintiedM 

Melanclioly is a fearful gift ; 

What is it but the telescope of truth r 
Wliich strips the distance of its phautasios, 

And brings life near in utter darkness, 

Making the cold reality too real. B^ron, 

Melancholy 

Sits on me as a cloud along the sky, 

Which will not let the sunbeams through, nor yet 

Descend in rain, and end ; but spreads itself 

'Twist heav'n and earth, like envy between man 

And man — and is an everlasting mist. Byron. 

Go, you may call it madness, folly, — 

You shall not chase my gloom away ; 

There's such a charm in melancholy, 

I would not, if I could, be gay ! Rogers. 

As melancholy as an unbraced drum. CentHvre, Wonder, ii. 1. 
See the strange working of dull Melancholy I 
Whose drossy thoughts, drying the feeble Drain, 

Corrupt the sense, delude tne mtellect. 

And in the soul's fair table falsely grave 
Whole squadrons of phantastical emmeras, 

Anthony Brewer, Lingvo, i. 7. 

MELODY. 

O, surely melody from Heaven was sent 
To cheer the soul, when tired with human strife. 

To soothe the wayward heart by sorrow rent. 

And soften down the rugged road of life. Kirhe IVhite. 
MEIEOSE ABBEY. 

If thou would’ st view fair Melrose aright. 

Go visit it by the pale moonlight, 

For the gay beams of lightsome day 

Gild, but to flout, the ruins 'gray. ScoU, Lay, ii. 1, 

MEMOEIAXS. 

When all these shining leaves are fill'd, 

Hov will the owner’s heart be thrill’d. 

On every opening leaf to find 
Some tribute of affection kind. 

Some token, some memorial dear 
Of each lov’d friend, concentred here ; 

And w hen those friends are far away. 

Still here their semblance to survey. 

And mark the image of each mind 

In living colours well defin'd. M8* 
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BCEHOBY— Absenoe. 

I cannot but remember sucb things were, 

T^t were most precious to me. Sh, Maeh. iv. A 

Remember thee P 

Ye*, from the table of my memory 
1*11 wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past, 

That youth and obseiration copied there. Sh* JECam, i. 5. 

Sometimes forgotten things long cast behind, 

Rush forward on the brain, and come to mind ; 

Hie nurse’s legends are for truths receiv’d. 

And the man dreams but what the boy believ’d. Diyden, 

Let fate do her worst ; there pe moments of joy, 

Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy ; 

T^ich come in the night-time of sorrow and care, 

And bring back the features that joy us’d to wear. T, Moore, 

Hemoiy, too, with her dreams shall come, 

Breams of a former happier day. 

When heaven was still the spint’s home, 

And her wings had not yet faiVn away ; 

Glimpses of glory, ne’er forgot, 

That tell, like gleams on a sunset sea, 

What once hath been, what now is not, 

But, oh, what again shall brightly be ! 21 Moore, 

ji Eemembrance wakes with all her busy train, 

; Swells at my breast, and turns the past to pain. 

Gotdsmthf Deserted Village, 
O memory ! thou fond deceiver. 

Still importunate and vain, 

To former joys recurring ever, 

And turning all the past to pain. Goldsmith, 

Joy’s recollection is no longer joy. 

While sorrow’s memory is a sorrow still. Bgroit, Doge of Yen, 

La that instant, o’er his soul 
Winters of memory seem’d U> roll, 

And gather in that drop of time 
A life of pain, an age ot crime. 

O’er bim who loves, or hates, or fears, 

Such moments pour the grief of years. JBgron, Giaour, 

Alas I that beedlessness of all around 

Bespoke remembrance only too profound. Bgron, Lara^ 1. 
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Ok ! friends revetted, scenes for ever dear, 

Remembrance hails yon with her warmest tear ! 

Drooping she bends o*er pensive Fancy’s urn, 

To trace the hours which never can return. Byrotu 

Ah 1 tell me not that memory 
Sheds gladness o’er the past ; — 

What is recall’d by faded flowers, 

Save that they did not last ? 

Were it not better to forget, 

Thmi but remember and regret P D. JF. Landon, 

Hail, memory, hail ! in thy exhausidess mine, 

From age to age unnumber’d treasures shine ! 

Thought and her shadowy brood thy call obey, 

And place and time are subject to thy sway I Koget^s, P. Mem, 

Lull’d in the countless chambers of the brain, 

Our thoughts are link'd by many a hidden chain ; 

Awake but one, and lo, what myriads rise ! 

Each stamps its image as the otner flies. Ih, 

Eecall the traveller, whose alter’d form 
Has borne the buffet of the mountain storm : 

And who will first his fond impatience meet ? 

His faithful dog’s already at his feet ! Ib, 

Sweet memory, wafted by the gentle gde. 

Oft up the stream of time I turn my sail. 

To view the fairy haunts of long-lost hours. 

Blest with far greener sliades, far loveher flowers. Ib, 

Dreams of the land where all my wishes centre, 

Those scenes which I am doom’d no more to know. 

Full oft shall memory trace — ^my soul’s tormentor — 

And turn each pleasure past to present woe. Mat, G, Lewis, 

On this dear jewel of my memory 
My heart ill ever dwell, and fate in vain. 

Possessing that, essay to make me wretched. 

JEarl Bussell, Bon Carlos, 

ICENTAL ANGUISH Grie^ Sorrow, 

1 fly, like a bird of the air. 

In search of a home and a^ rest ; 

A balm for the sickness of care ; 

A bliss for a bosom unblest. 


Byron , ' 
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m 

Benevolence, Bounty, Oompasslon. 

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so ; 

Pardon is still the nurse of second woe. SL if. for if. ii. 1. 

Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword, 

The marshars truncheon, nor the judge’s robe, 

Become them with one half so good a grace 
As Mercy. IS/i. if. fot* M. ii. 2 

Merciful heaven : 

Thou rather with thy sliarp and sulphurous bolt, 

Split’st the unwcdgeablo and gnarled oak, 

Than the soft myrtle. M.for if. ii. 2. 

How would you be, 

If He, which is at the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as 3 " 0 U are ? O, think on that, 

And Mercy then will breathe within your lips, 

Like uifin now made. Sh. JSLfur if. ir. 2. 

0, it is excellent 

To have a giant’s strength ; but it is tyrannous 

To use it l&o a giant, 67<. M,for if. ii. 2. 

TVlien vice makes mercy, mercy’s so extended, 

That, for the fault’s love, is the offender friended, f&. it. 2. 

Though justice be thy plea, consider this— 
i'hat in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy ; 

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 

The deeds of mercy. Slu if. of Yen, it. 1, 

The quality of Mercy is not strain’d ; 

It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath ; it is twice hless’d ; 

It blesscth him that gives, and him that takes ; 

’Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 

The throned monarch better than his crown. Ib, iv. 1. 

If little faults proceeding on distemper, 

Shall not be wink’d at, how shall we stretch our eye, 

When capital crimes, chew’d, swallow’d, and digested, 
Appear before us ? SL Een, v* n* 2. 

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy. Sh, Timon, iii, 6. 

Wilt tiiou draw near the nature of the gods ? 

Draw near them then in being merciful. 

Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge. Sh, Tit, And, i. 2 

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. Sh, Bom. in. L 
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DfEBCY — continued. 

The greatest attribute of hearen is Mercy ; 

And 'tis the crown of justice, and the glory, 

Where it may kill with right, to save with pity. 

Beaumont anl Fletcher^ Lover* s Brotjreeeu 

He’s a bad surgeon, that, for pity, spares 
The part corrupted, till the gangrene spread, 

And all the body perish ; he that's merciful 

Unto the bad, is cruel to the just. Randolph^ df Looh, Qlas^ 

G-reat minds erect their never-failing trophies 

On the firm base of mercy ; but to triumph 

O’er a suppliant, by base fortune captiv’d. 

Argues a Dastard conquest. Massinger, JSmperor of the JEast. 

Less pleasure take brave minds in battle won 
Than in restoring such as are undone : 

Tigers liave courage, and the rugged bear, 

But man alone can, whom he conquers, spare. 

Walfer, to my Lord Protector^ 

Mercy is good ; a very good dull virtue : 

But kings mistake its timing, and are mild ^ 

When manly courage bids them be %eYQTQ,Dryden,8pan,Fritt}\ 

Mercy I what’s that P a virtue coin’d by villains, ^ 

Who praise the weakness which supports their crimes. 

Smith, Fhadra and Hyppolitiis, 

O mercy, Heav’nly bom ! Sweet attribute I 
Thou great, thou best prerogative of power I 
Justice may guard the throne, but join’d witli tlioo, 

On rocks of adamant it stands secure, ^ 

And braves the storm benoatli. Somerville, Chase, 3. 

Teach me to feel another’s woe. 

To hide the fault I see ; 

That mercy I to others show, 

That mercy show to me. Fope, Universal Prayer* 

Mercy is still a virtue, and most priz’d, 

When hope of pardon loaves us. S mtherne^ Loyal Brother, 

Of all the paths which lead to human bhss. 

The most secure and grat»*ful to our steps. 

With mercy and humanity is mark’d ; 

The sweet-ton gued rumour of a gracious deed 
Can charm from hostile hands th’ uplifted blade. 

The gall of anger into milk transform, 

And dress the orow of enmity in smiles. Richard Glover, 
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lSEBXSt—e(A\tinwd, 

The truly brave are soft of heart and eves, 

Andfeelfor what their duty bids them do, JBj/ron, Ufarino Fal 

Spider ! thou need’st not run in fear about 
To shun my curious eyes ; 

I won’t humanely crush thy bowels out 
Lest thou shoula st eat the flies ; 

Nor will I roast thee with a damn’d delight 
Thy strange instinctive fortitude to see, 

For there is one who might 

One day roast me. Southey, 

2C£BIT— 960 Beauty, Oorruption, Honour. 

The force of his own merit makes liis way, 

A gift that Heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. Sh, Hen viir. i 1. 

Good actions crown themselves with lasting bays, 

Who well deserves, needs not another’s praise. Heath, 

There’s a proud modesty in merit ; 

Averse from asking, and resolv’d to pay 

Ten times the gift it asks. Hryden^ Cleomenett, 

Be thou the first true merit to befriend ; 

His praise is lost, who waits till all commend, JSope, 

Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll ; 

Charms strike the sight, but merit wins the soul. 

Pojoe, Rape of the Loch, v. 34. 

Amongst the sons of men how few are known 
'\^’ho dare be just to merit not their own. 

Churchill t to Hogarth, 1, 
In this perverted age, 

"Who most deserve, can’t always most engage ; 

So far is worth for making glory sure, 

It often hinders what it should procure. Young, 

Let high birth triumph ! What cau be more great P 
Nothing — but merit m a low estate. Young, 

MEBMATT), 

I sat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin’s back, 

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 

That the imde sea grew civil at her song ; 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres, 

To hear the sea-maid’s music. Sh, Mid, ii. 2. 
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METAPHYSICS. 

Tlie matliematics and the metaphysics, 

FaJj to them as you find your stomach serves you. 

Tam. 8. 1. 1. 

METEOE. 

Gone— like a meteor, that o*erhead 
Suddenly shines, and ere we’ve said 

“ Look ! look, how beautiful !’* — ’tis fled ! T, Moore. 

METEOBOLO0Y. 

Careful observance may foretell the hour, 

By sure prognostics, when to dread a shower. Smft. 

METHODISTS Dissenters, Hypocrisy, Presbyterians, Puritans, 
Saints. 

He saw an old acquaintance 

As he passed by a Methodist meeting ; 

She holds a consecrated key. 

And the Devil nods her a greeting. 

She turned up her nose, and said, 

Avaunt I my name’s Eeligion 1” 

And she looked to Mr. ; , ^ , -nr 

And leered like a love-sick pigeon. Coleridge, DeviVsWalh,Jil, 
METBE— Hexameter, Pentameter, Poetry, Shytbm, Verse 
These equal syllables alone require, 

Though oft the ear the open vowels tire, 

V^iile expletives their feeble aid do join, 

And ten low words oft creep in one dull line. JPope,JS.C ii 344. 
In the hexameter rises the fountain’s silvery column ; 

In the pentameter aye faDiM in melo^ back. 

CoUndge, Tlie Ovidian JSlegiac Metre, 

MIDNIGHT— Night. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve : — 

Lovers to bed ; 'tis almost fairy time. Sh, Mid, N,v,\, 
*Tis now the very witching time of night ; 

When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out 
Contagion to this world. ' 8h, Mam, IH. 2, 

*Tis midnight : — on the mountains brown 
The cold round moon shines deeply down ; 

Blue roll the waters, blue the sky 
Spread like an ocean hnng on high, 

Bespangled with those isles of light, ^ ^ , 

So wildly, spiritually bright. Byron, Siege of Corinth, xt. 

This dead of midnight is the noon of thought. 

And wisdom moimts her zenith with the stars. 

Mrs, Barbauld, A Summer Bvening^s Meditation^ 
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Wlience is tliy learning ? Hath thy toil 
O’er books consumed tho midnight oil ? 

Qti'tjf tihepherd and JP'hilosopher. 
Sleepless themselves to give their readers sleep. 

Fope, Dunciadt i* 94 

HHDKESS. 

His probity and mildness shows 

His care of friends, and scorn of foes. Addison 

MILITIA . — see Soldiers. 

l^w in fields the rude Militia swarms ; 

Mouths without hands : maintained at vast expense, 

In peace a charge, m war a weak defence ; 
ytout once a month they march, a blustering band. 

And ever, but in times of need, at hand. 

Drt/den^ C^mon and Ipltigenla. dOO 

MILTON. 

Three poets, in three distant ages bom, 

Greece, Italy, and England did adorn 
Iho first, in loftiness of thought sui-pass’d ; 

The next, in majesty ; in both, tho last. 

Tho force of nature could no further go ; 

To make a third, she join’d the former two. 

Di^den.t Lines under ULilton's Picture, 
Ages elapsed ore Homer’s lamp appear’d, 

And ages ore the Mantuan swan was heard ; 

To carry nature lengths unknown before, 

To give a Milton birth, ask’d ages more. 

Coioper, Table Talk, 657. 

Apparel, Consolation. 

f It is the mmd that maketh good or ill, 

( That maketh wretch or happy, rich or poor. 

Spenser, Fahy Queen, vi. 9. 
jThe mind is its own place, and in itself 
I Can make a heav’n or hell, a hell of heav’n. Mil ton, P, L.i.2o4. 
To subdue the unconquerable mind, 

To make one reason have the same effect 
Upon all apprehensions ; to force this 
< )r this man, just to think as thou and I do, 

Impossible ! unless souls were alike 

In all, which differ now like human faces. Home, 

Strength of mind is exercise, not rest. Pope, ®.Af. 

Constant attention wears the active mind, 

Blots out her pow’rs, and leaves a blank behind. 

Churchill, Up, to Hugarth 
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flCniTl) — continued. 

The first sure symptom of a mind in lioalth, 

Is rest of heart, and pleasure fell at home. 

Younfft T. VIII. 92d, 

Different minds 

Incline to different objects ; one pursues 
The vast alone, the wonderM, the wild ; 

Anotiier sighs for harmony and grace, 

And gentlest beauty. Akensi.de. 

The immortal mind superior to its fate, 

Amid the outrage of external things, 

Film as the solid base of this great world, 

Rests on its own foundation. Akenstde, Flea, of Jmagin. ii. 

For just experience tells, in er'ry soil, 

That those who think must govern those that toil ; 

And all that freedom’s highest aims can reach 

Is but to lay proportion’d loads on each. Goldsmith, Traoeller. 

The gaudy glass of fortune only strikes 
The vulgar eye ; the suffrage of the wise, 

The praise that’s worth ambition, is attain’d 
By sense alone, and dignity of mind. Armstrong^ Art F. If. 
Our souls at least are free, and ’tis in vain 
We would against them make ^e flesh obey — 

The spirit in the end will have its way. Byron, D. J. v, 110. 
The mind doth shape itself to its own wants, 

And can bear all thmgs. Joanna Baillie, Bayner, v. 2. 

The mind within me panted after mind, 

Tlie spirit sigh’d to meet a kindred spirit, 

And in my human heart there was a void, 

Which nothing but humaniiy could fill, James Montgomery. 
He waved the sceptre o’er his kind. 

By nature’s first great title — ^mind. Croly, FeHcles and Asjp. 
oriATnitEs. 

In small proportions we just beauties see. 

And in short measure lire may perfect be. 

B. Jonson, Gh>od lAfe and Long Life. 

MIRAOLES. 

A miracle, with miracles enclosed. 

Is man ; and starts his faith at what is strange ? 

What less than wonders from the Wonderful ; 

What less, than miracles from Gk>d can fiow P 
Admit a Gfod — ^that mystery supreme, 

That Cause uncaused, all other wonders cease. Young. 

0 0 



S8(5 MIRTH. 

HIETE— Care, (Tbiaraoter, GheerfcQiiest. 

A merrier man. 

Witliin tlie limit of becoming mirth, 

I nerer spent an lionr’s talk withal : 

His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 

For every object that the one doth catch, 

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest. Sk, Love'sL,LJl »iiA 
More merry tears 

The passion of loud laughter never shed. SU, Mid. IT. v. 1. 
I had rather have a fool to make me merry, 

Than experience to make me sad. Sh. As Y. L. iv. 1. 

*Tis ever common, 

That men are merriest when they are from home. 

Sh. Sen. V. i. 2. 

And if you can be m(‘nw then, I’ll say 
A man may weep upon his wedding-day. Sh. JTen viii. ProL 

Sport, that wrinkled care derides, 

And laughter holding both liis sides. Milton, L* Allegro, 31. 

Come thou goddess fair and free, 

In heav’n yclep’d Eup^osyne, 

And by men, heart-easing mirth. Milton, L* Allegro. 

Haste thee n;piph, and bring with thee 
J est and youthful jollity, 

Quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 

Nods and becks, and wreathed smiles. Milton, L* Allegro, 26. 
Come, and trip it as you go. 

On the light fantastic toe. Milton, U Allegro. 

These delights, if thou const give. 

Mirth, with thee I mean to live- Milton. 1? Allegro. 

Let mirth go on, let pleasure know no pause ; 

But fill up every minute of this day. Bowe, Fair Fen. 

For ever foremost in the ranks of fun, 

The laughiug herald of the harmless pun. Bgron. 

0 mirth and innocence I O milk and water ! 

Ye happy mixtures of more happy days ! 

In these sad centuries of sin and slaughter, 

Abominable man no more allays 

His thirst with such pure beverage. No matter ; 

1 love you both, and both shall have my praise. Byron. 
And yet, methinks, the older that one grows, 

Inclines us more to laugh than scold, tho* laughter 
Leaves us so doubly serious shortly after. Byron, Bepyo. 
O ! spirits gay, and kindly heart I 
Precious the blessing ye impart. 


. Joanna BaillU 
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KISGHIZIF. 

O, mischief 1 thou art swift 

To enter in the thoughts of desperate men ! S7i. Horn, v. 1. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone, 

Is the next way to draw new mischief on. SL Oik, i. 8, 
He that may hinder mischief, 

And yet permits it, is an accessory. Freeman ^ Imperial 

As lamps bum silent, with unconscious light, 

So modest ease in beauty shines most bright , 

Unaiming charms with edge resistless fall, 

And she who means no mischief, does it all. Aaron Hill, 
When to mischief mortals bend their will, 

How soon they find fit instruments of ill ! Pope^ Bape, 
mSEES. 

He that toils and labours hard 
To gain, and what he gets has spar’d, 

Is from the use of all debarr'd. 

And though he can produce more spankers, 

Than aU me usurers and bankers, 

Yet after more and more he hankers ; 

And afrer aU his pains are done, 

Has nothing he can call his own, 

But a mere livelihood alone. Bailer ^ Hudih^cu,, 

Go, miser ! go ; for lucre sell thy soul ; 

Truck wares for wares, and trudge from pole to pole. 

That men may say, when thou art dead and gone, 

See what a vast estate he left his son. J)ryden% 

But the base miser starves amidst his store. 

Broods o’er his gold, and griping stiU at more, 

Sits sadly pining, and believes he’s poor. Dr^den, 

I 'lis strange the miser should his care employ 
i To gain those riches he can ne'er enjoy. Pope, M, E, iv. 1. 

The aged man, that coffers up his gold. 

Is placed with cramps, and gouts, and painM fits, 

And scarce hath eyes his treasure to behold ; 

But like still-pining Tantalus he sits. 

And useless bams the harvest of his wits ; 

Having no other pleasure of his gain. 

But torment that it cannot cure his pain. Sh, Rape ofL.dxidVm 
The miser true 

Starves ’midst his plenty, from the slavish fear 

Of wasting what he heaps. Havard 

c c 2 
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VlSEBS-^eontinued. 

Who, lord of millions, trembles for bis store, 

And fears to give a farthing to the poor ; 

Proclaims that pennry will be bis fate I 

Ajid, scowling, looks on Charity with hate. Peter Pindctr 

Whj call the miser miserable ? as 

I said before : the frugal life is his, 

Which in a saint or cynic ever was 

The theme of praise ; a hermit would not miss 

Canonisation for the selfsame cause — 

And wherefore blame gaunt wealth’s austerities ! 

Because, you’ll say, nought calls for such a trial , 

Then there’s more ment in his self-denial, Btfron, I) J. 3Cii.7 
MISEEY— Adversity 

Misery acquaints a man with strange bedfellows. ShTemp u % 
Famine is in thy cheeks, 

JN^ eed and oppression atarveth in thine eyes. 

Contempt and beggary hang upon thy back ; 

The world is not thy friend, nor the world’s law. iS'/i.JKowi.v.L 
Misery is trodden on by many ; 

■And, being low, never reheveA by any, 8h, Ven. ^ Ad, 707. 
I am the centre of all miseries ; 

What wander from me, leave their proper places. 

T»n • . n , Croton, JDarius, 

1 11 give thee misery, for here she dwells ; 

This is her house, where the Sun never dawns ; 

The bird of night sits screaming o^er the roof; 

Grim spectres sweep along thenorrid gloom. 

And nought is heard but wailings and l^entings. Bowe, 
MISBOBTliji JS — see Sorrow. 

What greater ills havo the heavens in store, 

To couple coining harms with sorrows past. Sidney, 

One woe doth tread upon another’s heel. 

So fast they follow. Sh, Ham. iv. 7. 

Nothing is a misery, 
unless our weakness apprehend it so ; 

We cannot be more faithful to ourselres, 

In anytliing that’s manly, than to make 
lU-fortune as oontemptibie to us 
As it makes us to others. 

Beaumont and Fletcher, Honest Man's Fortune, 
When one is past, another care we have ; 

Thus woe succeeds a woe, as wave a wave. Herrick, Ap, 287 
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mSFOBTUKIE -- conlinited. 

Misfortune brings 
Sorrow enough : *Tis opyy to onrselTOS, 

To augment it by prediction. JBLahington^ Q^ueen qf Arragon, 
Alas ! misfortunes travel in a train, 

And oft in life form one perpetual chain ; 

Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend, 

Till life and sorrow meet one common end Young, F.of 

Who hath not known ill-fortane, never knew 

Himself or his own virtue. Mallet. 

Misfortune does not always wait on vice, 

Hor is success the constant guest of virtue. Hava/rd, Begul, 
HTTfiflAT. 

Profuse in garniture of wooden cuts. 

Strange ana uncouth ; dire faces, figures dire, 

Shaip-knee*d, sharp-elbow*d, and lean ancled too. 

With long and ghostly shanks,— forms which, once seen. 
Could never be forgot. Wordsworth, 

MISTRESS. 

How didst thou dare to think that I would live 
A slave to base desires and brutal pleasures ; 

To be a wretched woman for thy leisure, 

To toy and waste an hour of idle time with P Bowe, Fair Pen . 

Have I not set at nought my noble birth, 

A spotless fame, and an unmemish'd race, 

The peace of innocence and pride of virtue ? 

My prodigality has given thee all. 

And, now I've nothing left me to bestow, 

You hate the wretched bankrupt you have made. Ib.Fair Pen, 

MISTBUST— Candour, Boubt. 

By a divine instinct men’s minds mistrust 
Ensuing dangers ; as by proof we see 
The waters swell before a boisterous storm- 8Ji. Bio. ni. ij. SI 
MOB— ^00 Bemagogues, Multitude, Fopulaoe, Rabble. 

Kings, queens, lords, ladies, knights, and damsels gent. 

Were heap'd together with the vulgar sort. 

And mingled with the raskall rabblement, 

Without respect of person or of port. 8penoer, F.Q,. 3. xi. 46 

You have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are so, but, like to villago curs. 

Bark when their fellows do. Sh. Men. vm. ii. ; 
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Wliat would you liave, you curg. 

That like uor peace, nor war V the one affrights you, 

GPhe other makes you proud. He that trusts you, 

Where he should find you Jiions, finds you hares ; 

Where foxes, geese : you are no surer, no, 

Than is the coal of firo upon the ice, 

Or hailstone in the sun. SL CorioL 1. 1 

They praise, and they admire they know not what. 

And know not whom, but as one leads the other ; 

And what delight to be by such extoll*d, 

To live upon their tonraes, and bo their talk. 

Of whom to be dispraised were no smallpraisePaW^.P J2.iti.60 
And since the rabble now is ours. 

Keep the fools hot, preach dangers in their ears ; 

Spread false reports o* the Senate ; working up 
Their madness to a fiiry quick and desperate ; 

'TUI they run headlong into civil discords, 

And do our business with their own destruction. 

The scum Otway ^ Caiua Martina* 

That rises upmost, when the nation boils. Dryden, Don* Seh. 
The captam of the rabble issu’d out 
With a black shirtless train : each was an host ; 

A million strong of vermin, every villain 
ISfo part of government, but lords of anarchy, 

Chaos of power, and privileg'd destruction ; 

Outlaws of Hature ! yet the great must use ’em 
Sometimes as necessary tools of tumult. Dryden, Bon. Seh. 
The giddy vulgar, as their fancies guide, 

With noise say nothing, and in parts (hvide. Bryden. 

Some popular chief. 

More noisy than the rest, but cries halloo. 

And in a mce the bellowing herd come out ; 

The gates ai*e barr’d, the ways are barricado’d : 

And one and all’s the word : true cooks o* th* game I 
They never ask for what, or whom they fight. 

But turn ’em out, and show 'em but a foe, 

Giy liberty, and that’s a cause of quarrel. Bryden,8pan.Friar, 
AH upstarts, insolent in place, 

Eemmd us of their vulgar race. Oay, Fable 1 . 14. 

And the brute crowd, whose envious zeal 
Huzzas each turn of Fortune's wheel, 

And loudest shouts w'hen lowest lie 

Exalted worth and station high. Scott, Bohehy, vi. 20 
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MOB — contimun/, 

WIlo o*er llie herd would whdi to roign, 

Fantastic, fickle, fierce, and Tain ! 

Vain as the leaf upon the stream, 

Fantastic as a woman’s mood, 

And fickle as a changeful dream ; 

And fierce as Frenzy’s fevered blood. 

Thou many-headed monster-thing, 

O who would wish to be thy king ! Scott, Lady of L. v. 30, 

*Tis ever thus ; indulgence spoils the base ; 

Faising up pride, and lawless turbulence. 

Like noxious vapours from the fulsome marsh 

When morning shines upon it. Joa. Baillie, Basil, ii. 3, 

tfOBKRATIOK. 

I’d have you sober and contain yourself, 

Not that your sail be bigger than your boat ; 

But mod’rate your expenses now, at first, 

As you may keep the same proportion still. Ben Jonson. 

In moderation placing all my glory, 

While tories call me whig, and whigs a tory. 

MODESTY— Beauty. i. 2. 67. 

It is the witness stiU of excellency. 

To put a strange face on his own perfection. 87t, M,Ado^ ir. 3. 
Her looks do argue her replete with modesty. 

Sh, JEEen, F/. 3, iii. 2. 
The blushing beauties of a modest maid. Dryden, Ovid, 

'Fhe maid who modestly conceals 
Her beauties while she hides, reveals ; 

Give but a glimpse, and fancy draws 

Whate'er the Grecian Venus was JE.Moore, Spider ^Bee, 19. 
That modest grace subdued my soul. 

That chastity of look which seems to hang 
A veil of purest light o’er all her beauties, 

And by forbidding most inflames desire. Young, 

Thy modesly’s a candle to thy merit. Yielding, Tom Tk,\.% 

Her modest looks the cottage might adorn. 

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn. 

Goldsmith, Deserted Village, 329. 
UOEEY — see Avarice, Corruption, Gold, Income, Love, Biches. 

If money go before, all ways lie open. Sh. Mer, W, ii. 2. 

Oh, what a world of vile, ill-favour’d faults 

Fiooks handsome in three hundred pounds a year I 75. m. d 
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KONEY — coni in ned. 


MOJrEY. 


Their love 

Lies in their purses ; and whoso empties them, 

By 80 much nils their hearts with deadly hate. Sh. Ric, zr. ii. 2 
, This yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions ; bless the accursed ; 

Make tbo hoar lepro^ ador’d ; place thieves. 

And give them title, knee, and approbation, 

With senators on the bench. Sh. Timon, iv. 3, 

Get money ; still get money, boy; 

No matter by what means. Bm Jonson, JE!ve}y M. hi 7ns H. ii. 3. 
That I might live alone once with my gold. 

0, *tis a sweet companion 1 kind and true : 

A man may trust it when his father cheats him. 

Brother, or friend, or wife. O wondrous pelf. 

That which makes all men false, is true itself. 

Ben Jomon, Sis Case is altered. 
When all birds else do of their music fail, 

Money’s the still sweet nightingale. Herrich, Af7n 133. 
Tho’ love be all the world’s pretence. 

Money’s the mythologic sense. Butler, Hud, 2, x. 444. 

For what is worth in anything, 

But so much money as ’twill bring ? Butler, Hud, 2, i. 465. 
Lord ! what an am’rous thing is want ! 

How debts and mortgages enchant ! 

What graces must tiiiat lady have, 

That can from execution save ! 

What charms, that can reverse extent, 

And null decree and exigent ! 

What magical attracts and graces. 

That can redeem from scire facias. Butler, Hud. 3, i. 1081. 
*Tis true we’ve money, th* only power 
That all mankind falls down before. Butler, 3, ii. 1327, 
How melancholy are my poor breeches ; not one chink P 

, Farquhar, Twin Rioals. i. 

Trade it may help, society extend, 

But lures the pirate, and corrupts the friend ; 

It raises armies in a nation’s aid. 

But bribes a senate, and a land’s betray’d. Pope, M. H. iii.29 
Get place and wealth, it possible with grace ; 

If not, by any means get wealth and place 
_ Pope, Imit. Hor. i 1103 

My friend, get money ; get a large estate 
By honest means, but get— at any rate. Francis, Hor. 1 . 1.93 
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BCOli JSX— confmMAf. 

Kill a zoan’s family, and he may brook it. 

But keep your hands out of his breeches* pocket. 

^ Byron, JD J, x. 79. 

MOITTHB. 

Thirty days hath September, 

April, June, and November, 

February hath twen^-eight alone, 

All the rest have thirty and one. 

Except in leap-year, then’s the time, 

When February’s days aro twenty-nine. Moore's Alma nark. 

MONUMENT. 

Where London’s column, pointing to the skies 
like a tall bully, Hfbs the head and lies. Pojpe. M. JE. iii. 339. 
MOON— Night. 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough, 

If she unmask her beauty to the moon. Jflam, i. 3. 

That silent moon, that silent moon. 

Careering now through cloudless sky, 

Oh ! who shall teU what varied scenes 
Have passed beneath her placid eye. 

Since nrst to light this wayward earth 
She walk’d in iranquil beauly forth. J}onne, 

Now glow’d the firmament 
With living sapphires ; Hesperus, that led 
The sta^ host, rode brightest ; till the moon 
Eising in clouded majesty, at length, 

Apparent queen, unveil’d her peeriess light. 

And o’er the dark her silver mantle threw. Milton, P,L,rsr,^^. 

The queen of night, whoso large command 
Buies all the sea, and half the land, 

And over moist and crazy brains, 

In high spring tide, at midnight reigns, 

Was now declining to the west. 

To go to bed, and take her rest. Butler, BM, 3, 1 . 1321. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail. 

The moon takes up the wondrous tale. 

And nightly to the listening earth. 

Bleats the story of her birth ; 

While all the stars that round her bum. 

And all the planets in their turn 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

^Vnd spread the truth from pole to pole. 


Addison, Od^ 



8^ Mooir. 

tfOOIf — eontiniied. . , 

The Queen of Night 

Shines fair with all her virgin stars about her 

Otway t Qaim Martim 

The moon enchants the wateiy world below. 

Wakes the still seas, and makes them ebb acnd flow. Lea 
As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night, 

O’er Heaven’s cleai* azure spreads her sacred light. 

When not a breath disturbs the deep serene, 

And not a cloud o’orcasts the solemn scene ; 

Around her throne the vivid planets roll, 

And stars unnumber’d gild the glowing pole ; 

O’er the dark trees a yellow verdure shed, 

And tip with silver every mountain’s head ; 

Then sWe the vales, the rocks in prospect rise, 

A flood of glory bursts through all the skies. Poye 

So when the sun’s broad beams have tired the sight, 

All mild ascends the moon’s more sober light ; 

Serene in virgin modesty she shines, 

And, unobserved, the glaring orb declines. Vope 

Meanwhile the moon, 

Ihill orb’d, and breaking through the scatter’d clouds. 

Shows her broad visage in the crimson east, 

Turn’d to the sun, directs her spotted disk, 

Where mountains rise, umbrageous dales descend, 

And caverns deep, as oblique tubes descry 
A smaller earth, gives all his blaze again, 

Void of its flame, and sheds a softer day. Thomson^ Summer 
The devil’s in the moon for mischief ; they 
Who call’d her chaste, methinks, began too soon 
Their nomenclature ; there is not a day, 

The longest, not the twenty-tot of June, 

Sees half the business in a wicked way ^ 

On which three single hours of moonshine smile— 

And then she looks so modest all the while. Byron, D.J. i- 113. 

The silver light, which, hallowing tree and tower, 

Sheds beauty and deep softness o*er the whole. 

Breathes also to the heart, and o’er it throws 
A loving languor which is not repose. Byron, D, «7. i. 114. 
The moon arose ; she shone upon the lake, 

That lay one smooth expanse of silver light ; 

She shone upon the hill s and rocks, and cast 

Upon their hollows and their hidden glens 

A olaeker depth of shade. Southey, Madoe* 
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UOON — continued. 

How like a queen comes fortli tlie lovely moon 
From tlie slow opening curtains of the clouds ; 

Walking in beauty to her midnight throne ! 

Tbe stars are veil’d in light : the ocean-floods. 

And the ten thousand streams, the boundless woods, 

The trackless wilderness, the mountain’s brow, 

Where winter on eternal pinions broods, 

All height, depth, wildness, grandeur, gloom below. 

Touch’d by thy smile, lone moon ! in one wild splendour glow, 
HCOSALITY. Uroly, 

1 And the doctors and the sages 
Have difler’d in all climes and ages. 

And two in fifty scarce agree 

On what is pure morality. T, Moore, 

KOENING-atftf Dawn. 

See how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her farewell of the glonous sun I 
How well resembles it tiie prime of youth, 

Trimm’d like a younker prancing to nis love 1 

8h, Sen, Tl, III. 2, 1. 

But, look, the mom, in russet mantle clad, 

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hUl. Sh, Sam, i, 1 . 
Full many a glorious morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain tops wiSi sovereign eye, 

Kissing with golden face the meadows green. 

Gilding pale streams mth heavenly alchemy ; 

Anon permit the basest clouds to nde 
With ugly rack on his celestial face. 

And from the forlorn world his visage hide. 

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace. 8h, Son, 33. 
Lo, here the gentle lark, weary ot rest. 

From his moist cabinet mounts up on high, 

And w'akes the morning, from whose silver breast 
The sun ariseth in his maiesly ; 

Who doth the world so gloriously behold. 

That cedar-tops and hills seem burnish’d gold. 

SA. Venus and Adonis, 143. 
]• Sweet is the breath of mom, her rising sweet, 
i With charm of earliest birds. Milton, P L, tv, 642 

I Now mom her rosy steps in th* eastern clime 
Advancing, sow’d the earth -with orient pearl 

Milton, P,L,v 1. 
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HOBNINO — continued. 

Tlie snn had long since, in the lap 
Of Thetis, taten out Ms nap, 

And, like a lobster boil’d, tlie morn 

Erom black to red began to turn. Bati et\ J£ud. 2, ii. 29 

Behold what streaks 
Of light embroider all the cloudy east : 

Night’s tapers are burnt out, and jocund day 
Upon the mountain-top sits gaily dress’d, 

While all the birds brmg music to Ms levee. Otway 

The morning dawns with an unwonted crimson ; 

ITie flowers more od’rous seem ; tlie garden birds 
Sing louder, and the laughing sun ascends 
gaudy earth with an unusual brightness ; 

All nature smiles, and the whole world is pleased. Zee, Cces.Bor. 
Sullen, methinks, and slow the morning breaks. 

As if the sun were listless to appear, 

And dark designs hung heavy on the day. BtydentDithe of Q-. 
But now the clouds in airy tumult fly ; 

The sun, emerging, opes the azure sty ; 

A fresher gjreen the smihng leaves display, 

And glittering as they treinble, cheer the day. Parnell, Her, 

Now flaming up the heavens, the potent sun 
Melts into limpid air the high-raised clouds. 

And morning fogs that hovered round the hills 
In party-colour’a bands, till wide unveil’d 
The face of nature shines, from where earth seems 
Yet stretch’d around to meet the bending sphere. 

O’er yonder eastern MU the twilight pale Summer. 

Walks forth from darkness ; and the god of day, 

With bright Astrsea seated by Ms side. 

Waits yet to leave the ocean. AJcermde, PL Im. 

Now mighty nature bounds us from her birth. 

The sun is in the heavens, and life on earth ; 

Flowers in the valley, splendour in the beam, 

Health on the gale, and freshness in the stream. Byron, Lara^ 
Night wanes— the vapours, round the mountains curl’d, 

Melt into morn, and light awakes the world. Byron^ Lara. 
The mom is up ^ain, the dewy mom, 

With breath ail incense, and with cheek all bloom, 

Laughing the clouds away with playful scorn, 

And living as if earth contain’d no tomb, — 

And glowing into day. Byron. Ch. Har in, 98. 
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BtOEiriKQ- — continued. 

Day dawns, tke twilight gleam dilates. 

The sun comes forth, and, like a god, 

Bides through rejoicing heavens. Southej/, Tlialaha, 

Day glimmered m the east, and the white moon 
Hung like a vapour in the cloudless sky. Bogdrs^ Italg. 
^OBTAIITY— Life. 

S All, that in this world is great or gay, 

Doth, as a vapour, vanish and decay. Spenser, Ruins of Time 

Tis but an hour ago, since it was nine ; 

And, after one hour more, 'twill be eleven ; 

And so, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe. 

And then, from hour to hour, w^e rot and rot. Sh, As Y, L. ii. 7. 

What surety of the world, what hope, what stay. 

When this was now a king, and now is clay. 8/i. IC Jo7in,Y.7 

Since every man who lives is bom to die. 

And none can boast sincere felicity, 

With equal mind what happens let us bear, 

Nor joy nor grieve for things beyond our care. 2)}yde7i 

Who breathes must sujQPer; and who thinks, must mourn ; 
And he alone is bless'd, who ne'er was bom. 

To contemplation’s sober eye. Prior, Solomon^ iii. 240. 
Such is the race of man ; 

Aind they that creep, and they that fly, 

Sh^ end where they began, 

Alike the busy and the gay. 

But flutter through life’s Little day. Ch^ag, Ode on the Spring. 

Like bubbles on the sea of matter borne. 

They rise, they break, and to that sea return. PcjpejJS^.AT.xii. 19. 

All men think all men mortal but themselves. 

Young N. T» i. 424. 

From Marlborough's eyes the tears of dotage flow, 

And Swift expires, a driveller and a show. 

Jihnson, Van, WisheSf 317. 

*Tis a stem and a startling thing to 
How oft mortahty stands on the brink 
Of its giave without any misgiving : 

And yet m this slippery world of strife. 

In the stir of human bustle so rife, 

There are daily sounds to tell us that life 

Is dying, and death is living 1 JSbod, Miss ICUmansegg 
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VOBTALITY — eontin imh 
Read, yo that run, tlie awful truth , 

With which I oliarge my page ! 

A worm is in the bud of youth. 

And at the root of age. Cowper^ on the BiJls of Mortality 
All that*8 bright must fade — 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 

AH that*s sweet was made 

But to be lost when sweetest. T, Moore^ Nat, Aire 

Boses bloom, and then they wither. 

Cheeks are bright, then fade and die ; 

Shapes of light are wafted hither. 

Then like visions hurry by. J*. Q-, JPerdval^ (Am,), 

There is no flock, however watched and tended, 

But one dead lamb is there ! 

There is no fireside, howso*er defended, 

But has one vacant chair. Longfellow, Resignation, 

tfOTHSB— Affection, Parents, Sons 
There is a sight all hearts beguiling — 

A youthful mother to her infant smiling, 

Who with spread arms and dancing feet. 

And cooing voice, returns its answer sweet. 

Baillie, Legend of Lady Qriseld Bailhe, 
A mother’s love — ^how sweet tlie name ! 

What is a mother’s love P 
— A noble, pure, and tender flame. 

Enkindled from above. 

To bless a heart of earthly mould ; 

The warmest love that can grow cold ; 

This is a mother’s love. James Montgomery, 

Ah ! bless’d are they for whom, ’mid all their pains, 

That faithful and imalter’d love remains : 

Who, life wreck’d round them, hunted from their rest. 

And by all else forsaken or distress’d. 

Claim in one heart, their sanctuary and shrine, 

As I, my mother, claim'd my place in thine ! Mrs, Norton, 
There are smiles and tears in the mother’s eyes, 

For her new-born babe beside her lies ; 

Oh, heaven of bliss ! when the heart o’erflows 
With the rapture a mother only knows ! JSenryWare, Jr, (Am,) 
MOTIVES. 

I am in this earthly world ; where, to do harm, 

Is often laudable ; to do ^od sometime 
looonnted dangerous folfy. 


Sh, Maob, IV. 2k 
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KOVlSTAXSS-^see Alps, Eiunily. 

Moimtaiiis liave fallen. 

Leaving a gap in the clouds, and with the shock 

Booking their Alpine brethren ; filling up 

Ihe ripe green Tallies with destruction’s splinters ; 

Damming the rivers with a sudden dash, 

Which crush’d the waters into mist, and made 
Their fountains find another channel. Byron^ 

Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains : 

They crown’d him long ago 

On a throne of rocks, m a robe of clouds. 

With a diadein of snow. 

Around his waist are forests brac’d, 

The Avalanche in his hand. Byron, Manfred » 

He who first met the highland’s swelling blue, 

Will love each peak that shows a kindred hue ; 

Hail in each crag a Mend’s familiar face. 

And dasp themountain in his mind’s embrace. Byron^ Blands 

MOUNTEBANK ^ jjg ingredients 

Are a sheep’s gall, a roasted bitch’s ma^w, 

Some few sod earwigs, pounded caterpillars, 

A little capon’s grease, and fasting spittle : 

I know them to a dram. Ben Jonson, Yolpone, 

MOUBNINO— Enneral, Widows. 

Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead ; 

Excessive grief the enemy to the living. Bh, AlVs W, i. 1. 

Do not for ever, with thy veiled lids, 

Seek for thy noble father in the dust ; 

Thou know^st *tis common ; all that live, must die, 

Passing through nature to eternity. 8h Ham. i. 2. 

We must all die ! 

AH leave ourselves, it matters not where, when, 

Nor how, so we die well : and can that man that does so 
N eed lamentation for him P Beaumont and Fletch, Yalentinian, 

Behold the turtle who h^ lost her mate ; 

Awhile with drooping wings she mourns his fate ; 

But time the rueM image wears away, 

Again she’s cheer’d, agam she seeks the day. G-ay. 

WTw is the hearse with ’scutcheons blazon’d round. 

And -with the nodding plumes of ostrich crown’d? 

No : the dead know it not, nor profit gain ; 

Tt only serves to prove the hving vain. Gay, Trivia, 
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MOTTEUTIKO— iieds 

*Tis impious in a good man to be sad. Young, N, T, iv, 676 

0, very gloomy is tlie House of Woe, 

Wliore tears are falling wliile tbe bell is knelling, 

With, all the dork solemnities which show 
That Deatli is in the dwelling ! 

O, very, very dreary is the room 

Whore Love, domestic Love, no longer nestles, 

But smitten by the common stroke of doom, 

The corpse lies on the trestles ! Hood, Haunted House 
UOUTHTSTG — see Oratory. 

He mouths a sentence as curs mouth a bone- 

Churchiil, JRosciad, 322 

UOLTlTuliE -^see Mob, Popnlaoe. 

^ The multitude unaw*d is insolent ; 

Once seiz’d with fear, contemptible esi.dLYd^.Mallet,Mu8tap7ia. 

MUEDER— War. 

Safe in a ditch he bides, 

With twenty trenched gashes on his head ; 

The least a death to nature. Sk. Mach* ill. 4 

Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 8h. Ham. i. 5. 

Murder, tho* it have no tongue, wiQ speak 
With most miraculous organ. 8h, Ham. i. 2. 

Foul deeds will rise, 

Tho* all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men’s eyes. Ib. ii. 2. 
Is there a crime 

Beneath the roof of heaven, that stains the soul 
Of man, T\ith more infernal hue, than damn’d 
Assassination. Cibber, Qcesar in Egypt. 

Murder may pass unpunish’d for a time. 

But tardy justice will o’ertake the crime. Dryden, Cock Sf Mx. 

Blood, though it sleeps a time, yet never dies : 

The gods on murd’rers fix revengeful eyes. 

BTUSE-^^ff Poetry Chapman, Widow's Tears, 

0, for a muse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention. 8h. Hen, F. t. Cko 

mnrsEs, the edte. 

Calliope the deeds of heroes sings ; 

Great Clio sweeps to history the strings ; 

Futeipe teaches mimes their silent show ; 

Melpomene presides o’er scenes of woe ; 
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flCUSES — continued, 

Teipsiohore the flute’s soft power displays ; 

Ana Erato gives Iiymns tlie gods to praise ; 

Polymnia inspires melodious strains ; 

Urania, wise, the starry course explains ; 

Auad gay Th^a*s glass points out where folly reigns. 

JRollin, Arts and Sciences, 

BTUSIC — see Sells, Sisoord, Singing. 

If music be the food of love, pW on, 

Give me excess of it j that, surfeiting, 

GPhe appetite may sidten, and so die, — 

That strain again ; — ^it had a dying fall ; 

0, it came o*er my ear like the sweet south, 

That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

Stealing and givmg odour. S/i. T, Ni, 1 . 1, 

Give me some music ; music moody food 

Of us that trade in love. 8h. Ant, Cleop, ii. 5. 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank ! 

Here we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears : sofb stillness, and the night. 

Become the touches of sweet harmony. 8h, M, of Yen. v. i. 

The man that hath no music in himself. 

Nor is not mov'd with concord of sweet sounds. 

Is flt for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night. 

And his aflections dark as Erebus : 

Let no such man be trusted. 8Ti. M, cf Yen. v« 1. 

Orpheus' lute was strung with poets' sinews ; 

Whose golden touch comd soften steel and stones ; 

Make t^ers tame, and huge leviathans 

Eorsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 8h. Two O, iii.2 

When mping grief the heart doth wound, 

And doTeM dumps the mind oppress. 

Then music, with her silver sound, 

With speedy help doth lend redress. 8k. Rom. iv. 5. 

For ^ts, some write, ere th^ are sodden. 

Are fit for music, or for pudden ; 

From whence men borrow every kind 

Of minstrelsy, by string or wind. Butler^ Svd. 1, n. 121, 

The mellow touch of music most doth wound 
The soul, when it doth rather sigh than sound. 

Ho'rioh, Ajph, 273t 

D D 
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ICTJSIC — continued. 

Can any mortal mixture of eartli*s mould 
Breatke such divine enchantmg ravishment P 
Sure something holy lodges in that breast. 

And Trith these raptures moves the vocal air 

To testify his hidden residence. WMon^ Comtis, 244 

Music can noble hints impart. 

Engender fury, kindle love ; 

With unsuspected eloquence can move, 

And manage aU the man with secret art. Addisons 

Music hath charms to soothe the savage breast, 

To soften rocks, or bend ihe knotted oak ; 

IVe read that things inanimate have mov*d, 

And, as with living souls, have been inform’d, 

By magic numbers and persuasive sound. 

Congreve^ Mourning Bride, 1 . 1. 
Music’s force can tame the ftudous beast ; 

0^ make the wolf or foaming boar restrain 

His rage ; the lion drop his crested main 

Atteniuve to the song. JPrior, Solomons 

Though cheerfulness and I have long been strangers. 
Harmonious sounds are still deHghtful to me. 

There’s sure no passion in the human soul. 

But finds its food in music. Lillo^ Fatal Ouriositg, 

music, minds an equal temper know, 
ifor swell too high, nor sink too low : 

If in the breast tumultuous joys arise, 

Music her soft assuasive voice applies ; 

Or, when the soul is press’d with cares, 

Exnlts her in enhv’ning airs. Pope, St. Cecilia* s Dag. 

Music the fiercest grief can charm. 

And fate’s severest ^e disarm. 

Music can soften paiin to ease, 

And make despair and madness please ; 

Our joys below it can improve. 

And antedate the bliss above. Pope, St. Cecilia's Day. 

Music resembles poetry ; in each 

Are nameless graces which no methods teach. 

And which a master-hand alone can reach. Pope, F. C. I.14i8. 

Some to church repair, 

, Hot for the doctrine, but the music there. Dope, F. C. 34i2. 
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KUSIG — eoiitmued, 

O Music, sphere-descended maid, 

JPriend of ]^easure, wisdom’s aid I Collins, Passions, 06 

There is in souls a sympathy with sounds, 

And as the mind is pitch’d, the ear is pleas'd 
With melting airs or martial, brisk or grave ; 

Some chord in unison with what we hear 

Is touch'd within ns, and the heart replies. Cowper, Tosh, vi.l. 

He hears, alas ! no music of the spheres, 

But an unhallow'd, earthly sound of fiddling. Byron, JO. 

There’s music in the sighing of a reed ; 

There’s music in the gushing of a riU ; 

There’s music in all thmgs, if men had ears ; 

Their earth is but an echo of the spheres. Byron, I>,J, xv. 6. 

Soprano, basso, even the contra-alto 

Wish’d him five fathom under the IMalto. Byron, Beppo, 82. 
Of all the arts beneath the heaven. 

That man has found, or G-od has given, 

Hone draws the soul so sweet away, 

As music’s melting, mystic lay ; 

Slight emblem of the bliss above, 

It soothes the spirit all to love. James Kogg, 

“ This must be the music,” said he, ** of the spears, 

For I’m curst if each note of it doesn't run through one !” 

Moores Badge Family, 5. 

Music ! — oh I how faint, how weak, 

Language fades before tiiy spell I 
Why should feeling ever speak, 

When thou oans’t breathe her soul so well P 
Friendship’s balmy words may feign — 

Love’s are even more false than they ; 

Oh 1 ’tis only music's strain 

Can sweetly soothe, and not betray. Tkos, Moore, 

The soul of music slumbers in the shell. 

Till wak'd and kindled by the master's spell. 

And feeling hearts — ^touoh them but rightly — pour 
A tliousand melodies unheard before. Bogers, Human Life, 

Music, the tender child of rudest times, 

The gentle native of all lands and climes ; 

Who hymns alike man's cradle and his grave, 

Lulls the low cot, or peals along the nave. Hon. Mrs. Norton. 

D n 2 
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HTTSIO -^eofitmued. 

See to tlie desk Apollo’s sons repair 

rides the rosin o’er the hoMe’s hair ; 

In unison their various tones to tune, 

Murmurs the hautboy, grourls the hoarse bassoon *, 

In soft vibrations sighs the whispering lute ; 

Twang goes the harpsichord, too-too, the flute ; 

Brays the loud trumpet ; squeaks the Addle shpp : 

Winds the Erenoh-hom ; and twangs the tingling harp. 
Music exalts each joy, allays each grief, Addressee 

Expels diseases, softens every pain, 

Subdues the rage of poison and of plague. Armstrong 
in7TABIIITY->-«£d Age, Mortality, Yidssitnde. 

Thus, sometimes hath the brightest day a cloud ; 

And after summer, ever more succeeds 
Barren winter, wilh his wrathful nipping cold ; 

So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet. Sh. JBL* vz 2, ir. 4. 
The flower that smiles to-day. 

To-morrow dies ; 

AH that we wish to stay. 

Tempts, and then flies : 

What is this world’s delight P 
Lightning, that mocks the night, 

Bnef even, as bright. Shelhg 

When men once reach their autumn, sickly joys 
Ball off apace, as yellow leaves from trees. 

At every little breath misfortune blows ; 

’Till left quite naked of their happiness, 

In the ehiH blasts of winter they expire ; 

This is the common lot. 

Cloud and sunshine, wind and weather, 

Sense and light are fleeting fast; 

Time and tide must flow together, 

Life and death will soon be past. J Montgomery 

MYRTLE. 

The xnyrlie (ensign of supreme command, 

Consigned to Venus by Melissa’s hand). 

In myrtle shades oft sings the happy swain, 

In myrtle shades despairing ghosts complain. 

The myrtle crowns the happy lover’s heads, 

Th* unhappy lovers* graves the myrtle spreads. — 

Soon must this sprig, as you shall flx its doom. 

Adorn Philander 's head, or grace his tomb. 

Z>r. Johnson, on a S^rig presented to a Gentleman. 


Young. 

V 
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Cottle, Detraotioii, Tame. 

Wliat’s in a name P That which we call a rose, 

By any other name would smell as sweet. Sh. Bom. SHf" 

The honours of a name *tis just to guard ; 

They are a trust but lent us, which we take. 

And should, in reverence to the donor’s fame, 

With care transmit them down to other hands. Shirley 

What’s in the name of lord, that I should fear 

To bring my grievance to the public ear P ChurrhilL 

Some to the fascination of a name 

Surrender judgment hoodwiidced. Cotoper, Tosh vi. 101. 

Who hath not owned, with rapture-smitten frame, 

The power of grace, the magic of a name P Campbell, P.S.u,^. 

My hopes are with the dead ; anon 
My place with them will be, 

And I with them shall travd on 
Through all futurity : 

Yet leaving here a name, I trust. 

That will not perish in the dust. Southey 

Who swerves firom innocence, who makes divorce 
Of that serene companion — a good name, 

Recovers not his loss ; but walks with shame, 

With doubt, with fear, and haply with remorse. 

Wordsworth, Sonnet. 

Oh never breathe a lost one’s name 
To those who call’d that name their own ; 

It only stirs the smouldering flame 

That bums upon a charnel stone. MUza Cook. 

KAPOIJlOir. 

Where is he, the champion and the child 
Of all that’s great or little, wise or wild P 
Whose game was empires, and whoso stakes were thrones. 
Whose table earth — ^whose dice were human bones P 

Byron, Age qf Bronze, nr. 49, 

ITATITSS — see CK)d. 

, How sometimes nature will betray its folly, 

Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime 

To harder bosoms ! Sh. Wint. Tale, i. 2. 

,) One touch of nature makes the whole world kin. 

8h. Troil, m. 3. 

f How hard it is to hide the sparks of Nature ! Sh Cmb. iii 3. 



4i06 


ITATirKB. 


ISTature hath made nothing so base, but can 

Eead some instruction to the wisest man. Aleyn, 0. sscy 

Nature, despairing e*er to make the like. 

Brake suddenly the mould in which ’twas fashioned. 

Massinger, "Parliament of Love, v. 
In contemplation of created things 

By steps we may ascend to G-od. MLlton, P. L, y. 61L 
By viewing Nature, Nature’s hand-maid, art, 

Makes mighty things &ona small beginnings grow ; 

Thus fishes first to shipping did impart, 

Their tail the rudder, and their head the prow. 

Dryden, Annus Mvrahilis, 
From Nature’s constant or eccentric laws. 

The thoughtful soul this general inference draws— 

That an effect must pre-suppose a cause. Prior, 

How mean the order and perfection sought 
In the best product of the human thought, 

Compar’d to the great harmony that reigns 

In wnat the spirit of the world ordains I Ih. Solomon, b. 1. 

Nature in her productions, slow, aspires 

By just degrees to reach perfection’s height Somerville, Chase* 

To build, to plant, whatever you intend, 

To rear the column, or the arch to bend. 

To swell the terrace, or to sink the grot, 

In ah, let nature never be forgot ; 

But treat the goddess like a modest fair. 

Nor overdress, nor leave her wholly hare.Pope, M* JE* iv. 47. 
Eye nature’s walks, shoot folly as it flies, 

And catch the manners living as they rise. Pope, JS. M* 1 . 18. 

Lo I the poor Indian — whose untutor’d mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind ; 

His soul proud science never taught to stray 
Ear as the solar walk or milky way ; 

Yet simple nature to his hope has given. 

Behind the doud-topped hills, a humbler heav'n. Ib. x. 99. 

Eirst follow nature, and your judgment frame 
^ her just standard, which is sfSl the same ; 

Tlnerring nature, still divinely bright. 

One clear, unchang’d, and universal light, 
life, force, and beauty, must to all impart. 

At once the source, and end, and test of ari. P<^e, M* Q. 58 
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NATUBE — eontinued. 

He who stradies nature’s laws, 

Ibrom certain truth Ms maxim draws. Gay, Fablp 

Each, moss, 

Each shell, each crawling insect, holds a rank 
Important in the plan of Him who framed 
This scale of beings ; holds a rank which, lost, 

Would break the chain, and leave behind a gap 

Which Nature's self would rue. Thomswh. 

Hature ! great parent I whose unceasing hand 
EoUs round the seasons of the changeful year ; 

How mighty, how majestic are thy works ! 

With what a pleasing dread thej swell the soul 

That sees astonish’d ! and astonish’d sings ! Ih. Winter, 106. 

Oh, Nature ! wherefore. Nature, are we found 
One contradiction ? the continual sport 
Of fighting powers ? Oh I wherefore hast thou sown 
Such war within us, such unequal confiictj 
Between stern reason and impetuous passion I 
Who can paint 

like Nature P Can Imagination boast. 

Amid its gay creation, hues Hko hers P 
Or can it mix them with that matchless skill. 

And lose them in each other, as appears 

In every bud that blows P Thomson, Sjoring, 406. 

The liberal hand of Nature 
Has not created us, nor any nation. 

Beneath the blessed canopy of heaven. 

Of such malignant day, t)ut each may boast 

Their native virtues and their Maker’s bounty. Thornson, 

Who lives to Nature, rarely can be poor ; 

WTio lives to fancy never can be rion. Young, N, T. vi, 
Man's rich with little, were Ms judgment true ; 

Nature is finigal, and her wants are few. Ib, Love of Fame, y. 

0 * 0 , mark the matdiless working of the power 
T^t shuts within the seed the Mtore fiower : 

Bids these in elegance of form excel. 

In colour these, and those delight the smell ; 

Sends Nature forth, the daughter of the skies, 

To dance on earth, and charm all human eyes. Cotoper, Seti 

Lovely indeed the mimic works of art, 

But Nature’s works far lovelier. 


Cotoper, Task, 1.410 
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NATURE — NECESSITY. 


NAXTTBS — eoniimied. 

Liberal, not lavish, is kind Katuro*s hand ; 

Nor Tvas perfection made for man below. 

Yet all her schemes with nicest art are plan*d, 

Gk)od counteracting ill, and gladness woo. 

With gold and gems if Chilian mountains glow, 

If bleSi and barren Scotia’s hills arise, 

There plague and poison, lust and rapine grow ; 

Here peaceful are the vales, and pure the skies, 

And freedom fires the soul, and sparkles in the eyes. 

Beattie^ Minstrel 

Some kinder casuists are pleased to say. 

In nameless print, that I have no devotion ; 

Bat set those persons down with me to pray, 

And you shall see who has the propercst notion 
Of getting into heaven the shortest way ; 

My altars are the mountains and the ocean. 

Earth, air, stars, — all that spring firom the great whole. 

Who hath produced, and will receive the soul. 

Bp'on, 2>. J, HI. 120. 
I heard the sparrow’s note from heaven, 

Singing at dawn from the alder bough ; 

I brought him home, in his nest, at even , 

He sings the song, but it pleases not now, 

For I brought not home the river and sky ; — 

He sang to my ear, — ^they sang to my eye. Emerson. 

JTAVIOATIOK. 

Eude as their ships was navigation then, 

Ho useful compass or meridian known ; 

Coasting, they hept the land within their kea, 

And knew no Horth but when the pole-star shone. Dry den, 

KECESSITT. 

Let Hercules himself do what he may. 

The oat will mew, and dog will have his day. Sh, Ham. v. 1. 

The art of our necessities is strange. 

That can make vile things precious. 8h. Lear, iii. 2. 

I He must needs go that the devil drives. Sh, Alls W. i. 3. 

Spirit of nature I all suffering power, 

iNeoessity 1 thou mother of the world ! Shelley, Q. Mob. vi, 

So spake the fiend, and with necessity. 

The tyrant’s plea, excused his devilish deeds. 

Milton, P, L. IV. 
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NStSESSITY — continued. 

*Tis necessity 

To wLicJi the gods must yield ; and I obey, 

Till I redeem it by some glorious way. Beau, Sf‘ FI. FalseOne 
When fear admits no hope of safety, then 
JNTeeessiiy mahes dastards valiant men. JSerrich^ Aph, 320. 
Strong as necessity he starts away. 

Climbs against wrongs, and brightens into day. Savagt. 
NECBOlflLANCY. 

’GKs said that words and signs have power 
0*er spirits in planetary hour; 

But scarce I praise their venturous part 

Who tamper with such dangerous art. Sir W. Scott, 

NEGTAN. 

One sip of this 

Will bathe the drooping spirits in delight 
Beyond the bliss of dreams. Milton, Com. 81 8. 

lTE0IiECIT-~satf Absence. 

In this perverted ago, 

Who most deserves can’t always most engage ; 

So far is worth from making glory sure, 

It often hinders what it should procure. Young, 

Foil many a gem, of purest ray serene. 

The dark, unJathom’d caves of ocean bear ; 

Foil many a flower is bom to blush unseen, 

And waste its sweetness on the desert air. Ghrag, JSJlegg, 14. 
HETTLE. 

Tender-handed stroke a nettle, 

And it stings you for your pains ; 

Grasp it like a man ot mettle. 

And it soft as silk remains. 

*Tis the same with common natures, 

Use 'em kindly, they rebel, 

But be rough as nutmeg-graters. 

And the rogues obey you well. Aaron Hill, [Bleg, Eaetructs.^ 
BTEWB, NEWBIEAN, NEWSPAFEB8. 

The first bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a losing ofice ; and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell, 

Itemember'd knoUing a departing friend. Sh, Hen. 2, x* 1. 

Though it be honest, it is never good 

To bring bad news : give to a gracious message 

An host of tongues ; but let in tidings tell 

Themselves, when they are felt. Sh. Ant, Cleop. ii. 6. 
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NEWS, inSWSKCAK, TS[^VirSFASmB--coHtwt(ed, 

With, news ihe time *s ^\ith labour, and throes forth 
Each minute some. Sh, Ant. Cleop. in. 7. 

Evil news rides post, while good news baits. 

Milton, Sam. Ag, 1538. 
The rabble gather round the man of news, 

And listen with their mouths wide open ; some 
Tell, some hear, some judge of news, some make it, 

And ho that lies most loud, is most believ'd. Dry den, 8p. Fr, 

He whistles as he goes, light-hearted wretch, 

Cold and yet cheerful : messenger of grief 
Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to some, 

To him indiflfrent whether grief or joy. Cmjg&r, TaaJc, iv. 12. 

This folio of four p^es, happy work ! 

Which not e'en critics criticise ; that holds 

Inquisitive attention, while I read 

Past bound in chains of silence, which the fair, 

Though eloquent themselves, yet fear to break. Ib. iv. 61. 

Turn to the press — ^its teeming sheets survey. 

Big with the wonders of each passing day ; 

Births, deaths, and weddings, forgeries, fires and wrecks, 
Harangues and hailstones, brawls and broken necks. 

Charles Sjprague, {Am.) Curiosity. 
Trade hardly deems the busy day begun. 

Till his keen eye along the sheet has run ; 

The blooming daughter throws her needle by. 

And reads her schoolmate’s marriage with a sigh ; 

WMe the grave mother puts her glasses on. 

And gives a tear to some old crone that’s gone. 

The preacher, too, his Sunday theme lays down. 

To know what last new foUy fills the town ; 

Lively or sad, life’s meanest mightiest things, 

The fate of fighting cocks, or fighting kings. Ib. 

Tho word explains itself without the muse. 

And the four letters teU whence cometh news : 

Prom North, East, West, and South, solution’s made ; 

Each quarter gives account of war and trade. Anon, 

nswToir. 

Superior beings, when of late they saw 
A mortal man unfold all nature’s law, 

Admir’d such wisdom in an earthly shape, 

And show’d a Newton, as we show an ape. Dope, It. M. ix. 81 
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ITEWTOir — contmued, 

Katare and Nature’s laws lay Md in niglit: 

God said, “Let Newton be 1“ and all was liglit. 

Pope, JSpHaph intended for Sir Is, Netoion* 
Have ye not listen’d while he hound the suns 
And planets to their spheres P th’ unequal task 
Of human-kind till then. Thomson, To Mem, of Sir Is, Newton, 
Newton (that proverb of the mind), alas I 
Declared, with all his grand discoveries recent. 

That he himself felt omy “ like a youth 
Picking up shells by the great ocean— Truth.” 

Byron, D, J, vn. 5. 

NIAGARA. 

Plow on for ever in thy glorious robe 
Of terror and of beaufy ; God hath set 
His rainbow on thy forehead ; and the cloud 
Mantled around thy feet. And He doih jrive 
Thy voice of thunder power to speak of Him 
Eternally, bidding the lip of man 
Keep silence, and upon thy rocky altar pour 
Incense of awe-struck praise. Mrs, Sipourney, 

NIGHT— Bed, Bawn, Evening, Hidnight, Hoon. 

Fair eldest child of love, thou spotless night 1 
Empress of silence, and the queen of sleep ; 

Who, with thy black cheek’s pure complexion, 

Mak’st lovers*^ eyes enamour’d of tlw beauty. 

Marlowe, Last's Dominion, 
Dark night, that from the eye his function takes. 

The ear more quick of apprehension naakes. Sh,Mid.N, xii.% 
Now the hungry lion roars. 

And the wolf behowls the moon ; 

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All with weary task fordone, 

Now the wasted brands do glow, 

WTdist the scritch-owl, scritching loud, 

Puts the wretch, that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a shroud. Sh, Mid. N. v* P. 

Now o’er one-half the world 
Nature seems dead ; and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain’d sleeper : witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s ofeidngjs ; and wither'd murder. 

Alaromed by his sentinel, the wolf, 

Whose howl *s his watch, thus with his stealthy pace. 

With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, tow’rds his design 
Moves like a ghost. Sh, Mach, ii. 1 
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tflOHT — ooniinufd 

There's husbandry in hearen ; 

Their candles are all out. SL Mad. n, L 

When the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world, 

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen, 

Li murders and in outrage bloody here. Sh, Bichn ii. iii. *2 

The weary sun hath made a golden set. 

And by the bright track of his golden car, 

Clives token of a goodly day to-morrow. SL Ric. IIL v 3 

*Tis now the very witching time of night 
When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out 
Cont^on to the world. Sh JELam. in. 2. 

O comfort-killing night, image of hell ! 

Dim register and nota]^ of ^ame I 
Black stage for tragedies and murders fell I 
V'ast, sin- concealing chaos I nurse of blame ! 

Blind, muffled bawd ! dark harbour for defame I 

Grim cave of death ! whispering conspirator 

With close-tongued treason and the ravisher \Sh.R, of Luc A. 

Stones of small worth may be unseen by day, 

But night itself does the rich gem betray. " Cowley. 

When night 

Darkens the streets, then wander forth the sons 

Of Belial, flown with insolence and wine. Milton, P.Li, 600. 

The sun was sunk, and after him the star 

Of Hesperus, whose office is to bring 

Twilight upon the earth, short arbiter 

'Twixt day and night, and now from end to end 

Night’s hemisphere had veil’d th* horizon round. IL is. 48. 

Now began 

Night with her sullen wings to double-shade 
The desert ; fowls in their clay-nests were couch’d. 

And now wild beasts came forth, the woods to roam. 

Milton, P. P. I. 499 

Night is the Sabbath of mankind. 

To rest th© body and the mind. Butler, Hud. .3, i. 1349. 

The diligence of trades and noiseM gain 
And luxury more late, asleep were laid : 

All was th© night’s ; ana in her silent reign 

No sound the rest of nature did invade. Dryden, An, Mirah^ 
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KI8HT — 

All things are hush'd, as nature's self were dead ; 

The mountains seem to nod their drowsy head ; 

The little birds in dreams their songs repeat, 

And sleeping flowers beneath the night-dew sweat 
Even lust and envy sleep Indian Emperor 

ISTow sunk the sun ; the closing hour of day 
Came oiiward, mantled o'er wiBi sober grey : 

Nature in silence bade the world repose. Eamell, Hermit, 
The drowsy night grows on the world, and now 
The busy craftsmen, and o'er-labour'd hind 
JPorget the travail of the day in sleep : 

Care only wakes, and moping pensiveness ; 

With meagre discontented looks they sit, 

And watch the wasting of the midnight taper. Botoot J. Shore, 
The sun was sot ; the night came on apace. 

And falling dews bewet around the place ; 

The bat takes airy rounds on leathern wings, 

And the hoarse owl his woeful dirges sings. Oay, Shop. Week, 
Now deep in ocean sunk the lamp of ^ht ; 

And drew behind the cloudy vale of ni^t.Pe^e, II viii. 605. 
The night was dark and still ; a heavier gloom 
Ne’er cover'd earth. In low'ring clouds the stars 
Were muffled deep, and not one ray below. Thomson, 

This sacred shade, and solitude, what is it ? 

*Tis the felt presence of the Deity. 

Few aro the faults we flatter when alone. 

Vice sinks in her allurements, is un^t. 

And looks, like other objects, black by night ; 

By night an atheist half-believes a God. Young, JY. T. v. 171. 
How like a widow in her weeds, the night, 

Amid her glimmering tapers, silent sits ! 

How sorrowflil, how desolate, she weeps 

Perpetual dews, and saddens nature's scene. Young, AT. T, ix 

Earth, turning from the sun, brings night to man ; 

Man, turning from his God, brings endless night. iS.TX, 2011 
Night, sable goddess, flrom her ebon throne. 

In rayless majesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden sceptre o'er a slumb'ring world. 

Silence, how dead I and darkness, how profound I 
Nor eye, nor list'ning ear, an object finds ; 

Creation sleeps I 'tis as the gen'm pulse 
Of life stood still, and Nature made a pause. 

An awfijl pause I prophetic of her end Young, N. T, i 
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NTGHT — ^NIGHTrsr&AIiE. 


FIGHT — eontinwd, 

Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend ; 

The conscious moon, through every distant age, 

Has held a lamp to wisdom, and let fall 
On contemplation's eye her purging ray. YoiuigtN.T, v.l 77. 

All was so still, so soft, in earth and air. 

You scarce would start to meet a spirit there 
Secure t^t nought of evil could delight 
To walk in such a scene, on such a night ! Syron, Lara 
The night 

Shows stars and women in a better light. Ih, JD. J. ii. 152. 

The stars are forth, the moon above the tops 
Of the snow-shining mountains. — ^Beautiful 1 
I linger yet with nature, for the night 
Hath been to me a more familiar face 
Than that of man ; and in her starry shade 
Of dim and solitary lovelinoss, 

I leam'd the language of another world. Ib, Mar^'ed^ iii. 4, 
How beautiful is night I 
A de^^ freshness mis the silent air ; 

No mist obscures, nor cloud, nor speck, nor stain. 

Breaks the serene of Heaven ; 

In full-orb'd glory, yonder moon divine 
Eolls through the dark blue depths ; 

Beneath her steady ray 

The desert circle spre^, 

lake the round ocean, girdled with the sl^. 

How beautiful is night 1 Southey ^ TkaZaha, 1. 

Night's deepest gloom is but a calm, 

That soothes the wearied mind ; 

The labour’d day's restoring balm. 

The comfort of mankind. Leigh Hun ^ 

Another day is added to the map 
Of buried ages. Lo ! the beauteous moon. 

Like a fair ^epherdess, now comes abroad 
With the full nock of stars, that roam around 
The azure meads of heaven. Mobert Montgomery 

F1GJB.TJLMGALE — aeo Evening. 

The nightingale, if she should sing by day, 

When every goose is cacklmg, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 

How many things by season season’d are 

To their right praise and true perfection I Sh, M. qf Ven. v. 1, 
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iriGHTIN'GAIiB — ^KTOBILITT, ITOBLDNESS. 
HIGHTISTGALE-— 

Sweet bird, that shunn’st the noise of folly. 

Most musical, most melancholy ! W,lton, U Fen. 01, 

O nightin^e, that on yon blooming spray 
Warblest at eye, when all the woods are still ; 

Thou with fresh hope the loyer’s heart dost M. Ih. Son. i. 1. 
So close in poplar shades, her children gone, 

The mother nightingale hunents alone. 

Whose nest some prying churl had found, and thence 
By stealth convey’d th‘ unfeather’d innocence ; 

But she supphes the night with mournful strains. 

And melancholy music fills the plains. Dry den. 

The melancholy Philomel, 

Thus perch’d all night alone in shady groves. 

Tunes her soft voice to sad complaints of love, 

Making her life one great harmonious woe. 

SoutJierne, Disappointment, 
To the poplar shade 

Where, all abandon’d to despair, she sings 
Her sorrows through the night ; and on tke bough 
Sole sitting, stDl, at every dying fall. 

Takes xro again her lamentable strain 
Of winding woe ; till, wide around, the woods 
Sigh to her song, and with her wail resound. Tho'mson,8p,*7\^, 
Ha 

Learn to speak this little word 
In its proper place ; 

Let no timid doubt be heard, 

Oloth’d with sceptic grace. 

Let thy lips, without disguise. 

Boldly pour it out ; 

Though a thousand dulcet lies 
Eeep Jiovering about. 

Por be sure our hearts would lose 
Future years of woe. 

If our courage could refuse 

The present hour with “ Ho.” JElixa Cooh. 

HOBILn^, HOBIiEIOlSS — see Ancestry, Honour, Pedigree 
Born with as much nobility as would, 

Divided, serve to make ten noblemen, 

W'ithout a herald ; but with so much spirit. 

And height of soul, as well might fiimish twenty. Shirley, 
Should vice expect to 'sc^e rebuke. 

Because its owner is a duke P Swift 
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NOBIUTY, NOBLENESS— 

WLoe^er amidst tlie sons 
Of reason, ralour, liberty, and virtue, 

Displays dihtinguisb’d merit, is a noble 
Of nature’s own ereating. Snob have risen, 

Sprung from the dust ; or wbiere bad been our honours ? 

Thomson, Qoriolaims, lu. d 
Shall I uncovered stand, :md bend my knee 
To sueb a shadow of nobility, 

A shred, a remnant ? ClLuroldll, Independence, 

Oh ! what a noble heart was here undone, 

When science se]f-destroy*d her favourite son ! ^ 

JSp'on, 'English Bards, on Kir'ke White* 
Fond man I though all the honours of yop lino 
Bedeck your halls, and round your galleries shine 
Tt> proud display, yet take this truth from me — 

Virtue alone is true nobility I Gifford, JwoenaL 

How shall wo call those noble, who disgrace 
Their lineage, proud of an illustrious race ; 

Who seek to shine by borrow'd lights alone, 

JSTor with their fathers' glories blend their own ? Ib* Jmenal* 
Let wealth and commerce, laws and learning, die, 

But leave us still our old nobility. 

Lord J, Manners, England's Trust, iii, 227 
NONJXJEOBS—«<?0 Dissenters, Hethodists, Furitc^ 

Good-breeding ne'er commands us to be civil 
To those who give the nation to^ the devil ; 

Who at our surest best foundation strike. 

An d hate our monarch and our church alike. 

NONSENSE JEtowe, Brol* to the Non-^iufors, 


As no tricks on the rope but those that break. 

Or come most near to breaking of a neck. 

Are worth the sight, so nothing goes for wit 
But nonsense, or the next of all to it ; 

For nonsense being neither false nor true, 

A little wit to anyfliing may screw. 

Butler, Sat, 2 on the Abuse qfSum, Learning 
Daring nonsense seldom fails to hit, 

lake scattered shot, and pass with some for wit. Ib, Mod,Orii 
A little nonsense now and then. 

Is relished by the best of men. Bgron 


9DBXH. 

A air where's the north P at York, 'tis on the Tweed ; 

In Scotland, at the Orcades ; and there 
At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows where. 

Pope, E, M. II. 222* 
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SOTHIKa. 

Nothing is new ; we walk where others went : 

lhere*s no vice now but has its precedent. Serrkh^ JLj7A.21d. 


Nothing, thou elder brother ev*n to shade I 
Oiiou haa*st a being ere the world was made, 

And, well-^ed, art alone of ending not afraid. Bochester. 

Narcissus is the glory of his race ; 

For who does noQiing with a better grace P 
irOTHTG. Tnung, Love of JFame, 8at. iv. 85. 

I will make a prief of it in my note-book. 8L Mer. W. t. 1. 
'SiOTELS—aee Books. 

A novel was a book 

Three volumed, and once read, and oft cramm’d ^lU 
Of poisonous error, blackening every page ; 

And oftener still, of trifling, second-hand 
Eemark, and old, diseased, putrid thought, 

And miserable incident, at war 

With jiature ; with itself and truth at war ; 

Yet charming still the greedy reader on, 

Till done, he tried to recollect his thoughts, 

And nothing found but dreaming emptiness. Bolloh^ C»(fTinie» 


NOTELTIBS— Oustoms, Fashion, Ei(kleness. 

All with one consent, praise new-born gawds, 
Thou jh they are made and moulded of things p^t, 


Old men love novelties ; the last arrived 


TroiU in. 3. 


Still pleases best, the youngest steals their smiles. Toung. 


Of all the passions that possess mankind. 

The love of novelty rules most the mind ; 

In search of this, nrom realm to realm we roam, 

Our fleets come fraught with every folly home. Foote* 


mJir — 86$ Celibacy, Haidenhood. 

Znow of your youth, examine well your blood, 

Whether you can endure the livery of a nun ; 

For aye to be in shady cloister mewed ; 

To live a barren sister all your life. 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold froitless moon. 

Thrice luessed they, that master so their Hood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage. SA, Mid* M* x. 1« 

Love, to her ear, was but a name. 

Combin’d with vanity and shame ; 

Her hopes, her fears, her joys, were all 

Bounds within the doister wall. Scotty Ji. 3> 

s s 
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OAK. 

The monorcli oak, the patriarch of trees, 

Shoots rising up, and spreads by slow degrees : 

Three centuries he grows, and mree he stays 
Supreme in state ; and in three more decays. 

Di/^den, ’Balmmon and Arcite, 1068 
The oak, when living, monarch of the wood ; 

The English oas:, which, dead, commands the hood. 

OATHS. Churchillf Ghthamt i. 3034 

'Tis not the many oaths that make the truth ; 

But the plain single vow that is vow’d true. Sh. All's W, iv.2. 

It is great sin to swear unto a sin. 

But greater sin to keep a sinful oath. 8h, Sen. 71, 2, v. 1. 
To keOT» that oath were more impiety, 

Than J ephtha’s, when he sacrific'd ms daughter, lb. 3, v. 1. 
The vows of women 

Of no more bondage be, to where they are made. 

Than they are to their virtues ; which is nothing. Ib.Cymb.uA. 
1*11 take thy word for faith, not ask thiue oath ; 

\^o shuns not to break one, wiQ sure crack both. 

SL Peric. i. 2 

The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows ; 

They are polluted offerings, more abhorr’d 

Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 8h. Trail, v. 3. 

Oaths were not purpos'd more than law 

To keep the good and just in awe. 

But to confine the bad and sinful, 

like moral cattle, in a pinfold. Butlert Sud. 2, ii. 197. 

For he that strains too far a vow. 

Will break it, like an o’erbent bow ; 

And he that made and forc’d it, broke it, 

Not he that for convenience took it. Butler, Sud. 2, ii. 273. 
He that imposes an oath makes it, ^ 

Not he that for convenience takes it : 

Then how can any man be said 

To break an oath he never made. Butler^ Sud. 2, ii. 377. 
The breaking of an oath and lying, 

Is but a kind of self-denying, 

A saint-like virtue ; and from hence 
Some have broke oaths by Providence, 

Some, to the glory of the Lord, 

peijur’d themselves, and broke their word. lb. Sud 2,ii. 138 
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OATSS^^-conivtwd. 

And lie that malces his soul his surety, 

1 think does give the best secur’i^. Jiutler, Hud. 3, i. 203. 
What makes the breaking of all oaths 
A holy duty ? — Pood and clothes. Butler, Hud, 3, 1. 1281. 

Oaths are but words, and words but wind, 

Too feeble instruments to bind Butler, Hud. 2, ii. 107. 
It’s a hard world, neighbours. 

If a man’s oath must be his master. Dryden. 

Weigh well what you presume to swear ! 

OatlS are of dreaoM weight 1 and if they're false. 

Draw down damnation. Savage. 

An oath is a recognizance to Heaven, 

Binding us over in the courts above 
To plead to the indictment of our crimes, 

That those who ’scape this world should suffer there. 

Southeme, OroonoTro, 

. Jack was embarrassed— never hero more, 

I And as he knew not what to say, he swore. Bgron,Isl€md,iiiB. 
0BEDIEirOI!~«a0 Courtiers. 

; Therefore doth Heaven divide 

The state of man in divers functions, 

Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 

To which is fix’d, as an aim or butt. 

Obedience ; for so work the honey-bees. 8h. Hen. y. i. 2. 
Let them obey that know not how to rule. Sh. Hen. vi. 2, v. 1. 
I shall in aU my best obey you, madam. Sh Ham. i. 2. 

Son of heav’n and earth. 

Attend : that thou art happy, owe to Gk>d; 

That thou continuest such, owe to thyself, 

That is, to thy obedience ; therein stand. Milton, P. L. T* 519. 
My author and disposer, what thoubidd’st, 

Fnargued I obey ; so Grod ordains ; 

GFod is thy law, thou mine ; to know no more. 

Is woman’s happiest knowledge and her praise. Ib. n. 636. 

Then when they strive for place, ’tis fit 

The weaker vessel should submit. Bu tr. Hud. 2, n. 3. 

Duly by habit is to pleasure turn’d ; 

He IS content who to obey has leam'd. Sir JE. Bridges. 
(KBS0UBIT7— Neglect. 

You are not for obscurity design’d. 

But, Hke the sun, should cheer all human kind. JDryden. 

E IS 2 
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OBSCTTEErr — OCEAN. 


OBSOITBITY — continued 

The obscnre on earth are oft the famed in heaven, 

i?. MontgoTnerf! 

DBSEftinOTTSiraiSS-nsw Hmnility. ^ 

Purblind to poverty the worldling goes, 

And scarce sees rags an inch beyond his nose. 

But from a crowd can single out his grace, 

And cringe and creep to fools who strut in lace. Chwrehilk 
He would not with a peremptory tone. 

Assert the nose upon his face ids own ; 

With hesitation aidmirably slow. 

He humbly hopes, — ^presumes it may be so. 

^ Coipper, OonversatioTit 

OBSBEVAnON. 


To observations which ourselves we mahe. 

We grow more partial for th* observer's saie. Fope,3£,JS,i,lh 
Let observation, with extended view. 

Survey mankind from China to Peru ; 

Bemark each anxious toil, each eager strife. 

And watch the busy scenes of crowded life, 

Dr* Johnson^ Vamity of Stman Wtshec^ 1, 
OBSTINACT — see Fickleness, Vagabond* 

Tou may as well 

Forbid the sea for to obey the moon, 

As or, by oath remove, or counsel shake. 

The fabric of his folly. Sh. Wint T. i. 3. 


Fools are stubborn in their way. 

As coins are harden’d by ih’ allay ; 

And obstinfK^’s ne’er so stifT 

As when ’tis m a wrong belief. Butler^ 3, ii, 481* 

OCEAN. 


Others m^ use the ocean as their road. 

Only the Fnglish make it their abode ; 

Whose ready sails, with every wind can fly. 

And make cov’nant with the mconstant sky. Waller. 

Ocean I thou dreadfrd and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man. 

Wide opening and loud roaring still for more ! 

Too faithful mirror I how dost thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human life I Toung, iV. 21 

How happy they. 

Who, from the toil and tumult of their lives. 

Steal to look down where nought but ocean strives ! 

Byron, leland^ U. 1 
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OCIiAN — cmtmmd. 

on, ikou dark and deep blue Ocean-^roU ! 

Ten thousand jfleets sweep over thee in vain ; 

Man marks the earth with ruin— his control^ 

Stops with the shore upon the watery plain 
The wrecks are all thy deeds, nor doth remain 
A shadow of man's ravage, save his own. 

When, for a moment, lite a drop of rain, 

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan, 

Without a grave, unknell'd, uncoffin'd, and unknown. 

Byroiiii Ch, H. it. 179. 
Lovely seem'd any object that should sweep 
Away the vast, salt, dread, eternal deep. Byron^ B, *7*. ii. 103. 
Oh ! how he listened to the rushing deep. 

That ne'er till now so broke upon Ins sleep , 

And his wild spirit wilder wishes sent, 

Bous'd by the roar of his own element I Byron, Corsair, 8. 
Thou glorious mirror, where th' Almighty's form 
Glasses itself in tempests, in all time, 

Calm or convulsed, in breeze, or gale, or storm. 

Icing the pole, or in the torrid cmue. 

Dark-heaving : — ^boundless, endless, and sublime. 

The image of eternity, the throne 

Of th' Invisible ; even from out thy slime 

The monsters of the deep are made ; each zone 

Obeys thee ; thou goest forth, dread, fathomless, alone. 

And I have loved thee. Ocean ! and my joy 

Of youthftil sports was on thy breast to be 

Borne, like thy bubbles, onward. Byron, Ch. K. iv. 183. 

Thou glorious sea I more pleasing far 

When all thy waters are at rest. 

And noonday sun or midnight star 
Is shining on thy waveless breast 
Yet is the very tempest dear, 

Whose mighty voice but tells of thee ; 

Bor wild or calm, or far or near, 

1 love thee still, thou glorious sea ! Mrs, HemuTis. 

ODD FIXLOWS. 

How, by two-headed Janus, 

Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her toe : 

Some that will evermore poop through their eyes. 

And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper ; 

And other of such vinegar aspect. 

That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile. 

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. Sh, M, of V, 1 . 1 
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ODDS. 

But one against a multitude 

Ts more tmui mortal can maJce good. Butler, JEud, 1, Hi, 78. 


07FEN0E, O'F'F'ESiynSd — see Cause and EfiEeot. EzcTilpatioxL 
Well you know, we of tli* offending side 
Must keep aloof from strict arbitrs^ent ; 

And stop all sigbt-boles, every loop, from whence 

The eye of reason may pry in upon us. Sh. Sen, TV, 1, rv. 1. 


In such a time as this, it is not meet 

That every nice offence should bear its comment. 

All’s not offence that in discretion finds, 

And dotage terms so. Sh, Lear, xi. 4 


My offence is rank, it smells to heaven. 8h, Ham, iii. 8. 

Harsh words, though pertinent, uncouth appear ; 

Hone please the fancy who offend the ear. 

Garth, Dispensary, iv. 204. 
At every trifle scorn to take offence ; ^ 

That always shows great pride, or little sense. Fqpe,JS!,C,S86, 
Be not too ready to condemn 

The wrongs thy brothers may have done ; ; 

Ere ye too harshly censure them 

For human faults, ask — “ Have I none ?” Eliza Cook. 


OFFICE — see Ambition, Favour, Patronage. 

You, yourself 

Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm . 

To sell and mart your offices for gold 
To undeservers. Sh. JuL 0. iv. 2. 

To hold a place 

In council, which was once esteem’d a honour. 

And a reward for virtue, hath quite lost 
Lustre and reputation, and is made 

A mercenary purchase. Massinger, 


Here and there some stem, high patriot stood. 

Who could not get the place for wmch he sued. 

Byron, 2>. J, xin. 70. 

ODD KOfE-^see Age, Care 
The careful cold hath nipt my rugged rind. 

And in my face deep furrows eld hath plmht ; 

My head besprent with hoary frost I 

And by mine eye the crow his claw doth wright ; 

Delight is laid abed, and pleasure past ; 

Ho sun now shines, clouds have all over-cast. Spenser, 
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OLD AGE — continued. 

Tkougli I look old, yet I am strong and lusty ; 

For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rehellious liquors in my blood ; 

Nor did not with unbashhil forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility ; 

Therefore my ago is as a lusty winter, 

Frosty, but Hndly. SA. As Y. L. ii. 8. 

Let me not live, quoth he, 

After my flame lacks oil, to be the snuff 

Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses 

AL but new thiuffs disdain : whose judgments are 

Mere fathers of meir garments : whoso constancies 

Expire before their fashions. Sk. AlVs W. i. 2. 

Though now this gr^ed face of mine be hid 

In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow. 

And all the conduits of my blood froze up ; 

Yet hath my night of life some memory. 

My wasting lamp some fading glimmer left. 

My dTill deaf ears a little use to hear : 

All these old witnesses (I cannot err) 

Tell me, thou art my son Antipholus. Bh. Com, Br, v. 1. 

I have not that alacrity of spirit 

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. Bh, Bio. m, v. 3. 


*Tis our fast intent 

To shake all cares and business from our age. 

Conferring them on younger strengths, wlme we 
Unburden d crawl toward death. Bh, Lear^ 1. 1. 


Beshrew my jealousy I 
It seems it is as proper to our age 
To oast beyond ourselves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger sort 

To lack discretion. Bh, Mam, ii. 1 


Here is one that wishes to live longer ; 

Feels not his gout, nor palsy ; fei^s himself 
by scores of years ; flatters his age 
With oonfldent belying, with hopes he may 
AVith charms, like .Eson, have his youth restored : 

And with those thoughts so battens, as if fate 

Would be as easily cheated on as he. Ben Jonson, 

We yet may see the old man in a morning, 

Lusty as h^th, come ruddy to the fleld. 

And there pursue the chace, as if he meant 

To overtake time, and bring back youth again. Otway ^ Orph, 
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OU) ABiE —continued. 

In age to wish, for youth is ftiU as vain 

As for a youth to turn a child again. Denhay^> 

These are tho effects of doting age, — 

Vain doubts, and idle cares, and over-caution. *SV . 

Old age, a second child, by nature curs’d 
With more and greater evils than tho first. 

Weak, sickly, ftill of pains ; in ev’ry breath 
. Hailing at life, and yet afraid of death. ChurcTiill^ Goiham, 1. 
When men once reach their autumn, sickly joys 
Fall off apace, as yellow* leaves from trees. 

At every httle breath misfortune blows ; 

Till left q*oite naked of their happiness. 

In the chill blasts of winter they expire. 

This is the common lot. Yomg. 

Age should fly concourse, cover in retreat 
Defects of jud^ent, and the will subdue ; 

Walk thoughtM on the silent, solemn shon* 

Of that vast ocean it must sail so soon. Young, 

My days are in the yellow leaf ; 

I The flowers and fruits of love are gone 5 
' The worm, the canker, and the grief, 

\ Are mine alone. ^ Byron. 

-* There is an order 

Of mortals on the earth, who do become 
Old in their youth, and die ere middle age. Byron, 

The owl shriek’d at thy birth, an evil sign 
The night-crow cried, foreboding luckless time ; 

Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempests shook down trees ; 

The raven rook'd her on the chimney’s top. 

And chatt’ring pies in dismal discords sung. Slu flf. VI. 8, v. 6. 
The death-bell thrice was heard to ring, 

^ aSrial voice was heard to call ; ^ 

And tiiirioe the raven flapp’d Ids ■wing, 

Around ihe towers of Oumnor Hall, MickU. 

OPIinAIIVEKESS— Oonoeit. 

Nothing’s so perverse in nature 

As a profound opinionator. Butler^ Miscel* ^Lhoughte, 

Opiniators natu^^y differ 

From other men ; as wooden legs are stiffer 

Than those of pliant joints, to yield and bow. 

Which way soever they’re design’d to go. Butler^ ZA 
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OPINIOlf — see Argnment. 

Opinion’s but a fool, tliat makes ns scan 

Tie outward habit by the inward man. 8h^ Perie, ij 2. 

Opinion, the blind goddess of fools, foe 
To the virtuous, the only friend to 

Undeserving persons. Qliapman, Widoio*8 Tears. 

Opinion governs all mankind. 

Like the bliud’s leading of the blind ; 

!For he that has no eyes in head. 

Must be b* a dog glad to be led, 

And no beasts have so little in ’em 

As that inhuTnan brute, opinion. Sutler*, MisceL Thoughts* 

We all, my lords, have err’d, 

Men may, I find, be honest, though they differ. 

Tho7nso7i, Tancred and Sigismunda, n. 4 
He lov’d his kind, but sought the love of few. 

And valued old opinions more than new. Park£enjami7if{ Am.) 

How much there is self-will would do, 

Were it not for the dire dismay 

That bids ye shrink, as ye suddenly think 

Of “ what will my neighbours say P” JEUza CooJc. 

Opinion ! which on crutches walks. 

And sounds the words another talks. Llogd, The Poet, 66. 

0PP0BT1TNIIY see Activity, Decision, Promptitude, Temptation 

I find my zenith doth depend upon 

A most auspicious star ; whose infiuence 

If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 

Will ever after droop, Sh. Temp. i. 2. 

How oft the sight of moons to do ill deeds* 

Make deeds ill done. Sh. K. John, xv. 2. 

The means that heav’n yields must bo embrac’d, 

And not nefflected ; else, if heaven would. 

And we will not heaven’s offer, we reftise. 

The proffer’d means of succour and redress. Sh. Ric. n iii. 2. 

; A little fire is quickly trodden out ; 

I Which, being suffered, rivers cannot quench. Sh. if. r/. 3.IV.8. 

Our hands arc full of business : let’s away ; 

Advantage feeds them fat, while men delay. Ih. S. Tv, 1, m. 2. 

1 Who seeks, and wiU not take when once *tis offer'd, 

\8hall never find it more. Sh. Ant. Chop. ii. 
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OPPOaiTTNITT — OEATOBT. 

OPPOBTOTITT—wn^rnfftwI. 

O opportunity ! thy guilt is great t 

*Tis thou that execut^st the traitor’s treason ; 

Thou sett’st the wolf where he the lamb may get ; 

Whoever plots the sin, thou point’st the season ; 

*Tis thou that spum’st at right, at law, at reason. 

. Sk. Rape of Lucrecet 126. 

Opportunity to statesmen, is like 
Heat to chemists ; it perfects the work. 

Suckling, Rrennoraltt 
Accursed opportunity, 

That work’st our thoughts into desires ; desires 
To resolutions ; and these being ripe and quicken’d, 

Thou giv’st them birth, and bring’ st them forth to action. 

Denham, Sophy, 

Thou strong seducer. Opportunity I 

Of womankind, half are undone by thee. D>yd. Conq, Gran. 
Miss not the occasion ; by the forelock take 
, That subtle power, the never-halting time, 

. Lest a mere moment’s putting off should make 
Mischance almost as heavy as a crime. Wordmorth, 

(XPPBBSSION— Aggression, Conduct, Compassion, Tyranny. 

Press not a falling man too far ; *tis virtue : 

His faults lie open to the laws ; let them, 

Hot you, correct them. Sh. Hen. vm. m. 2, 

Hear this, ye senates, hear this truth sublime, 

He who allows oppression, shares tibe crime. 

Darwin, Dotanieal Moniton 
O£ATOBY~«s 0 Argument, Oouns^ SLoquenoe, Bhetorio. 

Thence to the famous orators repair, 

Those ancients, whose resistless eloquence 
Wielded at will that fierce democracy. 

Shook the arsenal, and fulmined over Greece, 

To Macedon, and Artaxerxes* throne. Milton, P. B. tv. 267. 

And *tis remarkable, that they. 

Talk most, who have the least to say. 

Your dainty speakers have Hie curse. 

To plead their causes down to worse ; 

As dames, who native beauty want, 

Still uglier look, the more they paint Prior, Alma^ n. 

Grac’d as thou art with all thepow'r of words. 

So known, so honor’d, at the House of Lords. 

Pope, Im. of Horace, Hp. 1, vi. 48 
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VBJLTQiRY—cofttinued. 

So quick the words too, when he deign’d to speak, 

As u each syllable would break its neck. JPeter Pindar. 
His speech was a fine sample^ on the whole, 

Of rhetoric, which the learn'd call “ rigmarole.” 

JBsfion, D. J. 1. 17 

Proud of his ‘ hear hims,* proud too of his vote 
And last virginity of oratory. 

Proud of his learning (just enough to quote). 

He reveird in his Ciceronian glory : 

With mem’ry excellent to get by rote, 

With wit to hatch a pun or tell a story. 

Grac’d with some merit and with more effrontery, 

* country’s pride,’ he came down to the country. 

OBJDECEKt. 

The heavens themselves, the planets, and this centre, 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 

Insisture, course, proportion, season, form. 

Office, and custom, in all line of order. 8h. Troil. ^ Ores. i. 8. 

All things within it 
Are so digested, fitted, and compos’d. 

As it shows wit had married order. JSen Jonson. 

Order is heav’n’s first law ; and this confess’d, 

Some are, and must be, neater than the rest, 

More rich, more wise ; but who infers from hence 
That such are happier, shocks all common sense. 

Pope, P. M. IV. 49. 

Where order in variety we see, 

And where, though all things differ, all agree. Ib. W. JBhr. Ifi. 
Order, thou eye of action I wanting thee, 

Wisdom w^orks hoodwink’d in perplexity ; 

Entangled reason trips at every pace. 

And truth, bespotted, puts on error’s face. Aaron 
OBIGINAL snr. 

Drudgery and knowledge are of a kin. 

And both descended from one parent sin. 

Butler, Satire on Oaming. 


OBHAUEKT— see Law, Beligion, Dress. 

Ornament is but the guilded shore 
To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 
Veiling an Indian beauiw ;* in a word. 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 

To entrap the w’isest JW.qfV. iii. 2 

SirThos Hanmorioada: Dotidj/. 
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OEN AMENT — OUTLAW. 


OEHAMENT — eon(mite(L 
The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 

Lql law, what plea so tainted and corrupt, 

Bat, being season’d with a gracious voice, 

Obscures the show of evil P In Beligion, 

What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament P M qfV, ni. 2. 

Loveliness 

Heeds not the foreign aid of ornament. 

Bat is, when unadom’d adorn d the most. 

Thomson*^ Seasons^ Autumn^ lines 204i-6 

OETHOBOS:?— Clerical Stipend. 

He was of that stubborn crew 
Of errant saints, whom all men grant 
To be the true church militant : 

Such as do build their faith upon 
The holy text of pike and gun ; 

Decide all controversy by 
Infallible artillery ; 

And prove their doctrine orthodox 

By apostolic blows and knocks. Butler ^ Bud, 1, 1 . 192* 

What's orthodox, and true believing, 

Against a conscience P — a good living. Butler, Bud. ni. 1, 1273. 

OTTTCAST. 

He dies, sad outcast of each church and state, 

And harder still, flagitious, yet not great. Pope, 

OtnXAW. 

He that is drunken 

Is outlawed by himself; all kind of iL 
Did with his liquor slide into his veins. 

Herbert^ Temple of the Ohureh Poreh, Si 
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PeatlL 

All delights are vain : hut that most vain, 

Which, with pain purchased, doth inherit pain. 

JSL L. L. X. I. L 

Paan pays the income of each precious thing. 

Sh. jS. of Luo. 48. 
Sense of pleasure we may well 
Spare out of life perhaps, and not repme, 

But live content, which is the calmest life : 

But pain is perfect misery, the worst 
Of evils, and excessive, overtums 

All patience. HdLlton^ JP. L. i. 459. 

The generous heart 

Should scorn a pleasure which gives others pain. Thomson. 

Large bounties to bestow we wish in vain, 

But all may shun the guilt of giving pain. Sawnah More. 

Pain, thou sole perfect thing to earth assign’d, 

^ The body take, but spare, oh, spare the nund ! 

Wreck’d on thy rocks, or on thy billows tost, 

Oh, save the compass, though the bark be lost ! 

Here reason’s self not without fear presides, 

And, like the needle, trembles while she guides. Cottvn. 

Again the play of pain 
Shoots o’er his features as the sudden gust 
Crisps the reluctant lake, that lay so calm 
Beneath the moxmtain shadow. Byron. 

FjSJNTEB, PAnmNa— Art. 

Dost thou love pictures P we will fetch thee straight 
Adonis painted by a running brook ; 

And Oytherea all in sedges hid ; 

Which seem to move and wanton with her breath, 

Even as the waving sedges play with wind. 

8h. Tarn. 8. act iz. Introduction, 
Painiing is welcome ! 

The painting is almost the natural man ; 

For since dishonour trafics with man’s nature. 

He is but outside ; pencil’d figures are 

Even such as they give out. 8h. Timon, 1. 1 

A flattering painter who made it his care. 

To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are. 

Goldsmith, BetaUaHon, 6A 



ISO PiXEWBBfi — ^PAE3)OK. 

PAXEZnESS^M^j! Xove. 

A cheek, whose bloom 
Was as a mockeiy of the tomb. 

Whose tints as gently sunk away 

As a departing rainbow’s ray. Byron^ Briaoner qfChillcn, 
PAPEE MOITET. 

Bless’d paper credit 1 last and best supply I 
That lends corruption lighter wings to fly ; 

Gold imp’d by thee can compass hardest things, 

Can pocket states, can fetch or carry kings : 

A single leaf shall waft an army o’er, 

Or sMp off senates to some distant shore : 

A leaf, like Sybil’s, scatter to and fro 

Our fates and fortunes, as the winds shall blow. 

Bojpe, M. M III. 39 . 

PAEAIXEL. 

None but himself can be his parallel. 

Tkeohaldf Double falsehood, 

PABASHE. 

live loath’d and long ; 

Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites. 

Courteous destroyers, affable wmves, meek bears. 

You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time-flies, 
C^-and-knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks ! 

Or man, and beast, the infinite malady 

Crust you quite o’er. Sh, Timon. iii. 6. 

PAEDOIf— Mercy. 

I do think that you might pardon him, 

And neither Heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy. 

8h, M.for M, ii. 2, 

The prince that pardons 
The first affront offered to majesty. 

Invites a second, rendering that power 

Subjects should tremble at, contemptible. Massinffer, 

When by a pardon'd murd’rer blood is spilt, 

The judge that pardon’d hath the greatest giiilt. 

Denham^ On Justice^ 81 
Can you formve the sallies of my passion P 
• For I have been to blame ; oh ! much to blame ; 

Have said such words, nay, done such actions too, 

Base as I am, that my awd conscious soul 
Sinks in my breast ; nor dare I lift an eye 
On him I nave offended. Dryden, Broil, ^ Creu* 
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PABEKTAi APPKOTIOir — PABBITTS. 

F^parCAL AFKECnON, PAKEHTS— «>* Daughter, niiiM 

Unreasonable creatures feed their young : 

^ough m^*s face be fearftd to their eyes, 

Yet , in protection of their tender ones, 

Wh o hath not seen them (even with those winM 
Which sometimes they have used with fearful mght) 

Make war with him that climb’d imto their nest. 

Offering their own lives in their young’s defence P 

SL Men, rz. 3, ii. 2 

ilonour thy parents to prolong thine end ; 

With them, though for a truth, do not contend : 

Though all should truth defend, do thou lose rather 
The truth awhile, than lose their love for ever ; 

Whoever makes his father’s heart to bleed. 

Shall have a child that will revenge the deed. JEtandol^h, 
Fathers their children, and themselves abuse ; 

That wealth, a husband, for their daughters choose. 

Shirley , School qf Compliments. 
I know how far a daughter owes obedience : 

But duty has a bound, like other empires ; 

It reaches but to life. For all beyond it 
Is the dominion of another world, 

Where you have no command. Dry den, Love triumphant. 

Parents, to their offspring blind. 

Consult not parts, nor turn of mind ; 

But, ev’n in infancgr, decree, 

What this, what t’ other son shall be. Cay, Fahle 14, part 2. 
Vidgar parents cannot stamp their race, 

With signatures of such majestic grace. Pope, Odyssey, iv. 75. 
Me let the tender office long engage 
To rook the cradle of reposmg age : 

With lenient arts extend a mother’s breath. 

Make languor smile, and smooth the bed of death. P<^e, 
With joy the parent loves to trace 
Eesembknce m his children’s face ; 

And as he forms their docile youlh 
To walk the steady paths of truth. 

Observes them shooting into men, 

And lives in them life o’er again. Lhyd, Arcadia, tx< 

While active sons, with eager flame, 

Catch virtue at their fathers name; 

When full of glory, ftiU of age, ^ 

The parent quits this buByLjSiCge, 
vWhat in the sons wojm$^ admire, 

Calls to new life thSnonour’d sire. TJ/ryd, Aroadia, ti 
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P APT.TATMTiriff T 

Britain, cliangeful as a cliilJ at play, 

I^ow calls m princes, and now turns away ; 

IN'ow TVTiig, now Tory, what we lov’d we hate ; 
jSTow all for pleasure, now for Church or State ; 

1 ^'ow for Prerogative, and now for Laws ; 

BfTects unhappy 1 &om a noble cause. 

Popef Inut ofHor* 2 , i. 165 

PASSOK see Clergymazu 

Thera goes tho parson, oh illustrious spark 1 
And there, scarce less illustrious, goes the clerk 

Qowper, on some names of little note, 
PABTINCh— Adieu, Farewell, 0ood-xught, Love. 

What ! gone without a word? 

Ay, so true love should do : it cannot speaik ; 

For truth hath better deeds, than words, to grace it. 

SL Ttoo G, II. 2 . 

Portia, adieu ! I have too griev’d a heart 
To take a tedious leave. Sh, M. qf Yen, ii. 7, 

His eye being big with tears. 

Taming his face, he put his hand behind him, 

And with afection wondrous sensible. 

He wrung Bassanio’s hand 5 and so they parted. Ih, 11. 8, 

Ev’n thus two friends condemn’d 

Embrace and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves, 

Leather a hundred times to part than die. 8 h,Hen, vi. 2, 

If I depart from thee, I cannot live ; 

And in thy sight to die, what were it else 
But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap P 
To die by thee were but to die in jest ; 

From thee to die were torture more than death. Ih, ni, 2 . 

Whether we shall meet again, I know not, 

Therefore our everlasting farewell take : — 

For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius I 
If we do meet again, why we shall smUe ; 

If not, why then this parting was well rnaAe. SA, Jul, C. v, 1, 

So long 

As he could make me with tms eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he md keep 
The deck, with glove,^r hal^ or handkerchief 
Stm waving, as the fite'Snd. stirs of his mind 
Could best egress how slowlus^Qul sail’d on. 

How swift his ship. Sk. Cipmh, r. 4 
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PABTIKG — continued, 

*Tis almost morning, I would Kaye tKee gone ; 

And yet no fartKer than a wanton’s bird; 

That lets it hop a little from her hand. 

Like a poor prisoner in its twisted gyves, 

And with a silk thread plucks it ba^ again, 

So loving-jealous of his liberty. Sh, Bom, ii. 2. 

Tarewell ! God knows when we shall meet a^ain. 

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my vems, 

That almost jfreezes up the heat of life. Sh, Bom. iv. 3. 
And so, without more circumstance at all, 

I hold it dt, that we shake hands and part : 

You, as your business and desire shall point you. 

For eveiy man hath business and desire. 

Such as it IS, — and for my own poor part. 

Look you, I will go pray. Sh. Sam. i. 6. 

My eyes won’t lose the sight of thee. 

But languish after thine, and ache with gazing. Otway ^ Veii.Br. 
In taking leave. 

Thro’ the dark lashes of her darting eyes 
Methought she shot her soul at ev’ry glance. 

Still loo^g back, as if she had a mind 

That you should know she left her soul behind. Lee, Theod. 

My heart unmov’d can noise and horror bear, 

Parting from you is all the death I fear. Dryden, Ind. JSmp. 
I part with thee 

As wretches that are doubtful of hereafter, 

Part witii their lives ; unwilling, loath and feardil. 

And trembling at fiiturity. Bovje, Tamerlane. 

Oh, had be ever lov’d, he would have thought 
The worst of tortures bliss, to silent parting. Cil>ber,0<Ba.injE}g. 
One kind kiss before we part. 

Drop a tear and bid adieu ; 

Though we sever, my/ond heart 

Till we meet shall pant for you. JDodaley, The BarUng Xiet. 
Didst thou say, part P — 0, where is resolution P 
Where now the steadfast purpose of my soul, 

Which, at thy lov’d command, hath arm’d my heart P 
Sunk into tremblings, into sighs and tears, 

I cannot bear the trial. Savard, Begvlme 

With thee, my bark, I’ll swiftly go. 

Athwart the foaming brine, 

Nor care what land thou bear’st me to, 

So, not again to mine. Byron, Ch. Saar, 1, 13, Song, v, 10 

F T 
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^ABTING — ccntinued. 

For pleasures past I do not grieve, 

Nor perils gathering ne^ ; 

My greatest grief is that I leave 

No thing that claims a tear. Bi/ron,Qk JSar. 1. 13, 8ong^ w. 8. 
Tliey tell me 'tis decided ; yon depart : 

’Tis'wise, ’tis well, but not the less a pain ; 

I have no further claim on your young heart. 

Mine is the victim, and would be again ; 

To love too much has been the only art 
I used I write in haste, and if a stain 
Be on this sheet, *tis not what it appears, 

My eye-balls bum and throb, but have no tears. 

Byron, I). J- 1. 192. 

Thinkst thou that I could bear to part 

With thee, and learn to halve my heart? Byron,B.qf Alyd, 1. 

To know, to esteem, to love — and then to part, 

Makes up life’s tale to many a feeling heart ! 

Coleridge, On taking leave qf — , 1817. 
Our hands liave met, but not our hearts ; 

Our hands will never meet again, 

Friends, if we have ever been, 

Friends we cannot now remain : 

I only know I loved you once, 

I only know I loved m vain. 

Our hands have met, but not our hearts ; 

Our hands will never meet again I Hood, False Friend, 
Enough, that we are parted — ^that there i*olls 
A flood of headlong fate between our souls, 

\A*hose darkness severs me as wide from thee 

As hell from heaven, to all eternity ! Moore, Balia Boohh, 

With all my soul, then let us part, 

Since both are anxious to be free ; 

And I will send you home your heart. 

If you will send back mine to me I Moore, 

PASSIOK— Choler, Hobbies, Independence. 

Take heed lest by your heat you bum yourselves. 

Sh, Hen. VI. 2, V. 1. 

Passions are likened best to floods and streams ; 

. The shallow murmur, but the deep are dumb : 

So when aflections yield discourse, it seems 
The bottom is but shallow whence they come. 

They t^t are rich in words must needs discover, 

.■» Tliey are but poor in that which makes a lover. Sit* W. Raleigh. 
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P ASSIOK — eontinmd. 

If passion work like a Lot-rein*d Lorse, 

Twill quickly tire itself. ^ Massinger, 

Passions without power. 

Like seas against a rook, but lose their fury. Denham^ Sophg 
When headstrong passion gets the reins of reason, 

The force of nature, like too strong a galo, 

For want of ballast, oversets the vessel. Bigqons. Qen, Cono, 
^ ^ ifealted souls 

Have passions in proportion violent, 

Itesistless, and tormenting : they *re a tax 
Impos’d by nature on pre-eminence ; 

And fortitude and wisdom must support them ZillOf Blmerich, 
Like mig:hty rivers, with resistless force 
The passions rage, obstructed in their course, 

Swell to new heights, forbidden paths explore. 

And drown those virtues which they fed before. Pope. 
Search then the ruKng passion ; there alone 
The wild are constant, and the cunning known ; 

The fool consistent, and the false sincere : 

Priests, princes, women, no dissemblers here. Ib. M. JS. 1 . 174 . 


What dreadful havoc in the human breast 
The passions make, when, unconjSned and mad. 

They burst, unguided by the mental eye. 

The light of reason, which, in various ways, 

Points them to good, or turns them back from ill ! Thomson, 
Never yet, since the proud selfish race 
Of men began to jar, did passion give. 

Nor can it ever give, a right decision. Thomson, 

O ye cold heai’ted, frozen, formalists ! 

On suoli a theme, ’tis impious to be calm ; 

Passion is reason, transport temper, here. Young^ JY. T. iv. 
While passions glow, the heart, like heated steel. 

Takes each impression, and is worked at pleasure. IbJBusir.iT, 
He*s generous, grateful, affable, and brave ; 

But then he knows no limit to his passion ; 

The tempest-beaten bark is not so toss’d 

As is his reason, when those winds arise. Young, 

His soul, like bark with rudder lost, 

On passion’s changeful tide was tost ; 

Nor vice nor virtue had the power 
Beyond th’ impression of the hour ; 

And O, whpn passion rules,, how rare 

.The hours that fall to virtue’s share 1 Scott, 'Rolceby, v. 23 

r F 2 
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PASSION— 

A nifrlit of fretful passion may consume 
All that fcliou hast of beauty’s gentle bloom, 

And one distemper’d hour of sordid fear 

Erint on. thy brow the wrinkles of a year. Shendan 

0 how the passions, insolent and strong, 

Bear our weak minds their rapid course along ; 

Make us the madness of their will obey ; 

Then die, and leave us to our griefs a prey ! Crahhe* 

Alas ! too well, too well they know. 

The pain, the penitence, the woe 
That passion brings down on the best, 

The wisest and the loveliest. Moore, Loves of the Angels, 
FATIENGE— sfd Advice, Cowardice, Love. 

I do oppose 

My patience to lus fury ; and am arm’d 
To suiFor, with a quietness of spirit. 

The very tyranny and rage of his. 8h. M* of Yen, iv. 1. 
Oomo what, come may : 

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day. 75. JfeTacft .1.3. 
What cannot be preserv’d, "when fortune takes, 

Patience her injury a mockery makes. 

The robb’d that smiles, steals something from the thief ; 

He robs himself tliat spends a bootless grief. 8h. 0th, i. 3. 
How poor are they, that have not patience ! 

What wound did ever heal, but by degrees ? 8h, 0th, ii. 3. 

0 gentle son, 

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 

Sprinkle cool patience. Sh, Sem, ni. 4. 

Patience, my lord, why ’t is the soul of peace ; 

Of aU the virtues ’t is nearest kin to heaven ; 

It makes men look like gods : The best of men 
That e’er wore earth about hi-m was a sufferer, 

A soft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil spirit, 

The first true gentleman that ever breathed. DeJeher^jSon, Wh, 
Patience is more oft the exercise 
Of saints, the trial of their fortitude. 

Making them each his Orni deliverer, 

And victor over all 

That tyranny or fortune can inflict MLlton, 8am, Ag, 1287.. 

Patience I preach it to the winds, 

To roaring seas, or raging fires ! the knaves 
That teach it, laugh at you when you believe 'em. 

Otwag, Orphan 
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PATlEirCIE — cmitinued. 

Patience in cowards is tame liopeless fear ; 

But in brave minds, a scorn of what they bear. 

jB. Howard^ Indian Queen 
Patience is the virtue of an ass, 

That trots beneath his burden, and is quiet. 

Lansdoujnef Meroio Ijove* 
Preach patience to the sea, when jarring winds 
Throw up her swelling billows to the shy ! 

And if your reasons mitigate her fury, 

My soul will be as calm. JET. Smithy Frinoess of Parma, 
E’en the best must own, 

Patience and resignation are the pillars 
Of human peace on earth. Younr/, N. T, 

PATBIOTISM— Bravery, Coemtry, Freedom, Home, Hope. 

Judge me not ungentle. 

Of manners rude, and insolent of speech, 

If, when the public safety is in question, 

My zeal flows warm and eager from my tongue. Fotoe, J.Shure, 
What pity is it 

That we can die but once to serve our country I Addison, 
Statesman, yet friend to truth ! of sOul sincere. 

In action faithful, and in honour clear j 
Who broke no promise, seiwod no private end, 

Who gain’d no title, and who lost no friend ; 

EnnoWed by himself, by all approv'd. 

And prais’d, unonvied by the muse he lov’d. Pope,M,JE. v.67. 
*Tis not indulging private inclination, 

Or selfish passions, that sustams the world, 

And lends its rulers grace ; no, ’tis not then 
That glory springs, and high immortal deeds : 

The public good, the good of others, still 

Must boar lend nature down, in him who dares 

Aspire to worthy rule ; imperious honour 

Still, o’er the most distinguish’d, lords it most. Thomson* 

In this rank age 

Much is the patriot’s weeding hand required. 

The toils of law (which dark insidious men 
Have cumbrous added to perplex the truth, 

And lengthen simple justice into trade) ; 

How glorious wore the days that saw those broke. 

And every m fl-n within the reach of right ! lb. Winter, 382. 
' A people 

Who cannot find in their own proper force 

*1 heir own protection, are not worth the saving. Ih, Cor, in. 2« 
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To figM, 

In a just cause, and for our country’s glory, 

Is the host office of the best of men ; 

And to decline it when these motives urge, 

Is iniamy beneath a coward’s baseness. JECava/rd, EegxduH 
Our country’s welfare is our first concern, 

And who promotes that best— best proves his duty. 75 
The age of virtuous politics is past, 

And we are deep in that of cold pretence. 

Patriots are grown too shrewd to be sincere, 

And we too wise to trust them. Cowpdr, Tashi v. 493. 

Prance at our doors, he sees no danger nigh, 

But heaves for Turkey’s woes th’ impartial sigh, 

A steady patriot of the world alone, 

Tlie friend of every country but his own 

Canning, iVfiwJ Morality {Anii- Jacobin), 
Who dies in vain 

Upon his eoxmtry’s war-fields and within 
The shadow of her altars P Feeble heart ! 

I tell thee that the voice of patriot blood, 

Thus pour’d for faith and freedom, hath a tone 

Which fix)m the night of ages, from the gulf 

Of death, shall burst and make its high appeal 

Sound unto earth and heaven ! Mt's, Semana 

Finn-paoed and slow, a horrid front they form, 

StDl as the breeze, but dreadM as the storm ; 

Low murmuring sounds along their banners fly, 

Eevenge or death— the watchword and reply, 

Then peal’d the notes, omnipotent to charm. 

And the loud tocsin toll’d their last alarm. Campbell, PLofS, 
*Tis home-felt pleasure prompts the patriot’s sigh, 

This makes him wish to live, and dare to die. 75. 

Give me the death of those 
Who for their country die ; 

And 0 be mine like their repose, ^ 

When cold and low they lie 1 Jas, Montgomery, TPf^nd of StoUz* 
Then said the mother to her son, t 

\nd pointed to his shield ; — 

Come with it, when the battle’s done, 

Or on it, from the fleld.” Robert Montgomery, 

True patriots we, for be it understood. 

We left our country for our country’s good. 

Barrington, {The Pichpoekei,) N, 8, Walee 
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PATBIOTISlff — eonftntied. 

'^Wlien a patriot falls, must lie fall in the battle. 

Where the cannon’s loud roar is his only death-rattle P 
There’s a warfare where none but the morally brave 
Stjmd nobly and fir^y, their country to save. 

’Tis the war of opinion, where few can be found. 

On the mountain of principle, guarding the ground, 

With vigilant eyes ever watching the foes 
Who are prowlmg around them, and aiming their blows. 
PATEEENT. * Mvs. Dana, 

He is well paid, that is well satisfied. 87b. M. of Ten. iv. 1. 
Base is the slave that pays. Sh. Hen. v. ij, 1. 

PEACE. 

A peace is of the nature of a conquest ; 

Bor then both parties nobly are subdued. 

And neither pa^y loser. 81i. Hen. iv. 2, iv. 2. 

In peace, there’s nothing so becomes a man, 

As modest stillness, and humility. Sh. Hen. V, m. 1* 

Ay ; but give me worship and quietness, 

I lihe it better than a dangerous honour. 8h. Hen. VI. 3, iv. 3. 

Th^ humbly sue unto your excellence. 

To have a godly peace concluded of, — 

To stop efiusion of our Christian blood. Sh. Hen. vi. 1, v. 1. 

Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York ; 

And an the clouds, that lower’d on our house. 

In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. Sh. Mich. in. i. 1, 

I, in this weak piping time of peace. 

Have no delight to pass away the time. 

Unless to see my shadow in the sun. Sh. Bich. in. 1. 1. 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage, 

Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace i 
’’lis death to me, to be at enmify ; 

I hate it, and desire all good men’s love. Sib. Bieh. Ill, ii. 1. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To silent envions tongues, fle just and fear not ; 

Let all the ends thou aim'st at bo thy country’s, 

Xhy God’s, and truth’s. Sh. Hen.vili. m. A 
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PEACE — eonfwued. 

Peace Ixatli her victories, 

1^0 less renowned than war. Milton^ Sonnet 1^ 

ITie trenchant blade, Toledo trusty, 

For want of fighting?, was grown rusty, 

And ate into itself, for lack 

Of somebody to hew and hack. Butler, Sud, 1, i. 69. 

0 beauteous peace I 

Sweet union of a state ! what else but thou 
Gives safety, strength, and glory to a people v 

Thomson, Tancred. ii. 4 
Oh, Peace ! thou source, and soul of social life ; 

Beneath whose calm inspiring influence. 

Science hm views enlarges, art refines, 

And swelling commerce opens aU her ports ; 

Blest be the man divine, who gives us thee ! 

Thomson, Britannia^ 

O Peace ! the fairest child of heaven, 

To whom the sylvan reign was given ; 

The vale, the fountain, and the grove. 

With every softer scone of love : 

Beturn, sweet peace ! and cheer the weeping swain ; 

Eetum, with ease and pleasure in thy train Thomson. 

Peace is the happy, natural state of man ; 

War is corruption, — ^his disgrace. Thomson, 

That prince, and that alone, is truly great. 

Who draws the sword reluctant, gladly sheathes. Yoimg, N^T. 

Long peace, I find, 

But nurses dangerous humours up to strength, 

Licence and wanton rage, which war alone 

Gan purge away. Mallet, Musta^ha, 

Peace courts his hand, hut spreads her charms in vain ; 

“ Think nothing gain’d,” he cries, “ till nought remain.’* 

Br. Johnson, Vanity of Siiman Wishes, 201. 
And when the sword has made a solitude. 

That you proclaim a peace. Murphy, Zenohia, iv. 

Oh I there were hours when thrilling joy repaid 
A long, long course of darkness, doubts, and lears — 

The heartsick faintness of the hope delay’d. 

The waste, the woes, the bloodshed, and the tears, 

That track’d with terror twenty rolling years. 

Scott, Lord of the Tsles. 
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KBAOE — PEASiLlST, PEASANTBl. 

PEACE —eonliiwett. 

Men Me unhappy when they know not how 
To value peace, without its loss ; 

And from the want leam how to use 
What they could so ill manage when enjoy’d. 

^ , Sir It, Moward, Blind Ladv, 

W ouid you taste the tranquil scene P 
Bo suxe your bosoms lie serene : 

Devoid of hate, devoid of strife, 

Devoid of that poisons life ; 

And much it Vails you, m their place. 

To graft the love ot human race. Shenstone, 

Bravo minds, howe*er at war, are secret friends. 

Their generous discord with the battle ends ; 

In p eaco they wonder whence dissension rose. 

And ask how souls so like could e*er be foes. l^ckelL 

Mark 1 where Ms carnage and his conquest cease I 
He makes a solitude, ana calls it peace. Bp'on^ Bi\ofA'b. ii.20. 

Were half the power that fills the world with terror, 

Were half the world bestow’d on camps and courts, 

Given to redeem the human mind from error. 

There were no need of arsenals and foi*ts I Longfellow, Boems, 

The hand of peace is frank and warm, 

And soft as ringdove’s wing. 

And he who queUs an angry thought 

Is greater than a king. Bliza Cooh> 

PEAEL. 

A pearl may in a toad’s head dwell, 

And may be found too in an oyster shell. 

Bung an, Ajpology for his Book, 
PEASANT, PEASANTET— 505 Coiml^ Life. 

Ill fares the land, to hast’ning ills a prey. 

Where wealth accumulates, and men decay ; 

Princes and lords m^ flourish, or may fade ; 

A breath can make them, as a breath lias made 
But a bold peasantiy, their country’s pride, 

When once destroyed, can never be supplied. 

Golds^nitk, Deserted Tillage, fil. 
Cheerful, at mom, he wakes from short repose, 

Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes. Tb. Traveller, 

At night returning, ev’ry labour sped, 

He sits him down the monarch of a shed. Ih, Traveller 
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PEDAJTTRY--^ Log^o. 

Pedantry is but a com, or wart, 

Bred iu the skin of judgment^ sense, and art ; 

A stupefied excrescence, like a wen. 

Fed by tbe peccant Lumours of leam*d men. 

That never grows from natural defects 
01 downright and untutor’d intefieots. 

But from Sie over-curious and vain 

Distempers of an artificial brain. Butler , Sat. n 

The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 

With loads of learned lumber in his head. 

With his own tongue still edifies his ears, 

And always listenmg to himself appears. Bope, E. Q. 612. 

Pursuit of fame with pedants fills our schools, 

And into coxcombs burnishes our fools. Young. 

Brimful of learning, see that pedant stride, 

Bristling with horrid Greek, and puffed with pride I 
A thousand authors he in vain has read, 

And with their maxims stufi** d liis empty head ; 

And thinks that without Aristotle’s rule, 

Beason is blind, and common sense a fool ! Boileau. 

PEDICiBEJS'-ff^ Aaoestry, Authenticity, Birth, Descent, Honour. 
The sap which at the root is bred 
In trees, though all the boughs is spread; 

But virtues which in parents shine, 

Make not like progress through the line. Waller ^toZelindat 13. 

I^obler is a limited command 
Given by the love of all your native land. 

Than a successive title, long and dark, 

Drawn from the mouldy roUs of Noah’s ark. 

Drvden, Absalom and Achitophel, i. 298. 
He stands for fame on his forefathers’ feet. 

By heraldry proved valiant or discreet I Yoimg. 

What boots it on the lineal tree to trace. 

Through many a branch, the founders of our race — 
Time-honoured chiefs — ^if, in their right, we give 
A loose tc vice, and like low villains five P Qifford 

Authors, Critics, Writing. 

I want curses for those migh^ shoals 
Of scribbling Chloris’s, and Phyllis’ fools ; 

Those oafs should be restrain’d during their lives 
From pen and ink, as madmen ore from knives. 

Di'yden, Epilogue to Troilus and Oressida* 
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PEN — continued 

Tlie imLappy man wlio once has trail’d a pen. 

Lives not to please himself, bnt other men ; 

Is always drudging, wastes his life and blood. 

Yet only eats and drinks what you thbik ^od. 

Dryden^ ProL to Lees Qmscvr Borgia^ 
No otlier use of paper thou should' st make 
Than carrying loads and reams upon back : 

Carry vast burdens till thy shoulders shrink, 

But curst bo he that gives thoe pen and ink : 

Such dangerous weapons should be kept from fools, 

As nurses from their children keep edged tools. 

Dorset, to Ed. Soward on his Plays, 
Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink, 

So may he cease to write, and learn to think. 

Prior, to a Person voho wrote ill. 
Oh! Nature’s noblest gift— my grey goose quill : 

Slave of my thoughts, obedient to my will, 

Tom ftom thy parent bird to form a pen. 

That mighty instrument of little men 1 

Byron, English Bards and Scotch Eevtewers^ 6. 

In days of yore, the poet’s pen 
From wing of bird was plunder’d. 

Perhaps of goose, but now and then, 

From Jove’s own eagle sunder’d. 

But now, metallic pens disclose 
Alone the poet’s numbers ; 

In iron inspiration glows, 

Or with the poet slumbers. John Quincy Adams. 

Beneath the rule of men entirely great, 

The pen is mightier than the sword. Ld.Lytton, Bichelieu, ii.2i 

PENITENCE— Bepentance. 

Death is deferred, and penitence has room 

To mitigate, if not reverse the doom. Dryden. 

He hung his head — each nobler aim, 

And hope, and feeling, which had slept 
From boyhood’s hour, that instant came 
Fresh o’er him, and he wept— -he wept ! 

Blest tears of soul-felt penitence 1 
In whose benign, redeeming flow 
Is felt the first, the only sense 

Of guiltless joy that gcSlt may know. Thos. Moors, 



PBITTAMBTEH — PEEFBCTIOW . 


^4 

V^EJSrrMBSISE^aee Hexameter. 

In ilie hexameter rises the formtain’s silvery colmnn ; 

In the pentameter aye falling in meloc^ back. 

Coleridge, The uvidtan Elegiac Metre, 
PEOPLE —sc$ Mob) Popalairity, Public Voicoi Eabble, 

And what the people but a herd confus’d, 

A miscellaneous rabble, who extol 

Tilings vulgar, and, well weigh'd, scarce worth the praise f 
Ihoy praise, and they admire, they know not what, 

And know not whom, but as one leads the other ; 

And what delight to be by such extoU’d, 

To hve upon Iheir tongues, and be their talk, 

Of whom to be disprais’d wore no small praise P 

MiHoju P, P. III. 49 

The people sweat not for their king’s delight, 

T* enrich a pinip, or raise a parasite ; 

Theirs is the toil ; and ho who well has served 
His country, has his country’s wealth deserved, 

Eryden^ Stgismonda and Caucardo, 583. 
** God save the king and kings, 

Pot if he don’t, I doubt if men will longer ; — 

I think I hear a little bird, who sings 
The people by and bye will be the stronger : 

The veriest jade will wince whose harness wrings 
So much into the raw as quite to wroug her 
Beyond the rules of posting,— and the mob 
At last fall sick of imitating Job. Byron, JD, eT*. vni. 60. 
PEEEECnOH— 896 Excess, Man, Supererogatiion. 

All, that hfe can rate, 

Worth name of life, in thee hath estimate ; 

Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, virtue, all 

That liappiness and piide can happy call. 8h. AlVs W, ii, 1. 

Compare her face with some that I shall show, 

And it will make thee think thy swan a crow. Sh, Eom» i. 2. 
One fairer than my love ! the all-seeing sun 
He'er saw her match, since first the world begun. 1 . 2. 

There’s no such thing in nature, and you’U draw, 

A faultless monster whicli the world ne’er saw. 

Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham, Essay on Poetry, 
To those who know thee not, no words can paint ! 

And those who know thee, know all words are famt I 

Hannah More, Sensibility, 
Nature, in her productions slow, aspires, 

By just degrees to reach perfection s height. 

Somemile, Chase, 1 , 



PEEILS — ^PEESEVEBAITCB. 


4 ^ 


P'BBILS’-fed Duelling. 

How many perils do enfold 

The righteous man to maJke him daily fall. Sjpensan 

But there are human natures so allied 
Unto the savage love of enterprise, 

That tiioy will seek for peril as a pleasure. Byron, 

perjubt. 


At lovers* perjuries, 
They say, Jove laughs. 


Sh, Bom. II. 2. 


And hast thou sworn on eveiw slight pretence, 

Till perjuries are common as bad pence. 

While thousands, careless of the damning sin. 

Kiss the book's outside, who ne'er look within P 
PEBSlCimOir. :Expoaula£on, 286. 


Ripe persecution 
Wnose nascence 


, like the plant 
Mocha boasted, 


Some bitter fruit produced, whose worth 
' Was never known till roasted. Cotton 

PEBSEVKEtARGE— Diligence, Industry. 

Perseverance, dear my lord. 

Keeps honour bri^t. ^ To have done, is to hang 

Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 

In monumental mockery* Sh, Troll* m. 3* 


By time and counsel, do the best we can, 

Th* event is never in the power of man. JTerrich^ Aph, 304. 
Attempt the end, and never stand to doubt ; 

Nothing’s so hard, but search will find it out. i7>. Aph. 247. 
In war or peace, who his gireat purpose yields, 

Ho is the only villain of this world : ^ 

But he who labours firm and gains his point. 

Be what it will, wliich crowns him with success. 

He is the son of fortune and of fame ; 

By those admir’d, those specious villains most, 

Tmt else had bellow’d out reproach against hm. 

Thomson, Agamemnon* 
The man who consecrates his hours 
By vig’rous effort, and an honest aim. 

At once he draws the sting of life and death ; 

He walks with nature ; and her paths are peace. Young^N.T*2* 


The dropmng shower 

Scoops the rough rock, TTie plough’s attemper’d share 
Decays ; and thick pressure of the crowd 
Incessant passing, wears the stone-pav’d street. 

Lucretius, (Good) x, 314 
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lB1SBS'S7V&J^(jE-^ooniinued 
But witli some folks, *tis lakour lost to strive, 

A reasouing mule will neitker lead nor drive. 

MaUett, JEpilogue to The Brothers 
Perseverance is a Eomau virtue, 

That wins each godlike act, and plucks success 
Ev*n from the spear-proof crest of rugged danger. 

Pay goodly heed all ye who read, 

And beware of saying, I can*t, 

*Tis a cowardly word, and apt to lead 

To idleness, folly and want. Eliza Cook 

Stick to your aim ; the mongreTs hold wiQ slip. 

But only crow-bars loose the bu]l-dog*s lip ; 

Small as he looks, the jaw that never yields 
Drags down the bellowing monarch of the fields. 

O. W. Holmes^ {Am.) 

PEBSTTASlOIir— Eloquence. 

There is a way of T\*inning, more bv love, 

And urging of the modesty, than fear ; 

Force works on servile natures, not the free. Ben Jonson, 
Yet hold it more humane, more heav’nly, first. 

By winning words, to conquer ^ illing hearts, 

And make persuasion do the work of fear. Milton,P.B>i,%%X. 
PEBVEBSEIirESS — see Obstmaoy. 

The slave of arrogance and pride. 

He has no hearing on the prudent side ; 

His still refiited quirks he still repeats, 

New-rais*d objections with new quibbles meets ; 

Till, sinking in the quicksand he defends, 

He dies, disputing, and the contest ends. Cowper, 

PETITIONS. 

When maidens sue 

Men give like gods ; but when they weep and kneel. 

All their petitions are as freely theirs, 

As they themselves would owe them. 8h. M.for M. i. 6 
Petitions not sweetened 
With gold, are but unsavoury ; oft refused ; 

Or, if received, are pocketed, not read. 

Massinger 9 Emperor of the East 

peteaech. 

Petrarch I when we that name repeat, 

Its musdo seems to fall 

lake distant bqlls, soft-voio*d and swe«fc, 

Bat sorrowM withal ; — 
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PBTEABOH — PHIIOSOPHEES, PHILOSOPHY. 

PSTEAHCH — continued. 

That broken heart of lore !— that life 
Of tenderness and tears ! 

So weak on earth, — in earthly strife. — 

So strong in holier spheres ! Lord Houghton, 

PHTTICOAT CWVEENiaaSTT. 

“Petticoat Influence is a great r^roach, 

Which e*en those who obey would fain be thought 
To fljr from, as from hungry pikes a roach ; 

JBut since beneath it upon earth we*re brought 
By various joltings of hfo’s hackney coach, 

I for one venerate a petticoat — 

A garment of a mystical sublimity, 

No matter whether russet, silk, or dimity. Bgront xiv.26. 
PETTIFOeaEBS. 

Your pettifoggers, damn their souls, 

Share with iSmves in clieating fools. Hud, 2, i. 616. 

PHUOSOPHEBS, PHILOSOPHY— « c Hncwledge. 

I pray thee peace ; I will be flesh and blood I 
For there was never yet philosopher 
That could endure the tooth-ache patiently ; 

However they have writ the style of gods. 

And made a pish at chance and suflerance. Bh. M, Ado, v. 1. 
How charming is divine Philosophy ! 

Not harsh and crabbed, as dull fools suppose, 

But musical as is Apollo’s lute. 

And a peipetual feast of nectar’d sweets, 

Where no crude surfeit reigns. MiUon, Comus, 476. 

Your great philosophers delight to stretch 
Their talents most at things beyond their reach. 

And proudly think t’ unriddle every cause, 

That nature uses, by their own bye-laws. Butler^ Bat. r. 
Besides^ he was a shrewd philosopher. 

And had read evoiw text and gloss over. 

Whatever the crabbed’st author saith 
He understood b’implicit faith : 

Wliatever sceptic could inquire for ; 

For ev*ry why he had a wherefore. Butler, Hud. i. 127. 

In la^ afjwithv let stoics boast 

Their virtue ni*d ; ‘ ’tis* fix’d as in a frost, 

Contracted all', retiring to the breast ; 

But strength 6f mind is exercise, not rest ; 

The rising tempest puts in act the soul, 

Parts it may ravage, but preserves the whole. Pope,JE. M'.ii.lOI . 
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PHILOSOPHY, PHILOSOPHEEtS— 

Tutored by tbee, bcnce Poetry exalts 
Her voice to ages ; and informs tbo page 
WitL. music, image, sentiment, and tkougbt, 

JS'ever to die I tLe treasures of mankind 1 
Their higliest honour, and their truest i<y I 
Without thee, what were unenlighton'a Man P 

Thomson, Summer, 1752 
Philosophy consists not 
In airy schemes, or idle speculations : 

The rme and conduct of sill social life 
Is her great providence. TIiomson, Coriol, 

Much learned dust 

Involves the combatants, each claiming truth. 

And truth disclaiming both. And thus they spend 
The httle wick of life’s poor shallow lamp. 

In playing tricks with nature, giving laws 
To distant worlds, and tnding m their own. 

Such was the rigid Zeno’s plan Coviper, Tosh, iii. 161. 
To form his philosophic man ; 

Such were the modes he taught mankind 
To weed the garden of the mind : 

They tore away some weeds, *tis true, 

But all the flow’rs were ravish’d too ! Thos> Moore. 

Philosophy will clip an angeFs wings, 

Conquer all mysteries by rule and line : 

Empty the haunted air and gnomed mine — 

Unweave a rainbow. KeaU. 

Ton brag, methinks, somewhat too much of lato, 

Of your hunp-lit philosophy. One bite 
Of a mad cat — (no more tlian kills a tailor, ) 

Will put an end to’t, and your dreams together. 

Bamr^ CormealU 

Divine Philosophy I by whose pure light 
We drst distinguish, then pursue the right ; 

Thy power the oreast from eve:^ error frees. 

And weeds out all its vices by degrees. Gifford {Juvenal)^ 
Sublime Philosophy ! 

Thou art the patriarch’s ladder, reaching heaven, 

And bright with beckoning angels ; but, alas I 
We see thee, like the patriarch, but in dreams, 

By the first step, dull slumbering on the earth. 

Buhoer Litton Btrhelieu 
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PHLEGhlCATIC. 

A man whoso blood 

Is very snow-broth. SA. M.for M. i, 5. 

Cold as the turkies coffin*d up in crust. Shirley/, The Sisterim 
PEBENOLOGY. 

*Tis stranp how like a very dunce, 

Man — ^witn his bumps upon his sconce. 

Has lived so long, and yet no knowledge he 
Has had, till lately, of phrenology-— 

A science that by simple dint of 
Head-combing he should find a hint of, 

When scratching o’er those little pole-hills. 

The faculties throw up like mole-hiUs. Hood^ {Craniolog^,) 
We may know by the head on Cupid’s seal, 

What impression the heart will take j 

If shallow the head, oh ! how soon we feel 

WThat a poor impression ’twill make. Thos. Moore^ 

Ho more need we fly the bright glances 

Whence Cupid shot arrows of yore ; 

To skulls let us hmit our fancies. 

And love by the bumps we explore I 
Oh, now we can tell in a minute 
What fate will be ours when we wed ; 

The heart has no passion within it 

That is not engraved on the head. Literary Gazette,. 

PHYSIC, PHYSICIAHS— Doctors, Medicine. 

Throw physio to the dogs. I’ll none of it. Sh, Mach, v. 3. 
I do remember an apothecary, — 

And hereabouts ho dwells, — ^whom late I noted 
In tatter’d weeds, with overwhelms g brows, 

Culling of simples ; meagre were his looks, 

Sharp misery liad worn him to the bones, Sli, Bom. v. 1. 
A wise physician, skill’d our wounds to heal, 

Is more than armies to the public w^eal. JPox>e, Iliad, xi. CGO. 
This is the way physicians mend or end us, 

Seoundem artem : — ^but although we sneer 
In health — ^when ill, we call them to attend us, 

Without the least propensity to jeer, Byron, JD. J* x. 42. 
PHYSIOGHOMY-«£0 Pace. 

Your face, my Thane, is as a book, where men 

May read strange matters. Sh. Mach. i. 6. 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fao’d loon I 

Where got’st thou that goose look ? A’A. Mach, v. 3. 

G a 
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PHTsioeiroMT — PUT. 


BHYSI0GN0Mr~(»«i I 
Jtt Tain we fondly strir'' to trace 
The soul’s reflection in the face ; 

In Tain we dwell on lines and crosses, 

Crooked mouth, or short proboscis ; 

Boobies hare look’d as wise and bright 
As Plato, or the Stagyrite ; 

And many a sage and learned skull 

Has peepM through windows dark and dull. l%os. 

PIOSPOOKEIS. 

“ These beer shops,” quoth Barnabas, speaking in alt, 

** Arc ruinous -down with the growers of malt !” 

“ Too true,” anowers Ben, with a shake of the head, 

** Wherever they congregate, honesty’s dead. 

Tliat beer breeds dishonesty causes no wonder, 

'Tis nurtured in crime — ’tis concocted in plunder ; 

In Kent, while surrounded by flourishing crops, 

I saw a rogue picking a pocket of hops.” James Smith, 

PIETY— Devotion, EeUgion. 

Why should not piety be made, 

As well as equity, a trade, 

And men got money by devotion, 

As well as making of a motion ; 

B’ allowed to pray upon conditions, 

As well as suitors in petitions ; 

And in a congregation pray, 

Ho less than a chanCory, for pay P Butler, Mxsch Thoughts, 

True piety is cheerful as the day, 

Will wc%ep indeed, and heave a pitying groan 

Por others’ woes, but smiles upon her own. Cotoper, 

Some feelings are to mortals given 

With less of earth in them than heaven. Scott, Lady, ii. 22. 

PIGMIES. 

Pigmies are pignues still, though perched on Alps, 

And pyramids are pyramids in vales. Young, N, T, vi. 309, 

PHpEanro. 

Small habits well pursued betimes 

May reach the dignity of crimes. BLannah Moore, Bas Bleu, 

Pm. 

See, a pin is there, 

A pin a day will fetch a groat a year. King, Art ofCoolcery, 404, 
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PITY— Charity, Compassion, Mercy, 
liow sometimes nature will betray its folly, 

Its toudomess 1 and make itself a pastime 

To harder bosoms. S/i, Wlnt, T. i. 2. 

law of God or man : 

IN ’ 0 beast so fierce, but knows some tou( 3 h of pity./S7i. i,2; 

Pity is the virtue of the law, 

And none but tyrants use it cruelly. Sh, Timon, iii. 6, 

'J ake heed of pity : pity hath undone 
Thousands of gentle natures in our sex ; 

For pity is sworn servant unto love ; 

And this bo sure, wherever it begin 

To make the way, it lets the master in. Daniel. 

They would your virgin soul to pity move. 

And pity may at last be chang’d to love. 

JPoiJ^rel, Fortunate Complaint. 
3hty*s akin to love ; and every thought 
Of that soft kind is welcome to my soul. 

Soil theme, Oroonoko, n. 1, 
A generous warmth onens the hero’s soul, 

And soft compassion nows whore courage dwells. 

Ch. Johieon, Medaa. 

The generous heart, 

Should scorn a pleasure which gives others pain. 

Thomson, Sopkonisha, T. 2. 

No radiant pearl which crested fortune wears, 

No gem that, twinkling, hangs from beauty^ s ears. 

Not the bright stars which night^s blue arch adorn. 

Nor rising suns that gild iho vernal mom, 

Shine with such lustre as the tear that troaks 

For others’ woe down virtue's manly cheeks. Darmn. 

Soft pity never leaves the gentle breast 

Where love has been received a welcome guest. Sheridan^ 

\VTiat gem hath dropp’d, and sparkles o’er his chain, 

The tear most sacred, shed for others* pain. 

That starts at once, bright, clear, from pity’s mine, 

Already polish’d by the hand divine. Byron. 

The tmly brave are soft of heart and eyes, 

And feel for what their duty bids them do. Byron, Doge, v. 2. 

Q G 2 
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PEACE— »LAT, PIATBBS. 


0 place and greatness I millions of false eyes 
Are stuck upon thee ; volumes of reports 
Eun with these false and most contrarious quests 
Upon thy doings : thousand 'scapes of wit 
M^e thee the father of their idle dreams. 

And rack thee in their fancies. * Sh, M.for M. iv. L 

To hold a place 

In council, which was once esteem'd an honour, 

And a reward for virtue, hath quite lost 
Lustre and reputation, and is made 

A mercenary purchase. Mamnge}\ 

PLAaiABISK 

The world’s as fuU of curious wit 
Which those, that father, never writ, 

As 'tis of hahtai'ds, which the sot 
And cuckold owns, that ne’er begot. 

Butler^ Sat. on Blagiaries^ 7. 
Next, o'er his books his eyes began to roll. 

In pleasing memoiy of all he stole. 

How here he sipp'd, how there he plunder’d snug, 

And suck’d all o’er, like an industrious bug. Pojge^ Dune. 127. 

3?LAainss. 

AH those plagues which earth and air had brooded 
First on inferior creatures tried their force. 

And last they seized on man. Lee and jDryihni. 

PLAY, FLAYERS— see Actors, Age, Gambling. 

A strutting player, — whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth tliink it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
'Twixt his stretched footing and the scaflbldago. SIi. Troil i.3 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he should weep for herP Wliat would he do, 

Had he the motive and the cue for passion 

That I have P He would drown the stage with tears. 

And cleave the general ear with homd speech ; 

Make mad the^ guiliy, and appal tbe free, 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze, indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and ears. Sh. Sam, ii. 2. 

In play, ^ere are two pleasures for your choosing, 

The one is winning, and the other losing. Byron^ D, J, xiv. 12 
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PLEASITfra, PLEASTTEE. 

f LEASING, PLEASTTBE — sae Extremes, Holidays, Home. 

All doliglits are vain ; but that most vain. 

Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inhorit pain. 

S/i. Lovers L, L. 1. 1, 

Pleasure and revenge 

Have ears more deaf than adders, to the voice 

Of any true decision. Sh» Troll, ii. 2. 

8hort is the course of every lawless pleasure ; 

Grief, like a shade, on all its footsteps waits, 

Scarce visible in joy's meridian height, 

But downwards, as its blaze declining speeds, 

The dwarfish shadow to a giant spreads. Mntoru 

Approach love's awful throne by just degrees. 

And if thou would'st be happy, learn to please. 

Prior, Solomon, ii. 266. 
Pleasure, or wrong or rightly understood, 

Our greatest evil, or our greatest good. Pojpe, B, M. ii. 91. 

Gnmov'd though witlings sneer, and rivals rail ; 

Studious to please, yet not asham'd to fail. 

Johnson, Prologue to the Tragedg of Irene,. 
Hot even pleasure to excess is good : 

What most elates, then sinks the soul as low : 

When springtide joy pours in with cemious fiood. 

The higher stiU the exultmg billows now. 

And further back again they flagging go, 

And leave us grov’lmg on the dreary Store. 

Thomson, Castle of Indolence, I. 63. 
Death treads in pleasure's footsteps round the world. 

When pleasure treads the paths which reason shuns. 

Yoimg, N, T. v. 863. 

Whatever the motive, pleasure is the mark : 

For her the black assassin draws his sword ; 

For her dark statesmen trim their midnight lamp ; 

For her the saint abstains, the miser starves ; 

The stoic proud, for pleasure, pleasure scorns ; 

For her affliction’s daughters grief indulge. 

And find, or hope, a luxury in tears ; — 

For her, guilt, shame, toil, danger, we defy. Young, JY, T, 
A man of pleasure is a man of pains. Young, H, T, Tin. 793 
All pleasures are like poppies spread. 

You seize the flower, its bloona is shed ; 

Or like the snow falls on the river, 

A moment wliite— then melts for ever. Bums, Tam O'Sh. 69. 
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PLEASirra, piiEAStruB — plough. 


PIBASING, PLEASUEE— , 

Mit vritli TOtir grave desi^s a little pleasure ; 

Each day of business has its hour of leisure. 

^ Hicharcl Letter v. m Ifason 8 Life of Gi ay. 
The youth, who bathes in pleasure’s limpid streams, 

At well judg’d intervals, feels all Ms soul 
Kerv’d with recruited strength ; but if too oft 
He swims in sportive mazes through the flood, 

It chills his languid virtue. ^ ^ ^ JV. Masini. 

Though sages may pour out their wisdom s treasure, 

There is no sterner moralist than pleasure. 

The evaporation of a joyous day 

Is like the last glass of cliampagne, without 

The foam which made its vmgin bumper gay ; 

Or like a system coupled witli a doubt ; 

Or like a soda bottle when its spray 
Has sparkled and let half its spirit out : 

Or hke a billow left by storms behind, 

Without tlie animation of the wind. Byron, D. J. xvi. J. 

Pleasure tliat comes unlook’d for is thrice welcome. , 

Boyers, Italy, {Intej'view.) 

PLEDGE— Toasts. 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, 

And I yill pledge mth mine ; 

Or leave a kiss but in the cup, ^ ^ m m 

Andl’llnot look for wine. BenJonson, The Forest. To Celia. 

PLODDING. , ^ 

Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save base authority from otliers books. 8h. Love s L. L. i. U 

Some stupid, plodding, money-loving wight, 

Who wins their hearts by knowmg black from u hite. I oung. 

PLOTS. 

0 think what anxious moments pass between 
The birth of plots, and their last fatal periods I 
0 ’tis a cheadful interval of time, 

Pill’d up with horror all, and big with death. 

PLOUGH. 

In ancient times, the sacred plough employed 
The kings, and awfiil fathers of mankind : 

And some, with whom compared your insect-tnbes 
Are but the beings of a summer’s day. 

Have held the scale of empire, ruled the storm 
Of mighty war ; then, with unwearied hand. 

Disdaining little delicacies, seized o ea 

The plough, and greatly independent hved, Thomson, o». 


Addison* 
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PLOUGH— eoutimud. 

He that by the plough vrould tlinyo, 

Himself must either hold or drive. Franklin, Way to Wealths 
POEMS, POETBY, POETS — see Imagination, Milton, Shakespeare. 

1 \rould the gods had made thee poetical. &1u As Y, L, iii 3. 
I had rather be a kitten, and cry mew, 

Thau one of these same metre ballad-mongers : 

J had rather hear a brazen canstick turn’d, 

Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree ; 

And that would sot my teeth nothing on edge, 

Hothing so much as mincing poetry ; 

'Tis like the forc’d gait of a shuffling nag. SJi.IIea.iv, 2, in.l 

Those who write in rhyme still make 
The one Terse for the other’s sake ; 

And one for sense, and one for rhyme, 

I think’s sufficient at one time. Bailer, Hud, 2, i- 23. 

It is not poetry that makes men poor ; 

For few do write that were not so before. 

And those that have writ best, had they been rich. 

Had ne’er been seized with a poetic itch j 
Had loved their ease too well to take the pains 
To undergo that drudgery of brains j 
But being for all other trades unfit. 

Only t* avoid being idle set ujp wit. Bailer, MisceL Thoughts. 

As wine, that with its own weight runs, is best, 

And counted much more noble than the press’d. 

So is that poetry, whose generous strains 

Flow without servile study, art, or pains. Ih. Misr. Thoughts, 

"Who first found out that curse, 

T’ imprison and confine his thoughts in verse. 

To hang so dull a clog upon the wit, 

And make his reason to his rhyme submit. Butler, 

Though poets may of inspiration boast. 

Their rage, ill-govcmcd, m the clouds is lost. Waller, 

Poets lose half the praise they should have got. 

Could it bo known wliat they disci octly blot. Waller, 

Illustrious acts high raptures do infuse, 

And every conqueror creates a muse. ii. Pan, on Cromwell, 

Thespis, the first professor of our art. 

At country wakes sung ballads from a cart. 

Bryden, Prol, to Lee^s Sojpkonisha, 
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P033MS, POETBY, POETS — continued. 

Poor slaves in metro, dull and addle-pated, 

WIlo rhyme below e'en David’s psalms translated. 

JDrvden, Absalom and Achitophel, Ti, 402 
AltliougTi heaven made him poor, with reverence speaking. 
He never was a poet of God’s making : 

The midwife laid her hand on his thick skull. 

With this prophetic blessing — ^Bo thou dull ; 

Drink, swear, and roar, forbear no lewd delight 

Pit for thy bulk ; do anything but write. Bryden^ lb* ii. 473 . 

Pame from science, not from fortune, draws. 

So poetry, which is in Oxford made 
An art, in London only is a trade. 

There haughty dunces, whose unlearned pen 
Could ne’er spell grammar, would be reading men. 

Such build their poems the Lucretian way 5 
So many huddled atoms make a play ; 

And if they hit in order by some chance, 

They call that nature, wliich is ignorance, 

Dry den ^ BroL dehneredat Ojfordt 27. 
Of those few fools, who with ill stars are curst, 

Sure scribbling fools, call’d poets, fare the worst ; 

Por they 're a set of fools which fortune makes, 

And after she has made them fools, forsakes. Congreve* 
Pegasus, a nearer way to take, 

May boldly deviate from the common track. 

Prom vulgar bounds with brave disorder part. 

And snatch a grace beyond the reach of art. Pype,-&.C.i.l60. 
Where’er yon find “ the cooling western breeze,” 

In the next line, it “ whispers Imrongh the trees 
If crystal streams "with pleasing murmurs creep,” 

The reader’s threaten’d (not in vam) with " sleep.” Ib* 349 . 
True ease in writing comes from art, not chance. 

As those move easiest who have learned to dance. 

'Tis not enough no harshness gives offence ; 

The sound must seem an echo to the sense. 

Soft is the strain when zephyr gently blows. 

And the smooth stream in smoother numbers flows ; 

But when loud surges lash the sounding shore, 

The hoarse rough verse should like the torrent roar. 

When Ajax stnves some rock’s vast weight to tlmow, 

The line too labours, and the words move slow ; 

Not so, when swift Camilla scours the plain, 
flies o’er th* unbending com, and skims along the 

Poye, JS. C* II. 36L 
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mus, POEISY, POKTO —wniinued^ 

What woful stuff this madrigal would be, 

In some starved hactney sonnettoer, or me P 
But let a lord once own the happy lines, 

How the wit brightens ! how the style refines I Pope, j®*. (7.418. 
The dog-star r^es I nay, ’tis past a doubt, 

All Bedlam or !&nassus is let out ; 

Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 

They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 

Pope, Sjp. to Arhuthnotf 8. 

Is there a parson much bemused in beer, 

A maudlin poetess, a rhyming peer, 

A clerk foredoomed his father’s soul to cross. 

Who pens a stanza when he should engross P 
All fly to Twit’nam, and in humble strain. 

Apply to mo to keep them mad or vain. 

As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 

I lisped in numbers, for the numbers came. 

Curs’d be the verse, how well soe*er it flow. 

That tends to make one worthy man my foe, 

Give virtue scandal, innocence a fear, 

Or from the soft ey’d virgin steal a tear I 

lie who now to sense, now nonsense, leaning. 

Means not, but blunders round-about a meaning; 

And he whose fustian’s so sublimely bad. 

It is not poetry, but prose run mad : 

All these my modest satire bade translate, 

And own’d that nine such poets made a Tate. Pope, Ih, 185. 
Let en\ry howl, while heav’n’s whole chorus sings. 

And bark at honour not confer’d by kings ; 

Let flatt’ry, sick’ning, see the incense rise. 

Sweet to the world, and grateftil to the skies : 

Truth guards the poet, sanctifies the line, 

And ii^es immortal, verse as mean as mine. Pope, 

Ev’n copious Lryden wanted, or forgot, 

The last and greatest art, the art to olot. 

Pope, Imit. qf Hor. 2, 1. 280, 
Sages and chiefs long since had biith, 

Ere OfiBsar was, or ifewton nam’d ; 

These rais’d new empires o’er the earth,— 

And those, new heav ns and systems fram’d ; 

Vain was the chiefs’, the sages’ pride I 
They had no poet, and they died. 


Pope, P}* 15. 
Pope, Ib. 127. 

Pope, Ib, 284. 
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POEMS, POETEY, 'SOYZ^coniinmd, 

Studious he sate, with all his hooks around, 

Sinking from thought to thought, a vast profound ; 

Plunged for his sense, but found no bottom there ; 

Then wrote, and flounder’d on in mere despair. 

Caro in poetry must still be had, 

It asks discretion e’en in running mad. Pope* 

Now times are chang’d, and one poetic itch 
Has seiz’d the court and city, poor and rich • 

Sons, sires, and grandsires, ail will wear the bays, 

Out wives read Milton, and our daughters Plays ; 

To theatres and to rehearsals throng. 

And all our grace at table is a Song. 

Pope, Imif. ofHo}\ 2, i. iG9. 
Widely extensive is the poet’s aim. 

And in each verso he draws a bill on fame. 

Ladp innc/ielsett, to Pope* 

Then, rising with Aurora’s light, 

The Muse invok’d, sit down to write ; 

Blot out, correct, insert, refine, 

Enlarge, diminish, interline ; 

Be mindful, when invention fails. 

To scratch your head, and bite yoiu* nails. €wt/f, On Poetry, 85. 

A poem’s life and death dependeth still 

Not on the poet’s wits, but reader’s will. Alexander JBrome* 

Bead, meditate, reflect, giw wise— in vain ; 

Try every help, force Arc from every spark ; 

Yet shall you ne’er the poet’s power attain. 

If heaven ne’er stamp’a you with the muses’ mark. A, Sill* 

The bards, nor think too lightly that I mean 
Those little, piddling witlings, who o’erween 
Of their small parts, the Murphys of the stage, 

Ths Masons and the Whiteheads of the age, 

Who all in raptures their own works rohoarse, 

And drawl out measured prose, which they call verso. 

Churchill, Independence* 
When the mad fit comes on, I seize the pen 
Bough as they run, rapid thoughts set down. 

Bough as they run, discharge them on the town ; 

Hence rude, unfihish’d brats, before thoir time, 

Are bom into the idle world of rhyme, 

And the poor slattern muse is brought to bed, 

With all her imperfections on her \cieA*Qhurchlll,Goi\am, ii, 
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pother trades demand, verse-makers hee • 

A dedication is a woodpn incr v 

Therp Jo . 1 . o/ramf, 4. 

ijf *3 s/.'S‘r»S‘ ‘ 

Skdl d m the characters that form mankind. 


Cowpe)\ 

Peter Pindar^ 
Peter Pindar^ 


-W-- WPPUU iViiU lUI 

Oifwp^®^{ fear liege, depends 

A^or^^1^'^ Titliout his Homer f 
A tauor, vroollea-draper, or a comber P 

wHo printeth his poetic Bts, 

Into tl‘« pubhc s mouth his head conimits. 

pleasures tliat to verso belonir 
And doubly sweet a brotherhood in song. ' 

"'^fdswoSi, Coleii^ge. Southey 
^ecause Uie first is crazed beyond all hone . 

Ovid s a 1^0, as lialf his versos show him 
^Mroon s morals are a still worse samnle, 

5 ^*“H’J®®?«'’’oely lias a docent poem, " 

I don t think Sappho's Ode a good example 
W Wp^i^ I-OBmnus tolls us there is no hyn^, 

®®“‘® wings more ample • 

® pure, except that horrid one 

^*r !^®™osum Pastor Corydon." 

Lucretius irrehgion is too strong ^ 

T wholesome food ; 

Ai+^* thmkmg Juvenal was wrong, 

^though no doubt liis real intent was eood 
For speakmu out so plainly in his sX.® ' 

AnfH-btn ^ aownrjght rude ; 

10 all those nauseous epigrams of Martial f JByrou, 2). J. i. 42. 
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P0EM3, TOETEY, POETS~con/t«we^. 

ITotHiig so diffionlt as a beginning 
In poesy, unless perlx^s tbe end ; 

For oftentimes wnen Pegasus seems winning 
Tbe race, lie sprains a wing, and down wo tend, 

Like Lucifer, wlion burrd from lieaven for sinning. 

Our sin the same, and bard as bis to mend, 

Being pride, wbicb leads tbe mind to soar too far, 

Till our own weakness shows us wbat we are, Byr<m,D.J,iYA • 
All are not moralists, like Southey, when 
He prated to the world “ of ‘‘ Panti^ocrasv 
Or Wordsworth unexcised, unhired, wlio tlien 
Season'd his pedlar poems with democracy ; 

Or Coleridge, long before his flighty pen 
Lent to the Mornmg Post its aristocracy ; 

“When he and Southey, following the same path. 

Espoused two partners (milliners of Bath). 

Such names at pri*sent cut a convict figure, 

Tlie very Botany Bay in moral geography ; 

Their loyal treason, renogado vigour, 

Are goocl manure for their more bare biogiuphy. Tb. in. 93>9A 
When the sons of song descend to trade, 

Their hays are sere, then* former laurels fade. 

Let such forego the poet’s sacred name. 

Who rack their brains for lucre not for fame. 

Bp'otiy English Bards and Scotch Beviewers 

■Which deserves the laurel, rhymo or blank ? 

Which holds on Helicon the highest rank ? — 

Let squabbling critics by themselves dispute 

TMs point, as puzzling as a chancery suit. Byron, Hints from H* 

Though my lines should only line portmanteaus. 

Trade wiU be all the bettor for these cantos. Byron, B. J, 
Call it not vain : — ^they do not err. 

Who say, that, when the poet dies. 

Mute nature mourns her worshipper, 

And celebrates his obsequies ; 

Who say, tall cliff, and cavern lone, 

For the departed bard make moan ; 

That mountains weep in ciwstal lill ; 

That flowers in tears of balm distil ; 

Through his loved groves that breezes sigh, 

And oaks, in deeper groan, reply ; 

And rivers teach their rushing wave 

To murmur dirges round his grave. Scott, 'Lay y. 1, 



POEMS, POETET, POETS — POET LA.XrBEA.TB. 461 

POEBCS, P0ETBi7, POETS— 

ITe’er 

Was flattery lost on poet’s ear : 

A simple race ! tliey waste their toil 

For the vain tribute of a smile. 8cott, Lay^ iv. 32. 

When some mad hard sits down to muse 
About tlie lilies and the dews. 

The grassy vales and sloping lawns, 

Fairies and satyrs, nym^s and fawns, 

He’s ^t to think, he’s apt to swear, 

That Cfupid reigns not any where. 

Except in some sequester d village. 

Where peasants live on truth and tillage. 

That none are fair enough for witches 

But maids who frisk through dells and ditches, 

That dreams are tnuce as sweet as dances. 

That cities never breed romances, 

That beauty always keeps a cottage, 

And puriiy grows pale on pottage, ^raed^ Love at a Bout. 
Blessings be with them, and eternal praise, 

The poets who on earth have made us heirs 

Of truth, and pure delight, by heavenly lays. Wbrdmorth. 

Take the sweet poetry of life away. 

And what remains behind H Wordsworth. 

A pretty kind of— sort of -kind of thing, 

Hot much a verse, and poem none at alJ. 

ie/y/i Hunt, A Thought or (too* 
Poets are all who love, w’ho feel great truths 
And tell them ; and the truth of truths is love. Bailey, Best us. 

Poetry is itself a thing of G-od ; 

He made his prophets poets, and the more 
We feel of poesy, do w^e become 

Like God in love and iiower — ^undor makers. Bailey FeU t . 

With eyes of wonder the gay shelves behold. 

Poets, all rags alive, now clad in gold ; 

In life and death one common fate they share. 

And on their backs still all their riches w-ear. Anojs. 

VOWC lAXTBEATE. 

In twice five years the greatest living pOct,” 

Like to the champion in the fisty ring. 

Is called on to support his claim, or sho*\ it. 

Although ’tis an imagmary thing. 
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POET LAirEEA.TE — caniinwsd. 

Kvctt I —albeit Tiii sure I did not biow it, 

Nor souglit of foolsoa]^ subjects to be king. — 

Was Tockoned, a oousideramo time, 

The grand Napoleon of tlie realms of rhyme. 

Byrojit D, J. xi. 65. 

POLAJEt ATTBACXION. 

So turns ike faithful needle to the pole, 

Though mountains rise between, and oceans roU. Danoin, 

POLAE EXPEDITION. 

Ill faros the bark with trembling wretches charged. 

That, tost amid the floating fragments, moors 
Beneath the shelter of an icy isle. 

While night o’erwhelms the sea, and horror looks 
More horrible. Can human force endure 
The assembled mischiefs that besiege them round P 
Heart-gnawing hunger, fainting weariness, 

Tlie roar of winds and waves, the crush of ice. 

Now ceasing, now renewed with louder rage, 

And in dire echoes bellowing round the main. 

Thomson, Winter, lOOA 
Ah I whither now are fled 
Those dreams of greatness P those unsullied hopes 
Of happiness ? tliose longings after fame ? 

Those restless cares ? those busy bustling days P 
Those gay-spent, festive nights r those veering thoughts. 
Lost between good and iU, that shared thy life ? 

All now are vanished ! Virtue sole survives. 

Immortal never-failing friend of man, 

His guide to happiness on high. Thomson, Winter, 1033. 
POLEMICS. 

He could raise scruples dark and nice, 

And, after, solve ’em in a trice ; 

As if divinity had catch’d 

The itch on purpose to ho scratch’d. Butler, Hud, 

POLITENESS. 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyster wench. 8h Ric. //. i. 4. 
And when a lady’s in the case, 

You know all other thmgs give place. Ga^, Fahle i. 60. 

Study with care politeness, that must teach 
The modish forms of gesture and of speech j 
In vain formality, with matron mien 
And portness, apes her with familiar grin. 



4G3 


POIiITEyESS — POI.ITIClA-5rd, POLtTICa. 

POIilTEmSSS — fo w tm usd. 

They against nature for applauses strain, 

Distort themselves, and give all others pain. 

She moves with easy, tliomrh with measured pace, 

And shows no part of studv but the grace ; 

Yet e'en by this, man is biit half refined, 

Unless philosophy subdues the mind Siillijijfleet, 

POLITICIANS, POLITICS —see Ambition, Statesmen. 

Nothing’s more dull and negligent 
Than an old lazy government ; 

That knows no interest of state, 

But such as sorves a present strait, 

And to patch up, or sliift, will close, 

Or break alike, with friends or foes ; 

That runs behind hand, and has spent 
Its credit to the last extent ; 

And the first time ’tis at a loss. 

Has not one true friend, nor one cross. Bittle)\Misc. ThoughU, 
As politic as those, who, when the moon 
As bright and glorious in a river shone, 

Throw casting-nets, with equal cunning at her, 

To catch her with, and pull her out o' th* water. 

BiUleiTi JSlephant in the Moon. 
Avoid the politic, the factious fool, 

The busy, ouzzmg, talking, harden’d knave : 

The quaint smooth rogue, that sins against his reason, 

Calls saucy loud perdition public zeal, 

And mutiny the dictates or his spirit. Otwag, 

Dull rogues affect the politician’s part. 

And learn to nod. and smile, and shrug with art ; — 

Who nothing has to lose, the war bewails ; , 

And he, who nothing pays, at taxes rails. Congreve. 

Fearfully wise he shakos his empty head. 

And deads out empires as he deals out thread. C/iwrcAiZZ, Night. 
All would be deem’d, e’en from the cradle, fit 
To rule in politics, as well as wit ; 

The grave, the gay, the fopling, and the dunce, 

Start up (God bless us !) statesmen all at once ! Churchill 

A politician, Proteus-like, must alter 
His face and habit ; and, like water, seem 
Of the same colour that the vessel is 
That doth contain it, varying his form, 

With the chameleon, at each object’s change. .1/ 
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POIilTICIABfS, ^OLTn-CS'-^continued, 

Wliere village statesmen talk’d witli looks profound. 

And news mncli older tlian tlieir ale went round. 

Goldsmith, Deserted Village, 223 

POMP. 

Wliat is pomp, rule, reign, but eartb and dust ? 

And, live we now we can, yet die wo must. S/i. Hen. vi. 3, v. % 
POPE — see Satire 

If limbs unbroken, skin without a stain, 

Unwhipt, unblankoted, unkicked, unslain. 

That wretched little carcass you retain, 

The reason is not that the world wants eyes, 

But thou'rt so mean, they see, and they demise I 

Lady M, W, Montagu, Inut. of Hor. 1. 2, 

POPEEPi 

For as the pope, that keeps the gate 
Of heaven, wears three crowns of state ; 

So he that keeps the gate of hell. 

Proud Cerb’rus, wears three heads as well ; 

And, if the world has any troth. 

Some have been canoniz'd in both. Butler, Hud, 3, ii* 661. 
0 that the free would stamp the impious name 
Of Pope into the dust I or unite it there, 

So that this blot upon the page of fame 
Were as a serpent s path, wMch the light air 
Erases, and the flat sands close behind ! Shell y. 

JOPLAEt. 

The poplar there 

Shoots up its spire, and shakes its leaves i’ the sun 
Fantastical, while round its slender base 
JRambles the sweet-breathed woodbine. Ban'y Qornuoall. 
POPU LAEIT Y, POPHIiACE — see Mob, People. 

I love the people, 

But do not like to stage me to their eyes ; 

Though it do well, I do not relish well 
Their loud applause and aves vehement ; 

Nor do 1 think the man of safe discretion 

That docs aflbct it. 8h. M.for M. i. 1. 

You would have thought the very windows spake, 

So many greedy looks of young and old 

Through casements darted their desirmg eyes 

Upon his visage. Sh. Bic. n. y. 2 

An habitation giddy and unsure 

Hath he, that buildetlt on the vxdgar heart. Sh. Hen. ir. l,n.3 
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PqPTTLABITY, POPTTIACE-^fwt/^rf. 

Ev’ry wretck pining and pale before, 

Beliolding liim, plucks comfort from Ms looks ; 

A ki'gess universal, like the sun, 

His liberal eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold fear. Sh. Hen. v. Chorus 

O, he sits Mgh in all the people's hearts : 

And that, which would appear offence in us. 

His countenance, like richest alchymy, 

Will change to virtue, and to worfiiinAss. 8h. Jul. C. i. 3, 

Your affections are 

A sick man’s appetite, who desires most that 
WMch would mcrease Ms evil. He that depends 
Upon your favours, swims with fins of lead. 

And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye I Trust ye P 
With every minute you do change a mind ; 

And c^ Mm noble, that was now youw hate. 

Him vile, that was your garland. 8h. Coriol, i. 1. 

You common cry of curs I whose breath I hate 

As reek o’ the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 

As the dead carcasses of unburied men 

That do corrupt the air. 8h. Coriol. in. 3. 

Our slippery people, 

>V nose love is never link d to the deserver, 

Till Ms deserts are passed. S/i. A^f. ^ Cleojp. i. 2. 

The scum 

That rises upmost, when the nation boils Di^den, Don. Seh. 

Bare-headed, popularly low he bow’d, 

And paid the salutations of the crowd. Ib.Pal. ^Ar. in. 1965. 

I have no taste 

Of popular applause ; the noisy praise 
Of giddy crowds, as changeable as winds, 

St ill vehement, and still without a cause ; 

Servants to chance, and blowing in tJie tide 
swoln success ; but, veering with the ebb, 

Jt leaves the channel dry. Spanish Htiar. 

Almighty crowd ! thou shortenest all dispute. 

Powder is thy essence, wit tliy attribute ! 

Hor faith nor reason make thee at a stay, 

Tl«ou leapest o’er all eternal truths in thy Pindaric way. 

Dryden, MedaU 9L 

E E 
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rOPTriAEITY, POPTTIiACE— cowfwwe?. 

His joy concealed, he sets himself to slio\r, 

On each side bowing popularly low : 

His looks, his gestures, and his words he frames. 

And with familiar ease repeats their names. 

Thus formed by nature, furnished out with arts, 

He glides unfolt into their secret hearts. 

Dryderi) Absalom and Ach if ophel, i. 'isM 
Curse on his virtues ! theyVo undone his country. 

Such popular humanity is treason ! Adthson^ C<tf , 

He who can listen pleas’d to such a,pplause. 

Buys at a dearer rate than I dare purchase. 

And pays for idle air with sense and virtue. Malletf, Mustnp!t*r, 
O breath of public praise, 

Short-liv’d and vain ! oft gain’d without desert, 

As often lost, unmerited • composed 

But of extremes. Hamyd, 

Oh, popular applause 1 wliat heart of man 
Is proof against thy sweet seducing charms ? 

The wisest and the best feel urgent need 
Of all their caution in tliy gentlest gales ; 

But s well’d into a gust— who then, alas ! 

With all his canvas set, and inexpert 

And therefore heedless, can withstand thy power ? 

CowjpeTf Tash, ii. 

Some shout him, and some hang upon his car 
To gaze in *s eyes and bless limi. Maidens wave 
Their ’kerchiefs, and old women weep for joy ; 

"\i^ile others not so satisfied, unhorse 
The gilded equipage, and tuiming loose 
His steeds, usurp a place they well desen^e. Ib, Tasl'^ vi. 008. 
PORTRAITS —see Beauty. 

But her eves — 

How could he see to do them P having made one, 

Methinks, it should have power to steal both his, 

And leave itself unfumish’d. 8h. M, of Ven. iii 

What find I here ? 

Fair Portia’s counterfeit ? What domi-god 

Hath come so near creation P Sh, M. of K iih 2 

Good heaven ! that sots and knaves should be so vain, 

To wish their vile resemblance may remain ! 

And stand recorded, at their own request, 

To future days a libel or a jest ! Brydmi 
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POSSESSION. 

What wo have we prize not to the worth. 

Whiles wo enjoy it ; but being lacked and lost, 

Wliy, then wo rack tlio value ; then wo (bid 
The virtue, that possession would not show us 
Wliiles it was ours. S/i, J\L Ado. iv 1. 

Women arc angels, wooing : 

Things won are done, joy’s soul lies in the doing, S/i.Troih i. 2. 
The sweets we wish for, turn to loathed sours, 

Even m tho moment that wc call them ours. SIi JR of Luo. 12 ^ 
Thus have I liad tlioe, as a dream doth Hatter ; 

In sloop, a king , but waking, no such ma tter. Sh . Son. 87 . 

Those possessions shoi’t-hved are, 

Into tho which we conlo by war. Herrick ^ JELcsp. 128. 

POSSIBILITY. 

All may do, what has by man been done. Tbz»?y, W. T. vi. 600. 
POVERTY— Apparel, Charity, Compassion, Death. 

His raw-bone cheeks through penury and pine 
Were shrunk into his jaws, as no did never dine. 

Spen.<i€}\ Fairy Q^neen^ 1, ix. 85. 
Well whiles I am a beggar, I will rail. 

And say, — there is no sin, but to be rich ; 

And being rich, my virtue then shall be, 

' To say, — there is novice but beggary. Sh K. John, li. 2. 
‘My poverty, but not my will, consents. Sh. Horn. v. 1. 

Art tbou so bare, and full of wretchedness. 

And lear’st to dio ! famino is in thy cheeks, 

Need and oppression stareth in tliine eyes, 

Upon Uiy back hangs ragged misery, 

Tho world is not thy friend, nor tho world’s law. Sh. Horn, v 1. 

A hungry loan-faced villain, 

A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller ; 

A needy, hollow-eyed, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living dead man. Sh Com, JEr. v* 1. 

To mortal man great loads allotted be, 

But of all packs, no pack like poverty. Herrick, Aph, 12i>. 

Want is a bitter and a hateful good. 

Because its virtues arc not understood ; 

Yet many things, impossible to thought, 

Have been by need to fuU perfection brought. 

Dry den, Wift of Bath, 473. 
H H 2 
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If we from wealtk to poverty descend, 

Want gives to know tne datterer from tKe friend. 

Dt^y^n, Wife of Bat\ 485i 
Want whets the wit, *tis trae; but wit not blest 
With fortnne^s aid makes beggars at the best ; 

Wit is not fed, but sharpen a with applause ; 

For wealth is solid food, but wit is hungry sauce. 

D<yden^ Lorn Trinmj^hant, 
O, blissful poverty ! 

Nature, too partial, to thy lot assigns 
Health, freedom, innocence, and downy peace— 

Her real goods — ^and only mocks the great 

With empty pageantries. Fentorit ILiHanne, 

Think, too, in what a woeful plight 
The wretch must be, whose pocket’s light j 
Are not his hours by want depress’d? 

Tenurious cares corrode his breast ; 

Without respect, or love, or friends, 

His solitary day descends. Gay^ 

This mournful truth is everywhere confessed, 

Slow rises worth by poverty depressed. Johnsont London^ 1 70. 

But poverty, with most who whimper forth 
Their long complaints, is aelf-inflictod woo, 

Th* effect of laziness, or sottish waste. Cowyer, Task, IV.42D. 

Where penury is felt the thought is chain’d, 

And sweet colloquial pleasures are but few. Ih, Task, iv. 3‘J7. 

Where mice with music charm, and vermin crawl, 

And snails with silver traces deck the wall. Peter Find tr. 

Be honest poverty thy boasted wealth ; 

So shall thy friendships be sincere, tho’ few, 

So shall thy sleep be sound, thy waking cheerful. 

Mavardy Pegulvs. 

Pew save the poor feel for the poor j 
The rich know not how hard 
It is to be of needful rest 
And needful food debarr’d: 

They know not of the scanty meal, * 

With small pale faces round ; 

No fire upon the cold damp hearth 
When snow is on the ground. 


X. JB. Landoi\ 
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P0YEBT7 — continued. 

Aye ! idleness ! the rich folks never fail 

To find some reason why the poor deserve 

Their miseries 1 Southey* 

Poor once and poor for ever, Nat, I fear ; 

None but the nch get place and pension here. 

Martial t v. 81. {llalhed\* 

POWEB — eee Mercy. 

Sovereign power is too depressed or high, 

When kings are forced to sell, or crowds to buy. 

Dryden^ Absalom and Achto^helf i. 896u 
What can power rive more than food and diink. 

To live at ease, and not bo bound to think ^ DrydeiifM^dalfi^* 
Calm and serene he drives the furious blast, 

And, pleas*d th* Almighty’s orders to perform, 

Bides on the whirlwind and directs the storm. 

Addison^ Campaignt 291» 

Power, like a desolating pestilence 
Pollutes whatever it touches ; and obedience. 

Bane of all genius, virtue, freedom, truth. 

Makes slaves of men, and of the human fi*ame 
A mechanized automaton. Shelley, Q,ueen Mah, iii. 212^ 
The good old rule 
Suficeth them, the simple plan. 

That they should take who have the power, 

And they should keep who can. Wordstoorth^ Bob Roy's Gravcm 

Power ! ’tis the favourite attribute of gods. 

Who look with smiles on men that can aspire 
To copy them. B, Mariyn, Timoleon* 

FEAI6E '—see Flattery. 

Who would ever care to do brave deed. 

Or strive in virtue others to excel, 

If none would yield him his deserved meed, 

Due praise, that is the spur of doing well ? 

For if good were not praised more than ill, 

None would choose goodness of his own free will. 

Spenser, Tears of the 
Praising what is lost. 

Makes the remembrance dear. Sh. All's W. v. 3g 

Who will believe my verse in time to come 
If it were fill'd with your most high deserts. Sh. Son. 17 
To things of sale a seller's praise belong. Sh. Loose's L, iv. 3* 
The worthiness of praise distains his worth, 

If that the praised himself bring the praise forth, Sh.TroiLi,^. 
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PEiJSE — PEAYBBr 


FBAISE— 

Commend but sparingly whom tliou dost love ; 

5nt less eondomn whom tkou dost not approve ; 

Tliy friend, like flattery, too inucli jjraise doth wrong ; 

And too sharp censure shows an evil tongue. I)en^am» 

It matters not how false, or forc’d, 

So the best things be said o* tlie worst. Butler, Hud> 2, i. 627. 
They that do write in author’s praises, 

And freely give their friends their voices, 

Aj^ not cotmiiod to what is true ; 

That’s not to give, but pay a due : 

For praise that’s due does give no more 
To worth, than hat it had before ; 

But to commend without desert 
Eequires a mastery of art. 

That sets a gloss on what’s amiss, 

' ' And writes what should bo, not what is. Butler, Misc. Tlioughis. 
Solid pudding against empty praise. Bo;pe, Bunciad, i. 64. 
Some praise at morning what they blame at night, 

And always think the last opinion right. Pope, C. 429. 

To what base ends, and by what abject ways 

Are mortals urg’d through sacred lust to praise. II. E»C. 620. 

• Praise from a friend, or censure from a foe, 

Are lost on hearers that our merits know. Ih. lit ad. x. 203. 

The love of praise, howe’er conceal’d by art, 

Eeigns, more or less, and glows, in ev’ry heart : 

The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure. 

The modest shun it but to make it sure. Young, L. of F. i. 61. 
What we admire we praise ; and when we praise 
Advance it into notice, that its worth 
Acknowledg’d, others may admire it too Cowper, 7bt«^,iii,702. 
That praise contents me more which one imparts, 

Of judgment sound, though of a mean degi’eo. 

Than praise from princes, void of princely parts, 

Who have more wealth, but not more wit than he. 

Ye, wHo would ia augM excel, "/ Sterling, Cratus. 

Ponder this simple maxim well, 

A wise man’s censure may appall, 

But a fool’s praise is worst of all.” ITiS. 

fBATEB ^ 86 $ Deity, Ignorance. 

My words fly up, my thoughts remain below : 

Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. Sh. Ham. iii. 3 
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^HAYEB — continued. 

If you bethink yourself of any crime, 

Unreconoil’d as yet to heav’n and grace. 

Solicit for it straight. S/i. 0th, v. 2, 

Lei never day nor night unhallow’d pass, 

Hut still remember what the Lord hath done. 

Sk, Ken. VI. ii. 2, 1. 

If by prayer 

Incessant I could hope to cluinge the will 
(If him who all things can, T m ould not cease 
To weary him with ni}'' assiduous cries : 

But pray’r against his absolute decree 
Ko more avails than breath against the wind 
Blown stifling back on him that breathes it forth : 

Therefore to his great bidding I submit. Milton ^ P. L. xi. 307. 

Temporal blessings heaven doth often share, 

Unto the wicked, at the good man’s prayer. Quarles, 

O, ye immortal powers that guard the just, 

AYatch round his couch, and soften his repose, 

Banish his sorrows, and becalm his soul 
AYith easy dreams ; remember all his virtues, 

Aud show mankind that goodness is your care I Addison^ Cato, 

His pure thoughts were borne 
Like flimes of sacrea incense o’er the clouds, 

And wafted thence on angels’ wings, thro* ways 

Of light, to the bright source of all. Congreve^ Mourning Bride, 

Father of all ! in eveiy ago. 

In every clime, ador’d. 

By saint, W savage, and by sage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord. 

Thou Great First Gaiise, least understood. 

Who all my sense confined 
To know but this, that thou art good, 

And that myself am blind. Pajpe, Universal Prayer, 

I was not bom for courts or state affairs j 
I pay my debts, believe, and say my prayers. Pope, 

Prayer ardent opens heaven, lets down a stream 
Of glory on the consecrated hour 
Of man, in audience witli the Deity : 

Who worships the gi*cat God, that instant joins 
The first in heaven, and sets his foot on hell. 

Youngy N, T. TXii. 721. 
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XBAYEE— 


PBATDB. 


OL. sad estate 

Of hmnaji wreteHedness ! so weak is man. 

So ignorant and blind, that did not God 
Sometimes withhold in mercy wbat we ask, 

We skould be ruin'd at our own request. JE. More, Moses^ L 
Fountain of mercy, whose pervading eye 
Can look mtbin and read wbat passes there, 

Accept my thoughts for thanks ; I have no words. 

My soul o'erfraught with latitude, rejects 

The aid of language — ^Lord I behold my heart. Ih* Mom, ^ 

Ere on my bed my limbs I lay, 

God grant me grace my prayers to say I 
O God, preserve my mother dear. 

In health and strength for many a year ; 

And oh I preserve my father too. 

And may! pay him reverence due ; 

And may I my best thoughts employ 
To be my parents* hope and ioy I 
My sisters and my brothers both 
From evil guard, and save from sloth ; 

And nmy we alw^s love each other, 

Our friends, our father, and our mother , 

And still, 0 Lord, to me inmart 
A contrite, pure, and grateful heart, 

That after my last sleep I may 

Awake to thy eternal day I Amen. QoleT\dge,Qliil£ s JE.Erayer* 
A good man's pwers 

Will from the deepest dungeon climb Heaven's height. 

And bring a blessing down. Joanna Baillie, JEthwald, 2, ty. 3^ 
Prayer is the Christian's vital breath. 

The Christian's native air ; 

His watchword at the gates of death,— 

He enters heaven with prayer. Jas, Montgomery^ 

More things are wrought by prayer 
Than this world (freams of. Wherefore let thy voice 
Pise like a fountain for me night and day: 

For what are men better than sheep or goats 
That noimsh a blind life within the brain. 

If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer 
Both for themselves and those who call them friend P 

Tennyson, Morte d* Arthur* 
In desert wilds, in midnight gloom ; 

In mrateM joy, in trying pain ; 

In laughing youth, so nigh the tomb ; 

Oh ! ^en is prayer unheard or vain. Miza CooTe, Poem&. 
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PEEAOHEES, PEEAGBUTG — see Clergy, PresbyteriaxLS, PriestSi 
PuritazLS. 

Jest not at preacher’s language or expression : 

How know’st thoii but tby sins made nim miscarry P 

JECerbert, Temple^ 74 

Wlio prove their doctrine orthodox, 

By apostolic blows and knocks. Butler^ Bind, 1, 1. 199, 

Is not the care of souls a load sulEcient P 
Are not your holy stipends paid for this ? 

Were you not bred apart from worldly noise. 

To study souls, their cures and their cusoases ? 

The province of the soul is large enough 
To fill up every cranny of your time, 

Amd leave you much to answer, if one wretch 

Be damn’d by your neglect. Dt^yden^ 

The sweet words 

Of Christian promise, words that even yet 
Might stem destruction, were they wisely preached, 

Are mutter’d o’er by men, whose tones proclaim 

How fiat and wearisome they feel their trade. Coleridge* 

Yes, you're a pretty preacher, sir, we know it. 

Write pretty novels, are a pretty poet ; 

A pretfy critic, and tell fortunes too ; 

Then, who writes farce or epigrams hke you P 
At every ball how prettily you nick it I 
You fiddle, sing, play prettily at criekot. 

Yet, after all, in nothing you excel. 

Do all things prettily, but nothing well. 

What shall I call you P say the best I can. 

You are, my friend, a very busy miiTi,MarHal,ii,T*(B,Clraves,) 

BBiECAUnON^see Caution. 

You should have feared false times, when you did feast; 
Suspect still comes where an estate is least. S/i* Timon, iv. 3. 

WThen we mean to build. 

We first survey the plot, then draw the model ; 

And when we see the figure of the house, 

Then must we rate the cost of the erection. Sh. jSl IT. 2, i. 3* 

Industrious wisdom often does prevent 
What lazy folly tliinks inevitable ; 

Big, swelling clouds are by the wind blown o’er, 

And threatening clouds may dvnndle to a shower. Old Flag* 
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PB£CIAUnOS«-tfOM< 

*Twas always Keld, and ever will, 

By sage mankind, discreotcr, 

To anticipate a lessor ill 
Titan undergo a greater. 

Shensitonet To the Memory of an Agreeable Lady^ 1. 


PEECISIOS. 

How absolute tbe knave is ; 

We must speak by the card, or equivocation will undo us, 

Sh, Ham. v. 1. 

PBEFACES. 

Go, littlo booke ; God send thee good passage, 

And specially lei this be t% pray ere. 

Unto tliem all tbat tliee will read or bear, 

T^Ticre tbou art wrong, after tbeu* bclp to call, 

Tbee to correct in any part, or all. Chaucer. 

There’s no want of meat, sir ; 

Portly and curious viands are prepared, 

To please all kinds of appetites. Massinger* 

PEEFERMEST— 5^^ Favour, 

All preferment 

That springs from sin and lust shoots up quickly ; 

As gard’uer’s crops do in the rott’nest grounds ; 

So is all means rais’d from base prostitution, 

Even like a salad growing upon a dunghill. 

Middleton^ Women beware Women. 

If on the sudden he begins to rise ; 

Ho man that lives can count his eneniies. 

MiddletoUf Trick to Catch the Old One* 

When knaves comes to preferment, they rise as 

Gallows are rais’d in the low coimtnes, one 

Upon another’s shoulders. Webster*, White Bevil* 

PEEXUDICE. FBEPOSSESSIOE. 

The difference is as great between 
The optics seeing, as the objects seen. 

AJl manners take a tmcture from our own, 

Or some discolour’d through our passion shown ; 

Or fancy’s beam enlarges, multiplies, 

Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thousand dyes. Tope* 



475 


IPEEJTTDTOE, PBEPOSSESSIOIT— EEESS. 

PBEJUSIGE, PEEPOSSESSIOK— 

It is tKe noblest act of bnman reason 
To free itself from slavish prepossession ; 

Assume the legal right to disengage 

From all it had con&actod under age. Butler^ Sat, x, X 

PEESBYTEBIANS. 

A sect, whose chief devotion lies 
In odd perverse antipathies : 

In falling out with that or this, 

And finding somewhat still amiss : 

More peevish, cross, and splenetick, 

Than dog distract, or monkey sick : 

That with more care keep holy-day 
The wrong, than others the right way : 

Compound for sins they are inclin’d to. 

By damning those they have no mind to : 

Still so perverse and ^posite, 

As if they worship’d Q-od for spite. Butler, Hud, 1, i. 207- 
PBESS — see News. 

How sMl I speak thee, or thy power address, 

Thou god of our idolatry, the press ? 

By thee, religion, liberty, and laws. 

Exert their influence, and advance their cause ; 

By thee, worse plagues than Pharaoh’s land befell. 

Diffused, make earth the vestibule of hell ; 

Thou fountain, at which drink the good and wise. 

Thou ever bubbling sprmg of endless lies. 

Like Eden’s dread probationary tree, 

Enowledge of good and evil is from thee ’ 

Cotoper, Progress of Error, 460. 

Did charity prevail, the press would prove 
A vehicle of virtue, truth, and love. Cowper, Charitp, 621, 

Here shall the press the people’s rights naaintain, 

Dnaw’d by influence, and unbrib’d by gain ; 

Here patriot truth her glorious precepts draw. 

Pledged to religion, liberty, and law. 

J. Stot'y, Motto of the Salem Megisten 

But mightiest of the mighty means. 

On which the arm of progress leans, 

Man’s noblest mission to advance, 

His woes assuage, his weal enhance. 

His rights enforce, his wrongs redress, — 

Mightiest of mighty is the press. Sir John Bowring^ 
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KtBIENGS. 

The author raises mountains seeming full. 

But all the ciy produces little wool, 

So, if you sue a beggar for a house, 

And have a verdict, what d*ye gain P a louse ! 

King, Art of Cookery, 196 

PPIDE~««0 Authority, Humility, ^ 

A falcon towering in her pride of place, 

Was by a mousing owl hawk’d at and kill’d. Sh. Mach. ii. 4 


Harsh rage. 

Defect of manners, want of government, 

Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain : 

The least of which, haunting a nobleman, 

Loseth men’s hearts. Sh. JSen. iv, 1, m. I, 

Over-proud, 

And under-honest ; in self-assumption greater. 

Than in the note of judgment, Sh» Trail, ii. 3. 


Pride hath no other glass 
To show itself but pride ; for supple knees 
Peed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. Sh. Troll, iii. 3. 

You speak o* tlie people, 

As if you were a god to punish, not 

A man of their infirmity. Sh. Coriol, in. 1. 

How poor a thin|j is pride ! when all, as slaves. 

Differ but in their fetters, not their graves. Daniel, Civil War, 

How blind is pride ! what eagles are we still 
In matters that belong to other men. 

What beetles in our own P Chapman, All Fooh, 

*Tis pride, rank pride, and haughtiness of soul : 

I think the Eomans call it stoicism. Addison, Cato, 1 . 1. 

To lordlings proud I tune my lay, 

Who feast in bower or hall : 

Though dukes they be, to dukes I say, 

That pride wiU have a fall. Qag, Duke upon Dale. 

Whatever Hature has in worth denied. 

She gives in large recruits of needful pride : 

For as in bodies, thus in souls, we find, 

wants in blood and spirits, swell’d with wind : 

Pride, where wit fails, steps in to our defence. 

And fills up all the mighty void of sense. Pope, E C. ii. 205. 
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mDE — eoniintted. 

Of all the causes which conspire to blind 
Man’s erring judgment, and misguide the mind, 

What the weak head witii strongest bias rules, 

Is pride, the never-falling vice of fools. Pope, M C. ii. 201, 
In pride, in reasoning pride, our error lies ; 

All quit their sphere, and rush into the skies ; 

Pride still is aiming at the bless 'd abodes ; 

Men would be angels, angels would be gods. Pope,JE.M, 1.123. 
Ask for whose end the heavenly bodies shine ; 

Earth for whose use P Pride answers, *tis for mine. 

Eor me kind nature wakes her genial power, 

Suckles each herb, and spreads out every flower. 

Pope, M JLf. I. 131. 

Eather than bear the pain of thought, fools stray ; 

The proud will rather lose than ask their way. Churchill, 
To show the strength and infamy of pride 
By aU ’tis followed, and by all denied. Young, 

In spite of all the fools that pride has made, 

’Tis not on man a useless burden laid ; 

Pride has ennobled some, and some disgrac’d. 

It hurts not in itself, but as ’tis plac’d ; 

When right, its views know none but virtue’s bound. 

When wrong, it scarcely looks one inch around. Stillingfleet, 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 

To boast a splendid banquet once a year. Goldsmith, Tr, 277. 
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye 
I see the lords of human-kind pass by. Goldsmith, Trav, 327. 

As in some Irish houses, where things are so-so. 

One gammon of bacon hangs up for a show ; 

But, for eating a rasher of what they take pride in. 

They'd as soon think of eating the pan it’s med in. 

Goldsmith, Haunch of Venison, 9. 
Of rank, descent, and title proud. 

Mere gentiy, Lady Susan could not bear ; 

She’d wed but with a duke, she vow’d — 

And so absconded with a player. Martial, v. 17 (H,B,Salhed), 
Though various foes against the truth combine. 

Pride, above all, opposes her design ; 

Pride, of a growth superior to the rest, 

The subtlest serpent, with the loftiest crest. 

Swells at the thought, and, kindling into rage, 

Would hiss the cherub Mercy from the stage. Ooutper, 
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PEIDE — PRINCES. 


FBISE — eontim&J. 

Oh ! ask not a liomo in tlie mansion of pride, 

Where marble shines out in tlie pillars and walls ; 

Though the roof be of gold *tis brilliantly cold, 

And joy mayn’t bo found in its torch -lighted lialls. EL Cooh» 

Pride (of all others the most dangerous fault) 

Proceeds from want of sense, or want of thought. 

The men who labour and digest things most, 

Will be much apter to despond than boast. Soscommon, 

PBIESTS— sra Bhuier. 

Led so grossly by this meddling priest, 

Dreading the curse that money may buy out. SLj^,John, iii.l. 
Tour Saviour came not with a gaudy show, 

!N’or was his kingdom of the world below . 

Patience in want and novoi*ty of mind, 

Tliese marks of churcli and churchmen he design’d, 

And living taught, and dying left behind. 

The crown he wore was of the pointed thorn, 

In purple he was crucified, not bom : 

They uho contend for place and liigli degree 
Are not His sons, but those of Zehedee. Drydeiu 

Priests of all religions are the same, 

Of whatsoe’er descent their godhead be, 

Stock, stone, or other homely pedigree. 

Diyderif Absalom 4' AcJiHopliel^ i. 99, 
Perhaps thou wert a priest, —if so, my struggles 
Are vain, for priestcraft never owns its juggles. 

j3br. Smith, to a Mummy 

FBIMBOSE— Simplicity. 

Wdcome, pale primrose, starting up between 
Dead matted leaves of ash and oak, that strew 
The every kwn, the wood, and spinny through, 

’Mid creeping moss and ivy’s darker green, 

How much thy presence beautifies the ground. 

How sweet thy modest unaffected pride, 

G-lows on the sunny bank, and wood’s warm side. Clare* 
In dewy glades, 

The peering primrose, like sudden gladne: s, 

Grleams on the soul — yet unregarded fades — 

The joy is ours, but all its own the sadness. JT. Coleridge* 
PEIlSrCES— Kings, Eoyalty. 

Princes are the glass, the school, the book, 

Where subjects* eyes do learn, do read, do look. Sh B, of L* 
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PRINTING— Eooks, Press. • 

Blest bo tliafc gracious power, wlio taught mankind 
To stamp a lasting image of the mind ; 

Beasts may convoy, and tuneful birds may sing, 

Their mutual feehngs, in tlie opening spring ; 

But man alone has flcill and power to send 
The heart’s warm dictates to the distant friend ; 

’Tis his also to please, instruct, advise, 

Ages remote, and nations yet to rise. Criihhe, 

PRISON. 

Stone walls do not a prison make, 

IsTor iron bars a cai^e ; 

Minds innocent and quiet, take 

That for an hermitage. Lovelace, To Althea, from P/’i 60 M. 
A prison ! heavens, — I loathe tlio hated name, 

Famme’s metropolis-— the sink of shame — 

A nauseous sepulchre, whose craving womb 
Hourly inters poor mortals in its tomb ! Tom Broion, 

PROBABHITY. 

Lost men suspect your tale untrue, 

Keep probability in view. Ga^, Fable IS 

PROBITY — see Gonsoienoe. 

One self-approving hour whole years outweighs 
Of stupid starers,“and of loud huzzas. Po]pe, E. AT. iv, 256. 
PROCRASTINATION— Delay, Promptitude. 

To-morrow, and to-moiTow, and to-morrow. 

Creeps in this potty ]jaco from day to day 
To the last syllable of recorded time ; 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 

The way to dusty death. Sh, Mach, v- 5, 

Procrastination is the thief of time ; 

Year after year it steals, till all are ded, 

I And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
! The vast concerns of an eternal scene. Younff^ N. T, i. 390. 
; Pull many a day for ever is lost 
\ By delaying its work till to-morrow ; 

I The minutes of sloth have often cost 
\ Long years of bootless sorrow. Eliza CooJcm 

PRODIGIES. 

The spring, the summer, 

The chilling autumn, ang^ winter, change 
Their wonted liveries, and the ’maz’d, world, 

By their increase, now knows not which is which. 
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Can sueli things be. 

And overcome ns like a summer*s clond 

Without our special wonder ? SA, 3£ciGh, lii 4i 

At my nativity, 

The front of heaven was fiill of fiery shapes, 

Of burning cressets : and, at my birth. 

The frame and huge foundations of the earth 

Shak*d like a coward. SA» JEEen, IV, 1. ni. 1« 

When these prodigies 
Do so conjointly meet, let not men say 
These are their reasons — ^they are natural ; 

For, I believe, they are portentous things 

Unto the climate that they point upon. SA, Jkil, C. i. 8. 

FBOGBESS — see Cause and Effect. 

Thus far into the bowels of the land, 

Have we march’d on without impediment. 8A, Rich, in, v. 2. 
Eivers from bubbling springs ^ 

Have rise at fii’st, and great from abject things. Middleton, 

Tet I doubt not thro* the ages ono increasing purpose runs, 
And the thoughts of men are widen’d with the process of the 
suns. Tenvyson, Lodcslet/ Sallt 279. 

PEOLOG^UE^f^ Epilogue. 

Prologues precede the piece in mournful verse. 

As undertakers walk before the hearse. 

Garrick) Prol, to the Apprentice, 1. 
PE0HINEE0E~«f« Eminenee, Pame. 

*Tis but the kingly cedar which the storm 
Hurls from his mountain throne th* ignoble shrub, 
Grovelling beneath, may live. Seman, Sebastian of Portugal, 
PE0:^ES. 

His promises fly so beyond his state. 

That what he speaks is all in debt ; he owes 

For every word ; he is so kind, that he 

Pays interest for *t : his lands put to tiieir books. SA, Tim, i. 2. 

I see, sir, you are liberal in offers : 

You taught me first to beg ; and now, methinks. 

You teach me how a beggar ^ould be answer'd. 

SA. M, of V,iY,l, 

His promises were, as he then was, mighty ; 

But his performance, as he now is, nothing. SA, Sen. Yin, rv. 2L 
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l?K01SIS3SB’--^coniintc6(l. 

Thy promises are like Adonis* gardens, 

That one day bloom’d, and frm'tfiil were the next. JT. y/, i. G. 

A promise may be broke ; 

Way, start not at it — *Tis an honrly practice ; 

The trader breaks it, yet is counted honest. 

The courtier keeps it not — yet keeps his honour ; 

Husband and wife in marriage promise much, 

Yet follow separate pleasure, and are — ^virtuous. 

The churchmen promise too, but wisely they 
To a long payment stretch the crafty bill, 

And draw upon futurity, Havard, King Charles /. 

"WThien wicked men make promises of truth, 

’Tis weakness to believe them. Ifavard, 8cande7*heg4 

The man that is not in the enemies* pow*r, 

Wor fetter’d by misfortune, and breaks pronoises. 

Degrades himself j he never can pretend 

To honour more. Sir Bohert Stapleton, 

PSOHFTlTUlkE—^M Activity, Dispatch, Decision. 

The means tliat heaven yields must be embrac’d, 

And not neglected : else, if heaven would, 

And we will not, heaven’s offer we refuse ; 

The proffer’d means of succour and redress. Sh, Ric. n. in. 2, 

A little fire is quickly trodden out. 

Which, being suffer’d, rivers cannot quench. Sh,JEC^ t7,3,iv.8. 
That we would do. 

We should do when we would ; for this world changes, 

And hath abatements and delays as many 
As there are tongues, are hanas, are accidents ; 

And then tliis should is like a spendthrift sigh. 

That hurts by easing. Sh. Siam, iv- 

Heaven has to all allotted, soon or late, 

Some lucky revolution of their fate ; 

Whose motions, if we watch and guide with skill, 

g for human good defends on human will,) 
ur fortune rolls as from a smooth descent, 

And from the first impression takes the bent ; 

But if unseized she glides away like wind. 

And leaves repenting folly far behind. 

Rrgden^ Absalom ^ AchUophelt i. 251* 

X I 
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Give me tlie ocular proof 
Make me to see 't; or, at tlie lea^t, so prove it 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 

To hang a doubt on. SL 0th. iii. 3. 

He's poor, and that’s suspicious — he’s unknown, 

And mat’s defenceless ; true we have no proof 

Of guilt— but what hath he of innocence P Bjfrvn. 

PBOPEECY. 

There is a history in all men’s lives, 

Figuring the nature of the times deceas’d ; 

The which observed, a man may prophesy,^ 

With a near aim, of the main chance of things 
As yet not come to hfe, which in their seeds. 

And weak beginnings, lie intreasured. Sh. Hen, iv. 2, lu. 1., 

This world ’s a prophecy of worlds to come. Young, H. 1- 

Or prophecy, which dreams a lie. 

That fools believe, and knaves apply. Oreen, Orotio] 

Coming events cast their shadows before. Campbell, Pl.Hojaet 
PROPOSAL— Declaration, Protestation. 

On you, most lov’d, with anxious fear I wait, f , 

And from your judgment must expect my fate. Add%son, 

By those tresses unconfin'd, 

'W oo’d by each ^gean wind ; 

^ those lids whose jetty fringe ^ 

Pass thy soft cheek’s blooming tinge *, 

By those wild eyes, like the roe, 

Zoljj /wS edf dyawS). Byron, Maidof Athem, 

On your hand, that pure altar, I vow, 

Though I’ve look’d, and have lik’d, and have felt— 

That I never have lov’d — till now. M. G. Letoii 

PROSELYTES— sM Converts. 

The greatest saints and sinners have been made 
Of proselytes of one another’s trade. Butler, Misc. Thoughts 

More proselytes and converts use t’ accrue 
To false persuasions, than the right and true ; 

For error and mistake are infinite. 

But truth has but one way to be i’ th’ right. 


Butler, Ih, 
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PB08SLYTES — continued. 

Married at last, and finding cliarge come Taster, 

He could not live by God, but chang'd his master 
Inspired by want, was m^e a factious tool ; 

They got a villain, and we lost a fool. 

Still violent, whatever cause he took. 

But most against the party he forsook : 

Por renegadoes, who, ne’er turn by halves. 

Are bound in conscience to be double knaves ; 

So this prose prophet took most monstrous pains 
To let his masters see he earned his gains. 

Dry den. Absalom and Acliitoybel^ ii. 860* 

FEOSIKG, ,FBOSlNESS-~«<;« Bores. 

Who all in raptures their own works rehearse, 

Ajid drawl out measur’d prose, which they call verse. 

Ckm*chilU Independence. 

PBOSFEBITT. 

Prosperity *s the very bond of love ; 

Whose fresh complexion, and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. Sh. WinU T. iv. 3. 

Oh, what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults 
Looks handsome in throe hundred pounds a year I 

S/i. Me)\ V. nr. 4. 

Prosperity doth bewitch men, seeming clear ; 

As seas do laugh, show white, when rocks are near. 

iVebster, White DeviL 

He that sufiers 

Prosperity to swell him 'bove a mean ; 

Like those impressions *n the air, that rise 
Prom dunghill vapours, scatter’d by the wind, 

Leaves nothing but an empty name behind. 

Nahb, Hannibd' and Svipio 

Xnaves will thrive 

When honest plainness knows not how to live. Shirley. 

When fortune raisoth to the grandest height, 

The happy man should most suppress his state ; 

Expectmg still a change of things to find. 

And fearing, when the gods appear too kind. Sir B, Motoard. 

Surer to prosper than prosperity 

Could have assured us. Milton^B. L, ii. 39. 

O how portentous is prosperity ! 

How comet-hke ; it threatens, wliile it shines! Young, N.T.5^ 

i 1 2 
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P1OI£STATIOK--^C0 DeclaratioTL) Oatli, Proposal. 

Bj all those holy vowp, 

Tniich, if there ]>e a power above, arc binding I 

Or, if there be a hell oelow, are fearful I 

May every imprecation which your rage 

Can wish on me, take place if lam false. Diyden^TroiLOresp, 

Sooner shall the blue ocean melt to air, 

Sooner shall earth resolve itself to sea, 

Than I resim thine image. Oh my fair I 

Or think ox any thing, excepting thee. Byron^ B. J. ii. 19. 

My fate depends alone on you, 

I am but what you make me : 

Pivinely blest if you prove true. 

Undone if you forsake me. 

PSOT[l)EKC£>-«r/' Deity, Fate, Ck)d, Heaven, Omnipotence. 

But heaven Iiatli a hand in these events ; 

To n hose high n ill we bound our calm content. 

SL Bic. IT. V. 2. 

VTet ignorant of ourselves, 

Beg often our onii liarms, uhich the wise powers 
Ueny us for our good ; so find we profit, 

By losing of our piuyers. 8h. Ant. Cleop. ii. 1, 

There is a special providence in the fall of a sparrow. 

Sh. Sam v. 

Who is it, that will doubt 
The care of heaven, or think immortal 
Powers are slow, 'cause they take the privilege 
To choose their own time, when they will send their 
Blessings down ? Sir W. Bavenaiit, Bair Bavourite., 

I must not quarrel with the will 
Of highest dispensation, which herem, 

JEaply had ends above my reach to know. Milton, Sam.Jff.QO. 
WTiat in me is dark 

IHumine, what is low raise and support ; 

That, to the height of this great argument, 

I may assert eternal providence 

And justify the ways of God to men. Milion, V. L. i. 22. 
Tell me, O ye powers, — 

For Pll be calm, — ^was I not worthy of your care P 
And why, ye goda, was virtue made to suffer, 

(Jnless this world be but as fire, to purge 

Her dross, that she may mount and be a star I B'ut, Tee.. 
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PEOVXDEUOE — contimMd, 

Yet sure tlie gods are good : I would think so, 

If they wo^d gi^e me leave ! 

But virtue in distress, and vice in triumph, 

Make atheists of mankind. Drydeti* 

O murmur not, my love, at providence I 

Heaven is too wise and good to punish us 

Without a cause ; nor let us rasEily dare 

To censure what we cannot comprehend. Heywood, F» Cirjptivr^ 

'Tis the curse of mighty minds oppress'd, 

To think what their state is, and what it should be ; 
Impatient of their lot, they reason fiercely, 

And call the laws of providence unequal, JRf'tce, 

The holy power that clothes the senseless earth 
With woods, with fruits, with flowers, and verdant plains, 
Wliose bounteous hand feeds the whole brute creation, 
Ehows all our wants, and has enough to gire us. Ib. Fh.Feru 
The ways of heaven are dark and intricate ; 

Puzzled in mazes, and perplex'd with errors, 

Our understanding traces them in vain. 

Lost and bewilderu in the fruitless search, 

Hor sees with how much art the windings run, 

Nor whore the regular confusion ends. Addison, Cato* 
If piety be thus debarr’d access 
On high ; and of good men, the very best 
Be singled out to bleed, and bear the scourge, — 

What IS reward P — and what is punishment r 

But who shall dare to tax eternal justice. Congreve, Af. Bride* 

Mark, mark, Ulysses ! how the gods preserve 

The men tibey love, even in their own despite I 

They guide us, and we travel in the dark ; 

But when we most despair to hit the way, 

And least expect, we find ourselves arrived ! Lansdowne* 
How just is Providence in all its works I 
How swift to overtake us in our crimes I Heroic Love* 

Let cavillers deny 

That brutes have reason ; sure *tis something more, 

’Tis heaven directs, and stratagems inspire. 

Beyond the short extent of human though Soi/nervile,CIia* nr. 
Heaven to mankind impartial we confess, 

If all are equal in fheir happiness ; 

But mutual wants this happiness increase 
All nature's difference keeps all nature's peace. 

Pope,H,Ji£*TV.5^ 
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PEOVIBENCE — continued 
Who finds not Providence all good and wise. 

Alike in wliat it gives, and what denies P Pc^>e, JS. M. i. 205 
All nature is but art, unknown to thee, 

All chance, direction which iihoa eanst not see ; 

All discord, harmony not undei*stood ; 

All partial evil, universal good ; 

Ana, spite of pride, in errmg reason's spite, 

One thing is clear, whatever is^ is right. j&. ilf. i. 280. 

WTiatever is, is right, says Pope, 

So said a learned thief, 

Put when his fate required a rope. 

He varied his belief. Ano-iu 

This is thy work, almighty Providence I 

Whose power, beyond the stretch of human thought, 

IRevolves the orbs of empire ; bids them sink 

Deep in the dead’ning night of thy displeasure. 

Or rise majestic o'er a wondering world. Thomson^ Cor, ii. 6. 
The gods take pleasure oft, when haughty mortals 
On their own pride erect a mighty fabric. 

By slightest means, to lay their towering schemes 
Low in the dust, and teach them they are nothing. 

There is a power 

Unseen that rules the illimitable world, 

That guides its motions, from the brightest star 
To the least dust of this sin-tainted mould ; 

■y^ile man, who madly deems himself the lord 
Of all, is nought but weakness and dependence Ih, Cor, ii. 5. 
Wondrous chancel 

Or rather wondrous conduct of the gods ! 

By mortals, from their blindness, chance misnam'd. 

Thomson, Agamemnon, iii. 1. 

0 eternal Providence, whose coume, 

Amidst the various maze of life, is fix'd 

By boundless wisdom and by boundless love, 

1 follow Thee, with resignation, hope. 

With confidence and joy ; for Thou art good. 

And of thy rising goodness is no end. Thomson* 

Sink not beneath imaginary sorrows ; 

Call to your aid your courage and your wisdom : 

Think on the sudden change of human scenes ; 

Think on the various accidents of war ; 

Think on the mighty power of awful virtue ; 

Think on that Providence which guards the good. Dr, Johnson, 
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P£0VIDEK (yE-^eontinticd, 

How heaven, in scom of human arrogance, 

Commits to trivial chance the fate of nations ! 

While with incessant thought laborious man 
Extends his mighty schemes of wealth and power, 

And towers and triumphs in ideal greatness. 

Some accidental gust of opposition 
Blasts all the beauties of his new creation, 

O’erturns the fabric of presumptuous reason, 

And whelms the swelling architect beneath it. Dr. Johrson. 
Happy the man wlio sees a God employ*d 
In all the good and ill that chequer life ! Cotoper, Tash, ii. 161. 
Of joys I cannot paint, and I am bless'd. 

In all that I conceive, whatever is, is best. 

Orahhe, Tales of ike JEEall, vi. 
Yes, Thou art ever present. Power supreme ! 

Hot circumscrib’d by time, nor fix’d to space. 

Confin’d to altars, nor to temples bound. 

In wealth, in want, in freedom, or in chains, 

In dungeons or on thrones, the faithful find thee ! 

Hannah More, Belshazzar, 1, 1. 
^ One adequate support 
Por the calamities of mortal life 
Exists — one only ; an assured belief 
That the procession of our fate, howe’er 
Sad or disturb’d, is order’d by a Being 
Of infinite benevolence and power. 

Whose everlasting purposes embrace 

All accidents, converting them to good, Wordsworth. 

PEXTEENCE— Conduct, Discretion, Feasting. 

Wlien we moan to build, 

We first survey the plot, then draw the model ; 

And when we see the figure of the house, 

Then must we rate the cost of the erection 
Which if we find outweighs ability, 

What do we then but draw anew the model 
In fewer offices ; or, at least, desist 

To build at all P ' 8h. Hen. tv. 2, i. 3. 

Henceforth his might we inow, and know our own. 

So as not either to provoke, or dread 

Hew war, provok’d. Milton, JP. L. i. 643. 

Prudence I thou vainly in our youth art sought. 

And, with age purchas’d, art too dearly bought : 

We’re past me use of wit, for which wo toil, 

Late miit, and planted in too cold a soil. Dt^yden, 
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FRITDEE’CE — con iimed. 

He knows tlie eom^ass, sail, and oai*, 

Or never launolies from tlie shore ; 

Before he builds computes the coat, 

And in no proud pursuit is lost. Gay, FahU 5, part 2 

To doubtful matters do not headlong run, 

What’s well left ojff were better not begun. TJiomas Randolph 
Prudence protects and guides us, wit betrays, — 

A splendid source of ill ten thousand ways, 

A certain snare to miseries immense, 

A ^y prerogative from common sense, — 

Unless strong judment that wild thing can tame. 

And break to paths of virtue and of fame. Young, 

PETIDEBT. 

The honour of a prude is rage and storm, 

*Tis ugliness in its most frightful form ; 

Fiercely it stands, defying ^ods and men. 

As fiery monsters guard a giant’s don. Sh> Foerns, 

Yon ancient prude, whose wither’d features show 
She might be young some forty years ago ; 

Her elbows pinion’d close upon her hips ; 

Her head erect, her fan upon her lips ; 

Her eyebrows arch’d, her eyes both gone astray 
To watch yon amorous couple in their play ; 

With bony and unkerchiefd neck defies 
The rude mdemency of wintry skies, 

And sails, with lappit head and mincing airs. 

Duly at chink of bell to morning prayers. Coveper^ Truth, 13 
PUBLIC VOICE— SEoh, People, Babble. 

The public voice I 

There’s not an arrant rogue but calls 
The wretched raving of his paltry ganff 
** The public voice nay, those who dare not speak 
Above their breath, for fear of punishment, 

Will whisper forth that voice, if you believe 
Their timid accents, Saynes, 

PUOTnrU— ^ Character, Mirth. 

I see a chief who leads my chosen sons, 

All armed with points, antitheses, and puns. Pope* 

PUNISHijlKNT — see Knavery, 

He’s a bad surgeon that for pity spares 
The part corrupted till the gangrene spread. 

And all the body perish : he that’s merciM 
Unto the bad, is cruel to the good. 

Randolph, Mmett' TjOoTdng^QlasSx 
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POTISPCBCBirr — continued, 

Nor custom, nor example, nor vast numbers 
Of such, as do ofend, make less the sin ; 

For each particular crime a strict account 
Will he exacted ; and that comfort, which 
The damn’d pretend, follows in misery, 

Takes nothing from their torments : every one 

Must suffer in himself the measure of 

His wickedness. Massinger, Ficture, 

Justice awake, and Itigour take her time, 

For lo 1 our mercy is become our crime. 

While halting Punishment her stroke delays, 

Our sovereign right, heaven’s sacred trust, decays I 
Bight lives by law, and law subsists by power ; 

Disarm the shepherd, wolves the flock devour. 

iOrgden, Absalom and Ackiiophel, ii. 733. 

PTJBITANS—Add Presbyterians* 

Dost thou think, because thou art virtuous. 

There shall be no more cakes and ale ? Sh. T, NL il. 3. 

A lawless linsey-woolsey brother, 

Half of one order, half another ; 

A creature of amphibious nature. 

On land a beast, a fish in water, 

That aJway preys on grace or sin, 

A sheep without, a wolf within. Butler, JSud. 1, iii. 1227. 

PTJBITY— Probity. 

A spirit pure as hers, 

If always pure oven while it errs— 

As sunshine, broken in the rill. 

Though turned astray, is sunshine stiU. Thoruss Moore, 

A lovelier nymph the pencil never drew ; 

For the fond graces formed her easy mien, 

ATiri heaven’s soft azure in her eye was seen. JIagleg, 

Around her shone 

The light of love, the puritv of ^ce, 

The nund, the music breathing from her face ; 

The heart whoso softness harmonized the whole ; 

And, oh I that eye was in itself a soul 1 Bgrosu 

'Tis said the lion will turn and flee 

From a maid in the pnde of her purity. Bgron, Siege of Cor,. 
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PTOPOSE, 

Make thick my blood, 

Stop up the access and passage to remorse ; 

That no compunctious visitings of nature 

Shake my fell puipose. Sh, Maob, l. & 

I do believe you think what now you speaic 

But what we do determine oft we break ; 

Purpose is but the slave to memory, 

Of violent birth, but poor validity ; 

"Which now, like fruits unripe, stick on the tree. 

But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be 
What to ourselves in passion we propose, 

The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. S7i, Hum, iii. 2. 
PTOSTm. 

All things that are, 

Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d. Sh, M. of re72, ii, 6. 
What nature has denied fools will pursue. 

As apes are ever walking upon two. foung, 

aXTACES. 

I have heard they are the most lewd impostors. 

Made of all terms and shreds ; no less beliers 
Of great men’s favours than their own vile med’eines, 

Which they will utter upon monstrous oaths ; 

Selling that drug for twopence ere they part. 

Which they have valued at twelve crowns before. 

Out, you impostors, 

Quack-salving cheating mountebanks— your skill 
Is to make sound men sick, and sick men kill. 

Massinger and Virgin Martyr, 

Brom powerful causes spring the empiric’s gains, 

Man’s love of life. Ids weakness, and his pains ; 

These first induce him the vile trash to try. 

Then lend his name that other men may buy. Crahhe, Borough, 

Void of all honour, avaricious, rash, 

lie daring^ tnbo compound their boasted trash — 

Tincture of sj'rup, lotion, drop, or pill : 

All tempt the sick to trust the lying bill ; 

There are among them those who cannot read. 

And yet they’ll buy a patent and succeed ; 

Will dare to promise dying sufferers aid. 

For who, when dead, can threaten or upbraid ? 

With cruel avarice still they recommend 

More draughts, more syrups, to the journey’s end. Ib, Jioro\ 
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QUACKS — eonhmed. 

When quacks, as quacks may by good luck to be sure. 
Blunder out, at haphazard, a desperate cure, 

In the prints of the day, with due pomp and parade, 

Case, patient, and doctor, are amply display'd. 

AU this is^ quite just, and no mortal can blame it ; 

But there's reMon to think they might sare more lives still. 
Bid they publish a list of the numbers they kill. Sam, Bishop^ 

qttakebs. 

Quakers, that like to lanthoms, bear 
Their light within them, will not swear ; 

Their gospel is an accidence. 

By which they construe conscience, 

And hold no sin so deeply red 

As that of breaking Prisoian's head. Butler, Jdud. 2, ii. 219* 
Upright quakers please both man and God. P^tf,Bi«; 2 c.iv. 208 . 

QtTABBELS—tftf^ Argument, Conscience, Disputes. 

We strive as did the hound^s for the bone : 

They fought all day, and yet their part was none : 

There came a kite, while that they were so wroth. 

And bare away the bone betwixt them both. Chaucer, 

In a false quarrel there is no true valour. SL IT. Ado^ v. 1. 
Beware 

Of entrance to a quarrel ; but, being in, 

Bear 't that the opposed may beware of thee. 87u Ham, i. 3. 

If I can fasten but one cup upon him, 

With that which he hath drank to-night already, 

He'll be as fldl of quarrel and offence. 

As my young mistress’s dog. Sh, 0th, ii. 3« 

So all those false alarms of strife^ 

Between the husband and the wife. 

And little quarrels, often prove 
To be but new recruits of love ; 

When those who’re always kind or coy, 

In time must either tire or cloy. Butler^ Hud, 8, i. 293. 

The've always been at daggors-drawing. 

And one another dapper-clawing. Bailer, Hud. ii, 2. 

They who in quarrels interpose, 

Must often wipe a bloody nose. Gay, Fable 84. 

The quarrel is a very pretty quarrel as it stands. 

Sheridan^ Bimls, iv. 8» 
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aTTEEinoTrsirBss. 

oil ! we are querulous creatures I little less 
Than all things can suffice to make us happy ; 

And little more than nothing is enough 
To discontent us* QoleMg^^ 

ainCENESS. 

With too much quickness ever to be taught ; 

With too much thinking to have common thought. 

Jlf. E. II. 97. 

Quiet to quick bosoms is a hell 1 Bgron, Ch. H, in. 42. 

QUITS. 

To John I owed great obligation, 

But John, unhappily, thought fit 
To publish it to all the nation. 

Sure John and I are more than quit. Martial^ v. 62. {Prior). 

QUOTAnOE, QUOTING. 

The devil can cite scripture for his purpose. Sli. ilf. of Yen. i.S. 
*Twas counted learning once and wit 
To void but what some author writ ; 

And when men understood by rote 

By as implicit sense to quote. Butler^ Sat. upon Plagiaries. 

Why should those who pick and choose 
The best of all the best compose. 

And join it by Mosaic art, 

In graceful order, part to part, 

To make the whole in beauty suit, 

Bfot merit as complete repute 
As those who, mth less art and pains, 

Can do it with their native brains. Butler, Sat. on Plagiaries. 
Bor all he did he had a reason, 

Bor all he said a word in season ; 

And ready ever was to quote 

Authorities for what he wrote- Butler, 

He ranged his troops and preached up patience, 

Backed his opinions with quotations. Prior* 

Index-learning turns no student pale. 

Yet holds the eel of Science by the tail. Pope, Pundad, i. 280, 
Some for renown on scraps of learning dote, 

And think they grow immortal as they quote. 

To patch-work learn’d quotations are allied, 

But strive to make our poverty our pride. 

Young, Love of Fame, i. 89 
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UoI). 

For as a fly that goes to bed, 

Fests with his tau above his head, 

So, in this mongrel state of ours. 

The rabble are the supreme powers. Butler, Hud* 3, il. 160ft 
The rabble all alive. 

From tippling benches, cellars, stalls, and sties, 

Swarm m the streets. Cowyer, Tasic, vi. 094. 

Auger, Passion. 

F^e is the shortest passion of our souls. 

Like narrow brooks, that rise with sudden showers, 

It swells in haste, and falls again as soon. 'Denham^ Ijyhigenia* 

BADT. 

Careful observers may foretell the hour 
(By sure prognostics) when to dread a shower 
While rain depends, the pensive cat gives o’er 
Her frolics, and pursues nor tail no more. 

If you be wise, then go not far to dine ; 

You*!! spend in coach-hire more than save in wine. 

A coming shower your shooting corns presage ; 

Old aches will throb, your hollow tooth will rage. Breome. 

The clouds consign their treasures to the flelds. 

And, softly shakmg on the dimpled pool 
Prelusive drops, let all their moisture flow. 

In large eflftision, o'er the freshen'd world. Thomson, Spr. 173. 
From floating clouds of pearly hue 
Fell in light drops the recent shower. 

That hung like gems of morning dew 

On every tree and every flower. Boscoe, 

RAINBOW. ^ 

Hail, many-coloured messenger, that ne'er 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter ; 

Who, wdth thy saiTron wings, upon my flowers 
Diffusest honey-drops, refreshing showers ; 

And with each end of thy bluo bow dost crown 
My bosky acres, and my unshrubb’d down, 

Blch scarf to my proud earth I Sh* Temp* iv. 1 . 

The Lord of nature form'd the show'ry bow. 

Turn’d its gay arch, and bade its colour glow ; 

Its radiant circle compasses the skies. 

And sweetly the rich tinctures faint and rise ; 

It bids the horrors of the storm to cease, 

Adorns the clouds, and makes the tempest peace. H/wane. 
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Meantime, refracted from yon eastern cloud. 

Bestriding earth, the grand ethereal bou 

Shoots up immense ; and every hue unfolds 

In fair pronortion, running from the red 

To where the violet fades into the sky. T/iomsortt Spring^ 2o^ 

Bom of the shower, and colour'd by the sun j 

Which spans the heavens when April skies arc bright. Jb^ 

’Tis sweet to listen as the night winds creep 

From leaf to leaf : *tis sweet to view on high 

The rainbow, based on ocean, span the sky. Byron y D. J, i.l22. 

ITow overhead a rainbow, bursting through 

The scattering douds, shone, spanning the dark sea 

Besting its bright base on the quivering blue ; 

And all within its arch appear'd to be 
Olearer than that without, and its wide hue 
Wax’d broad and waving, like a banner free. 

It changed, of course ; a heavenly cameleon. 

The airy child of vapour and the^ sun. 

Brought forth in purple, cradled in vermUion, 

Baptized in molten gold, and swathed in dun, 

<xlittering like crescents o’er a Turk's pavilion, 

And blending every colour into one. Byron. D. J. ri. 91. 
What skilful limner e'er could choose 
To paint tlie rainbow’s various hues, 
ijnless to mortal it were given 

To dip his brush in dyes of heaven. Scott, Marmion, vi. 6. 
That gracious thing made up of tears and light. 

Coleridge, Two FaulU, 6. 
Triumphant arch, that fiU'st the sky, 

When storms pr^are to part, 

I ask not proud Philosophy 
To tell me what thou art. 

Still seem, as to my childhood's sight, 

A midway station given 
For happy spirits to alight, 

Betwixt tne earth and heaven I Campbell, Boem to the Bainhow* 
My heart leaps up when I behold 
A rainbow in the sky ; 

So was it when my Ufe began ; 

So is it now I am a man ; 

So be it u hen I shall grow old, 

''frletme die. 

The child is father of the man ; 

And I could wish my days to be 

Bound each to eacli by natural piety. Wot dewort h,onChildhood, 
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BiUTBOW— 

Far up the blue skj a fair rainbow unrolFd 
Its soil-tinted pinions of purple and gold ; 

’IVas bom in a moment, yet quick at its birth. 

It had stretch'd to the uttermost ends of the earth, 
imd fair as an angel, it doaied as free, 

With a wing on the earth and a wing on the sea. Mrs, JPsidy, 
SANK 

Superior worth your rank requires : 

For that, mankind reveres your sires ; 

If you degenerate from your race, 

Their merit heightens your disgrace. Oa^, Fable ii. part 2. 
The rank is but the guinea stamp, 

The man's the gowd for a’ that. Burns, JSciiest Foneriy, 

pAPITATgTK 

Fain would I Eaphael’a godlike art rehearse, 

And show th' immortal labours in my verse ; 

Where, from the mingled strength of shade and light, 

A new creation rises to my sight ; 

Such heavenly figures from hxa pencil fiow, 

So warm with life his blended owours glow. Addison, Italy. 

EAFTirBE--.9«0 Joy. 

Oh, who, that has ever had rapture complete, 

Would ask how we feel it, or why it is sweet ? 

How rays are confos'd, or how particles fiy 
Through the medium refin'd of a glance or a sigh P 
Is there one, who but once would not rather have known it, 
Than written, like Harvey, whole volumes upon it. T. Moot e. 
KASHNESS. 

Seek not for danger where there is no profit. Sh. Cymb. iv. 2. 
Where men of judgment creep and feel their way. 

The positive pronounce without dismay. 

Gowper, Concersaticn, 145. 

BATS. 

A rotten carcase of a boat, not rigged, 

JNTor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats 

Instinctively had quit her. Sb. Temp. i. 2. 

BAZOES. , , . 

** Not think they’d shave !" quoth Hodge with wond’nng eyes, 
And voice not much unlike an Indian yell ; 

“ What were they made for then, you dog P’* he cries : 

" Made quoth the fellow, with a smile, “ to sell." 

Peter Pindar, in, 



BBADIKESS— HEASOir. 


BEADIKESS— Fromptltade. 

All things are ready if our minds be so. 8h. Hen. V. ir. 3k 

Books, Leaining, Letters. 

Many books, 

Wise men hare said, are wearisome ; who reads 
Incessantly, and to his reading brings not 
A spirit and judgment equal or sujjerior. 

Uncertain and unsettled still remains — 

Deep versed in books, and shallow in himself. 

Milton, F. B. IV. 327. 
Toy with your books, and, as the various fits 
Of humour seize you, from philosophy 
To fable shift, from serious Antonine 
To D^belais* ravings, and from prose to song. 

While reading pleases, but no longer, read ; 

And read aloud, resounding Homer’s strains, 

And wield the thunder of Demonsthenes : 

The chest so exercised improves its strength Armstrong, A.F.JI» 

The wretch who digs the mine for bread. 

Or ploughs that others may be fed, — 

I'eels less fatigue, than tliat decreed 

To him that cannot think or read. Hannah More, 

BBASOIT, BBASOyS, BiTS ASOl^Ilf Gh— g Banoy, Iflian, 

I have no other but a woman’s reason ; 

I think him so, because I think him so. 8h, Two Q. i. 2. 

Good reasons must, of force, give place to heiiQv.8h.Jul. (7.rv.3. 
Whatever sceptic could inquire for, 

For every why he had a wherefore. Butler^ Hud. 1, 1. 131. 
The gods axe just. 

But how can finite measure infinite P 

Season I alas, it does not know itself I 

Yet man, vain man, would with this short-lived plummet 

Fathom the vast abyss of heavenly justice. Hryden. 

Season's a^ staff for age, when nature’s gone ; 

‘ But youth is strong enough to walk alone. J6. Conq. of Grenada, 

Thought 

Precedes the will to think, and error lives 
Ere reason c^ be bom. Season, the power 
To guess^ at right and wrong, the twinkling lamp 
Of wand’ring life, that winks and wakes by turns 
Fooling the follower ’twixt shade and shining. 

Oongreoe, Mourning Bride, 



EEA.SOir— EEBELLIOK, EIBKLS. 41)7 

BEASOIT — emtintted, 

Wlietlier with reason or with instinct "blest, 

Zdow, all enjoy that power which suits them best. 

To bliss alike by that direction tend, 

And find the means proportion’d to their end. 

JPojpet JS. M. uu 79, 

Season raise o’er instinct as you can, 

In this ’tis Gk)d directs, in that *tis man. JPojpe, JS. M» ui. 97. 
Who reasons wisely is not therefore wise, 

His pride in reasoning, not in acting, lies. If. M 1. 117. 
Within the brain’s most secret cells 
A certain lord-chief-justice dwells, 

Of sov’reign power whom one and all, 

With common voice, wo Season call. ChurcUilL 

When reason, like tlie skilful charioteer. 

Can break the fiery passions with the bit, 

And, spite of their hecntious sallies, keep 
The radiant track of glory j passions then 
Are aids and ornaments. Young ^ N, 1\ 

Season’s progressive, instinct is complete ; 

Swift instinct leaps ; slow reason feebly climbs, 

Brutes soon their zenith reach ; their little all 
Flows in at once : in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy ; 

Were man to live coeval with the sun, 

The patriarch-pupil would be learning still ; 

Yet, dying, leave his lesson half unleam’d. Jh, JY. T. vii. 78. 
Season I the hoary dotard’s dull directress, 

Ihat loses all, because she hazards notliing : 

Season ! the tim’rous pilot, tliat, to shun 
The rocks of life, for ever flies the port. Dr. Johnson, Irene. 
aEBELUON, ’BJSSELS—sce Contention, Discord, Hob, People, Babble. 
Contention, like a horse 
Full of high fecdmg, madly hath broken loose, 

And bears down all before him. 8h, JSon. iv. 2, i. L 

Their weapons only 

Seem’d on our side : but for their spirits and souls, 

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up, 

As fish are in a pond. Sh.. Men. rv. 2, 1. 1* 

One drop of blood drawn from thy countij’s bosom, 

Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign gore ; 
Betum thee, therefore, w ith a flood of tears. 

And wash away thy country's stained spots. iSJ.H<5w.Kz.l,iii.3* 
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BEBSLLIOK, BEBEIiS. 

SEBEIiLIOir, 

O, piiy, God, this miserable age 

Wliat stratagems, how fell, how butcherly. 

Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget I 8L Sen. FT. 3, ii. 5, 

The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 

Unfit for other life, compelled by hunger 
And lack of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring th* event to th* teeth, are all in uproar, 

And danger servos among them. 8h. Sen. VIII, i 3. 

You may as well 

Strike at the heaven with your staves, as lift them 
Against the Itoman state : whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs 
Of more strong link asunder, than can ever 
Appear in your impediment. 8/u Coriol. 1 . 1. 

All the regions 

Do smilingly revolt ; and who resist 
Are onl^ mock'd for valiant ignorance, 

And perish constant fools. 8h. Coriol. iv. G. 

I^ow let it work : Mischief, thou art a-foot, 

Take thou what course thou wilt I 8h. Jul. C. iii. 2* 

Let them call it mischief ; 

"When it's past, and prosper'd, 'twill be virtue. 

J8en Jonson, Catiline. 

Rebellion now began, for lack 

Of zeal and plimdor, to grow slack. Butler, SuJ. 3, ii. 31. 

The devil was the first o* th' name. 

From whom the race of rebels came. 

Who was the first bold undertaker 
Of bearing arms against his Maker ; 

And though miscarrying in th' event. 

Was never yet known to repent. 

Though tumbled from the top of bliss 
Down to the bottomless abyss ; 

A property, which from their prince 
The family owns ever since. 

And therefore ne’er repent the evil 

They do, or suffer, like the devil. Butler, Misc. ThougTdff. 

The worst of rebels never arm 
To do theii’ king or country harm ; 

But draw their swords to do them good. 

As doctors cure by letting blood. Butler, Misc. Thoughts^ 



EBBELLIOSr, EBBELS — ^EEOIPEOOITT. 4&B 

JEtEBELLIOBT) continued, 

_ . Eighteous heaven, 

In thy great day of vengeance ! blast the traitor ! 

And his jpemicious counsels ; who, for wealth, 
pow r, the pride of greatness, or revenge, 

W oiQd plunge his native land in civil wars. iBowe, Jane Shora^ 
The more the bold, the bustling, and the bad, 

Press to usui^ the reins of power, the more 
Behoves it virtue, with indignant zeal. 

To check their combination. Thomson. 

And perjury stood up to swear all true ; 

His aim was mischiei, and his zeal pretence, 

His speech rebellion against common sense ; 

A knave, when tried on honesty’s plain rule. 

And when by that of reason a mere fool. 

The world’s Tbest comfort was, his doom was pass’d. 

Die when he might, he must be damn’d at last. 

CotDper, jJopCf 

A spark creates the flame ; *tis the last drop 

Which makes the cup run o’er. Byron, Doge of Venice. 

I have seen some nations, like o'erloaded asses, 

Kick off their burdens— meaning the high classes. 

Eebellion ! foul dishonouring word, Byron, D* J, xi. 84 
Whose wrongftil blight so oft has stain’d 
The holiest cause that tongue or sword 
Of mortal ever lost or gain’d ! 

How many a spirit bom to bless 
Hath sunk beneath that withering name. 

Whom but a day’s, an hour’s success 

Had wafted to eternal fame ! Moore, Lalla BooTck, 

BEBTTXE— 5^ Love, Philosophy. 

Forbear sharp speeches to her ; she’s a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes, 

And strokes death to her. Sh. Cymh. iii. 5. 

EECTPEOCITY. 

Be thine the more refln’d delights 
Of love that banishes control. 

When tho fond heart with heart unites, 

And souls in unison with soul. Cartwn'^ghU 

I ne’er could any lustre see 
In eyes that would not look on me ; 

I ne’^er saw nectar on a lip ^ 

But where my own did hope to sip. Sheridan, Duenna, i-3. 



<00 EEClPTlOCITr— EKPOSM, RBrOEMA-TIOir. 

EECIPBOCITY — contimted. 

It is vain that we should coldly gaze 
On such as smile upon us : the heart must 
Leap kindly back to kindness. JByrotk 

The all-absorbing flame 
Which kindled by another, grows the same, 

Wrapt in one blaze. JB^ron, CL S, 

ssoEOunro. 

So comes a reck*ning when the banquet*s o*er. 

The dreadful reck'ning, and men smile no more. 

Qav, Wliat dHye call it, ii. 9. 
£ECO]TCILEMEirT, EECOKCILIATION-sas Porgiveness. 

Porget, forgive ; conclude, and be agreed. 8L jSic. JJ. 1 . 1. 
ITever can true reconcilement grow. 

Where wounds of deadly hate have piero*d so de^. 

MiUon, P, X. IV. 98. 

:KECSEAnOK. 

Sweet recreation barred, what doth ensue. 

But moody and dull melancholy, 

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair ; 

And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop 

Of pale distemperatures, and foes to life. SL Com. JEt\ v. 

Nothing more preserves men in their wits, 

Than giving of them leave to play by fits, 

In dreams to sport, and ramble with all fancies. 

And waking, little less extrava^nces, 

The rest and recreation of tired thought, 

When *tis run down with ease, and overwrought ; 

Of which whoever does not freely take 
His constant shore, is never broad awake. Butler, Sat. i 
HEDEESS. 

What need we any spur but our own cause 
To prick us to redress. SL JuL C. ii, I 

UEEIiE(f£10S-~3ee Oontemplatlon. 

A soul without reflection, like a pile 

Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. Young, 2 

BEPOEIff, !BEP OEM BRS, EE'B'mtTwr oiy Hob, People. 

Sin, that amends, is but patched with virtue. SL Tw. N, i. 5 
No sow-gelder did blow his horn 
To geld a cat, but cry Eeform. 

The oyster women lock’d their fish up. 

And trudged away to cry * No Bishop.* Butler, Hud, 1, ii. 637 
*Tis the talent of our English nation. 

Still to be plotting some new Beformation. 

JDryden, Prol, to So^honUha 
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KErOEM, BEPOEMA.TIOU’— HELlAirOS. 

REFOBM, BBFOBUEBS, BEBOBJLAbTZOK — mitimtcd. 

You s^d the champion of the people’s cause, 

And bid the mob reform defective laws. 

1 « « x-L j. ' Bolinghrohea 

All zeal for a refoim that gives offence 

To peace and chanty, is mere pretence. Cowjper, Charitu^ 633t^ 
fiSFTTSAXi. 

Have yon not heard it said full oft 

A woman's nay doth stand for naught. 8K. Pass. Pilgrinu 
If you oblige me suddenly to choose, 

My choice is made — and I must you refuse. Pryderu 

3EGICIIBE. 

If I could find example 
Of thousands, that had struck anointed kings, 

And flourish'd after, I'd not do 't : but since 
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchment, bears not one, 

Let viUany itself forswear't. SJu IFint T. iv. 

aJEJECTED SUITOBS — see Courtship. 

Seme are soon bagg'd, but some reject three dozen, 

'Tis flne to see them scattering reflisals 
Aind wild dismay o'er ev’iy angry cousin 
(Friends of the party)^ who begin accusals. 

Such as — ** Unless Miss (Blank) meant to have chosen 

Poor Frederick, why did she accord perusals 

To his billets P ^ ‘Why waltz with him P "Why, I pray, 

Look yes last night, and yet say no to-day. 
yVTiy P— why P-^esides, Fred, really was attach'd, 

'Twas not her fortune — ^he has enough without : 

The time wdl come she'll wish that she had snatch'd 
So good an opportunity, no doubt 
But the old marchioness some plan has hatch'd 
As I'll tell Aurea at to-morrow s rout : 

And after aU poor Frederick may do better — 

Pray did you see her answer to his letter P” 

U0I0IK(}— .9^ Joy, 

Hill the bright goblet, spread the festive board. 

Summon the gay, the noble, and the fair ; 

LTiro* the loud hall, in joyous concert pour’d, 

-let mirth and music sound the dirge of care. Sir W. ScoiU 

LATIOKS. 

I'he near in blood, the nearer bloody. Sh. Mach, ii. 

' LlAKCE—a «0 Dependence 

I will believe 

Liiou wilt not utter what thou dost not know ; 

And so far I will trust thee. Sh. Hen, zr. 1. xi. & 
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BEIIGIOK— Belief; Bigotry, ditircli, Oonyerts, Devotion, Divini^^ 
Paitli, Fanaticism, Hypocrisy, Independence, Piety, Proselytes, Saintfl, 
He wears liis faith but as the fashion of 
His hat ; it ever changes with the next block. Sh,M*Ado,i 1, 

Had I but served my God with half tlie zeal 
I serred my king, he would not, in mine age. 

Have left me naked to mine enemies. Sh, Sen. rin. iii. 2. 

Take heed, lest passion sway 

Thy judgment to do aught which else free-will 

Womd not admit. Milton, viii. 365. 

All our scouring of religion 

Began with tumults and sedition, 

When hurricanes of fierce commotion 
Became strong motives to devotion ; 

As carnal seamen, in a storm. 

Turn pious converis and reform. Butler, Mud, 3, ii. 633. 

A convert’s but a fly that turns about 
After his head ’& cut off, to find it out. Buthr,MUc.Thoughts, 
Never shew relirion, 

Unless you mean to pass for knaves of conscience, 

And cheat believing fools that think you honest. Otway, Orphan 

Faith is not built on disquisitions vain ; 

The things we must believe are few and plain : 

But since men will believe more than they need. 

And eveiy man will make himself a creea, 

In doubtful questions 'tis the safest way 
To learn what unsuspected ancients say ; 

For it’s not likely we should higher soar, 

In search of heaven, than all the church before. Dryden, 

Eeligion’s lustre is, by native innocence. 

Divinely pure, and simple from all arts : 

You daub and dress her h'ke a common mistress, 

The harlot of your fancies ; and by adding 

False beauties, which she wants not, make the world 

Suspect her angel’s face is foul beneath. 

And will not bear all lights. Bowe, Tamerlane, 

S&y , first, of God above, or man below, 

Wliat can we reason, but from what we know ? 

Of man, what see we but his station here. 

From which to reason, or to which refer P 
Thro* worlds unnumber’d tho* the God be known, 

'lis ours to trace him only in our own. Pojpe, J3, M. 1. 17. 
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SJELIGION — confiuued. 

Some go to oliurcli, proud liumbly to repent, 

And come back much more guilty than they wont { 

One way they look, another way they steer, 

Pi’ay to the gods, but would have mortals hear ; 

And when their sins they set sincerely down, 

They’H find that their religion has been one. 

Yomiff, Love of JFame^ SaL i- 72» 
Enow, 

Without star or angel, for their guide. 

Who worship Grod, shall find him. Humble love. 

And not proud reason, keeps the door of heaven I 

Love finds admission, where proud science fiiils. Ib, N* T. 9, 

Eeligion crowns the statesman and the man, 

Sole source of public and of private peace. 

Young f Puhhc Situation cftlie Kingdom, 499. 
Wlien nations are to perish in their sins, 

’Tis in the church the leprosy begins : 

The priest, whose office is, with zeal sincere, 

To watch the fountain, and preserve it clear, 

Carelessly nods and sleeps upon the brink, 

While others poison what the flock must drink. 

Oov3jaer, JExpostulation, 95. 

Pity ! Eeligion has so seldom found 
A skilful guide into poetic ground ! 

The flowers would spring whore* er she deign’d to stray, 

And every Muse attends her in her way. 

Virtue indeed meets many a rhyming friend. 

And many a compliment politely penn’d, 

But unattir’d in that becoming vest 
Beligion weaves for her, and half undress’d, 

Stands in the desert shivering and forlorn, 

A wintry figure, like a wither’d thorn. Ib. Table Talk, 716. 

See the sage hermit by mankind admired. 

With all that bigotry adopts, inspired, 

Wearing out life in his religious whim. 

Till his religious wliimsy weps out him.^ 

His works, his abstinence, his zeal allow’d, 

You think him humble, — God accounts him proud ; 

High in demand, though lowly in pretence. 

Of all his conduct this the genuine sense, — 

My penitential stripes, my streaming blood 

Have purchased heaven, and prove my title good./&.2Va/7i,87i 
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BBIJGIOK— 

What, always dreamiDg over heavenly things, 

Lihe angel-heads in stone, with pigeon-wings F 
Canting and whining out all day the word. 

And h& the night P fanatic and absurd I 
Mine be the fnend less frequent in his prayers, 

Who makes no bustle with his 80 ul*s affairs. 

Whose wit can brighten up a wintry day. 

And chase the splenetic dull hours away. 

Content on earth in earthly things to shine, 

Who waits for heaven ere he becomes divine, 

Leaves saints t’enjoy those altitudes they teach, 

And plucks the miit placed more within his reach. 

Cotoper, Conversation, 676. 
Iteligion does not censure or exclude 
Unnumber'd pleasures, harmlessly pursued. 

To study culture, and with artful toil 
To meliorate and tame the stubborn soil ; 

To give dissimilar yet fruitful lands 

The grain or herb or plant that each demands. 

Ih. Betirement, 783. 

There’s nought, no doubt, so much the spirit calms 
As rum and true religion ; thus it was, 

Some plunder’d, some drank spirits, some sung psalms. 

I think that friars and their hoods, Byron, D, J, il. 34. 
Their doctrines and their maggots, 

Have lighted up so many feuds, 

And far too many faggots ; 

1 think, while zealots fast and frown. 

And fight for two or seven. 

That there are fifly roads to town. 

And rather more to heaven. Braed, Chaunt qf Brazen JXeadL 

There is — ^There is —one primitive and sure 
[Religion pure. 

Unchanged in spirit though its forms and codes 
Wear myriad modes, 

Contains all creeds witmn its mighty span — 

The love of Q-od, displayed in love of man. 

JEEorace SmiiJi, Moral 
True religion 

Is always mild, propitious, and hurdle ; 

Plays not the l^ant, plants no faith in blood, 

Hor bears destruction on her chariot wheels ; 

But stoops to poHsh, succour, and redress, 

Andbuillsher grandeur on the public 
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IBOBSLlOilGS — continued, 

I take possession of man’s mind and deed, 

I cajre not what the sects may hrawl ; 

I sit as Grod, holding no form of creed, ^ ‘ ' 

But contemplating all. Tennyson, J?atace qfArk 

BEUaiOTTS COETBOVEBST. 

*Tis some relief, that points not clearly known, 

Without much hazard may be let alone ; 

And. after hearing what our church can say. 

If still our reason runs another way, 

!Ihat private reason *tis more just to curb. 

Than bj disputes the public peace disturb ; 

Bor points obscure are of small use to learn, 

But common quiet is mankind’s eon com. 
pw.TirB’nrp.a Dryden^ IReligio Laicit 443. 

Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie. 

Which we ascribe to heaven ; the fated sky 

Gives us free scope ; only, doth backward puU 

Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull. Sh,AlVs TFIi.l. 

Withdraw thj action, and depart in peace ; 

The remedy is worse ihan the disease. DrydentJuven. xvi. 32. 
B£MEHBBABGB~-n8^ Memory. 

Keep this remembrance for thy Julia’s sake. 8h. Tm. G» ii, 2. 
Praising what is lost, 

j Makes the remembrance dear. Sh» AlVs 7F*. v. 8. 

I’ve been so long remembered, I’m forgot. "Young, • 

Sooner shall the blue ocean melt to air, 

Sooner phn.11 earth resolve itself to sea, 

Than I resign thane image, oh, my fair ! 

Or fhiTiTr of any thing, exceptmg thee. JByron, D, J, ii. 19. 

Bemembrance makes the poet ; ’tis the past, 
lingering within him with a keener sense 
Than is upon the thoughts of common men, 

Of what has been, that fills the actual world 

With unreal likenesses of lovely shapes, r r ^ 

That were and are not. -Z/. JE. Landon* 

Go where glory waits thee ; 

But while fame elates thee, 

O, still remember me. 

T^en the praise thou meetest, 

TV) thine ear is sweetest, 

0, ^en remember me. 


Thoa, Moore, 
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BEMEliTB'RA'WCIE— eontinued. 

There's not a look, a word of thine, 

My soul hath o'er forgot ; 

Thou ne'er hast bid a ringlet shine, 

Kor given thy locks one graceful t^no, 

Which I remember not. Thos^ 

I remember, I remember. 

The fir-trees dark and high : 

I used to think their slender tops 
Were close against the sky. 

It was a childish iterance. 

But now *tis little joy 
To know I’m further off from heaven 
Than when I was a boy. Thos. Sood, Poem* 

There's not an hour 

Of day, or dreaming night, but I am with thee i 
There*^B not a wind but whispers of thy name ; 

And not a flower that sleeps beneath uie moon, 

But in its fragrance tells a tale of thee. Barry Cornwall* 

EEU0B6B 

High minds, of native pride and force, 

Most deeply feel thy pangs, remorse ! 

Fear for their scourge mean villains have ; 

Thou art the torture of the bravo. Scott, Marmion, iii. 13, 
Bemorse is as tlie heart in which it grows, 

If that be gentle, it drops balmy dews 
Of true repentance ; but if proud and gloomy. 

It is the poison tree that, pierced to the inmost, 

Weeps only tears of poison. Coleridge* 

EEBAETEE. 

A man renown’d for repartee 
Will seldom scruple to make free 
With friendship's finest feeling ; 

Will thrust a dagger at your breast, 

And teU you 'twas a special jest. 

By way of balm for healing. Cotoper, Frimdekip, 14. 

BEPEETTAirCE— Apology, Consideration, forgiveness. 

Who by repentance is not satisfied, 

Is nor of heaven nor of earth ; for these are pleased ; 

By penitence the Eternal's wrath’s appeased. Sh*l\oo C* v. 8« 
Th^ say, best men are moulded out of faults ; 

And, for the most, become much more the better 

For being a little bad. Sh* M.for M. v. I. 
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BEPENTAITOE — continued* 

I do not shame 

To tell you what I was, since my conversion 

So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. Sh, As Y, L. iv. 3. 

Like bright metal on a sullen ground, 

My reformation, glittering o*er my fault, 

Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyes, 

Than that which hath no foil to set it off. Sh, Bim* 2. 

Let me tell the world, 

If he out-live tho envy of this day, 

England never did owe so sweet a hope. 

So much misconstrued in his wantonness. Sh. Ben, iv, l.v. 2. 
I survive. 

To mock the expectation of the world ; 

To frustrate prophecies ; and to raze out 

Eotten opinion, who hath writ me down 

After my seeming. Sh. Ben. tt. 2. v. 2. 

Presume not, that I am the thing I was : 

For heaven doth know, so shall the world perceive, 

That I have turned away my former self ; 

So will 1 those that kept me company. Sh. Ben. iv, 2, v. 5. 

What is done cannot be now amended ; 

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 

Which after-hours give leisure to repent. Sh. Bich. m. iv- 4. 
Man should do nothing that he should repent, 

But if he have, and say that he is sorry. 

It is a worse fault, if he be not truly. 

Beaumont and Fletcher^ Bonest Mard s Fortune. 
SoiTOw for past ills, doth restore frail man 
To his first innocence. Nahbsi Miaroeosmus. 

Sweet tastes have sour closes ; 

And he repents on thorns that sleeps in beds of roses. 

duarle^^ Fmh. i. 7. 

Come, fair repeniance,daughter of the skies ! 

Soft harbinger of soon returning virtue ; 

The weeping messenger of mce from heavh! Brovme^Athel. 
0 ye powers, that search 

The heart of man, and weigh Us inmost thoughts. 

If I have done amiss, impute it not !— 

Tho best may err, but ye are good. Addison, Cato, v. 1. 

The hours of folly and of fond delight 

Are wasted all, and fled : those that remain 

Are doom'd to weeping, anguish, and repentance. 

Bom, Fair Ben. 
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BEPSKTAKOE — BEPOSB. 


BEPEKTAlfOE — emtinited. 

Habitual eTils change not on a sudden, 

But many days must pass, and many sorrows ; 

Conscious remorse, and anguish must be felt, 

To curb desire, to break the stubborn will. 

And work a second nature in the soul, 

Ere virtue can resume the place she lost. Sotoe, 

While music flows around, 

Perftimes, and oils, and wine, and wanton hours ; 

Amid the roses, fierce repentance rears 
Her snaky crest : a quick returning pang 
Shoots through the conscious heart. Thomson* 

*Tis ever thus 

With noble minds, if chance they slide to folly ; 

Bemorse stings deeper, and relentless conscience 
Pours more of gall mto the bitter cup 
Of their severe repentance. Mason* 

A change in Peter's life ye must not hope : 

To try to wash an ass's face 
Is reidly labour to misplace : 

And clearly loss of time, as well as soap. Feter Fin Jar* 
Repentance often finds too late. 

To wound us is to harden ; 

And love is on the verge of hate, 

Each time it stoops for pardon. Fuhoer Lytton, 

BEPOETEBS. 

If there's a hole in a* your coats, 

I rede ye tent it ; 

A chiel's amang you takin’ notes, 

And, faith, he'll preut it. Bums, Captain Grose. 

BEPOSE. 

These should be hours for necessities. 

Not for delights ; times to repair our nature 

With comforting repose, and not for us 

To waste these times. SL Sen. Till, v. 1, 

The best of men have ever loved repose ; 

They hate to mingle in the filthy fray. 

Where the soul sours, and gradual rancour grows, 

Embitter’d more from peevish day to day. 

E'en those whom Fame has lent her fairest ray. 

The most renown'd of worthy wights of yore, 

From a base world at last have stolen away. 

Thomson, CcLstle ofindolenoe, 1 . 17. 
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BSPOSS — continued. 

The wind breathed soft as lovers sigh« 

And oft renew’d, seem’d oft to die, 

With breathless pause between. 

0 who with speech of war and woes, 

Would wish to break the soft repose 

Of such enchanting scene P Scotty Lord of the Isles, ly. 13. 
BEPBOOF—9^ CM^big, Eebake. 

Thou turn’st mine eyes into my ve^ soul, 

And there 1 see such black and grained spots, 

As will not leave their tinet. SL Sam. iii. 4. 

Prithee, forgive me; 

1 did but chide in jest ; the best loves use it 
Sometimes : it sets an edge upon aJOfection. 

When we invite our best friends to a feast, 

’lis not all sweetmeats that we set before them ; 

There’s somewhat sharp and salt, both to whet appetite 
And make them taste their wine well ; so, methh^s, 

After a friendly, sharp, and savoury chiding, 

A kiss tastes wondrous well, and full o* th’ grape. 

Middleton, Women Beware Womens 
Beprove not in their wrath incensed men j 
Good counsel comes clean out of season then : 

But when their fury is appeas’d and past. 

They will conceive their mults and mend at last, Samdol$ih. 

Pear not the anger of the wise to raise, 

They best canst bear reproof who merit praise. Pope,S. C. v. 82. 

Why don’t you speak out P 
hTot stand croaking like a frog in a quinsy ! 

Sheridan, Itivals^ XV. 2. 

BEPTTTATlOiNr — see Character, Detraction, Fame, Honour, 

The purest treasure mortal times afford. 

Is spotless reputation ; that away. 

Men are but ghded loam, or painted clay. Sh* Bich. 27, 1 . 1. 
The gravity and stillness of your youth. 

The world hath noted, and your name is great 

In mouths of wisest censure. Sh, Oth^ ii. 3. 

Oh ! I have lost my reputation ! 

I have lost th’ immortal part of myself : 

And what remains is bestial. Sh. 0th. ii. 3« 

’Tis better to be vile, than vile esteem’d. 

When not to be receives reproach of being ; 

And the just pleasure lost, which is so deem’d 

Not by our feeling, but by others’ seeing. Sh. Sonnet 121 
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BEFUTATIOK — eoniinueet. 

Thjr credit wary keep, *tis quicklv gone : 

Bemg got by many actions, lost by one. 

No crime so bold, but would be understood 
A real, or at least a seeming good : 

'Who fears not to do ill, yet fears the name, 

And free from conscience, is a slave to fame. Denham. 

The reputation 

Of virtuous actions pass’d, if not kept up 
By an access, and fresh supply of new ones. 

Is lost and soon forgotten. Denham^ Soj^hy, 

O reputation ; dearer far than life, 

Tliou precious balsam, lovely, sweet of smell, 

'Whoso cordial drops once spilt by some rash hand, 

Not all the owner’s care, nor the repenting toil 
Of the rude spiJJer, ever can collect 

To its first purity and native sweetness. Sewell, IK JRaleigli, 
BESIGBATION— 5^6 Despair, Grief, Patience. 

Things without remedy, 

Should be without regard : what’s done, is done. 

Sh. Mach. m. 2 

But heaven hath a hand in these events ; 

To whose high will we bound our calm contents r 

Sh, Bich, II, V. 2. 

, An old man, broken with the storms of state, 

^ Is^ come to lay his weary bones among ye ; 

, Give him a little earth for charily ! Sh, Sen, nil, iv. 2. 
When remedies are past, the griefs are ended, 

I By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourn a mischief that is past and gone. 

Is the next way to draw new mischieion. Sh, 0th, i, 3, 
Leam this of me, where’er thy lot doth fall. 

Short lot, or not, to be content with all. Serriek, Ajph, 215, 
Take what he gives, since to rebel is vain ; 

The bad grows better, which we will sustain ; 

And could we choose the time, and chose aright, 

'Tis best to die, our honour at the height. 

D^yden, Balamon if Arcite, ill. 1086. 
'What then remains, but after past annoy, 

To take the good vicissitude or joy ; 

To thank the gracious gods for whal they give, 

Possess our souls, and, while we live, to live ? Dry den. 

We bear it calmly, though a ponderous woe, 

And still adore the hand that gives the blow. 

Tomfret, to his Friendm 
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BESIGNATIOIT — contimted. 

Ye noble few ! who here unbending stand 
Beneath life’s pressure, yet bear up awhile. 

And what your bounded view, which only saw 
A little part, deemed evil, is no more : 

The storms of wintry time will quickly pass, 

And one unbounded spring encircle aU. Thomson, WlnU 1064 
IP age and sickness, poverty and pain, 

Should each assault me with alternate plagues, 

I know mankind is destin’d to complain, 

And I submit to torment and fatigues ; 

The pious farmer, who ne’er misses pray’rs, 

^Vlth patience suffers unexpected ram ; 

He blesses Heav n for what its bounty spares. 

And sees, resign’d, a crop of blighted grain ; 

But, spite of sermons, farmers would blaspheme. 

If a star fell to set their thatch on flame. 

Lad^ M. Worthy Montague, Toems, 3* 
Well —peace to thy hcai*t, tho’ another’s it be ; 

And health to thy cheek, tho' it bloom not for me. T. Moore^ 
BESOLUTIOIT— Activity, Determination, Promptitude. 

Be stirring as the time ; be fire with fire ; 

Tlireaten the threat’ner, and out-face the brow 
Of bragging horror : so shall inferior eyes, 

That borrow their behaviour from the great. 

Grow great by your example, and put on 

The dauntless spirit of resolution. Sh. K. John, v. 1. 

My resolution’s plac’d, and I have nothing 

Of woman in me : Now from head to foot 

I am marble-constant. Sh. Ant, Sf Chop, v. 3« 

The native hue of resolution 
Is sioklied o’er with the pale oast of thought ; 

And enterprises of great pith and moment. 

With this regard, their currents turn awry, 

Amd lose the name of action. Sh, Jlam, iii. 1* 

Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
That you resolv'd to effect. i^h. Temp, iii 2. 

All the soul 

Of man is resolution ; which expires 
Never from valiant men, till their last breath ; 

And then with it, like a flame extinguish’d 

For want of matter ; it does not die, but 

Bather ceases to live. . Chapman, Beeengefor V’oma,?, 
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jUBSOXUTION — continued^ 

Attempt the end, and neyer stand to doubt, 

Ifothing's so band but search will find it out. 

!E!ntice the trosiy sun 8eeh and Wind 

From bis ecliptic line he shall obey 
Tour beck, and wander from his sphere, ere I 
From my resolves. War on, Mirza, 

Men make resolves and pass into decrees 
The motions of the mind ! with how much ease, 

In such resolves, doth passion make a flaw, 

And bring to nothing what was rais’d to law. ChwrcUlh 

There’s no impossibility to him 

Who stands prepar’d to conquer eveiy hazard : 

The fearful are the failing. Mn. Male, Ormond Ghosvenor, 
When resolution hath prepar’d the will ; 

It wants no helps to further any ill. Mirror for Magistrates^ 
EESOTTEtCES— Caution. 

’Tis good in every case, you know, 

To have two strings unto your bow. Churchill, Ghosts iv. 
!RESFECT — see Servility, Submission, Suppleness, Syoophanoy. 

You have too much respect upon the world ; 

They lose it, that do buy it wiib. much care. ShM,ofYm^J.'l» 
Yes, I submit, my lord ; you’ve gained your end, 

I’m now your slave that would have been your friend : 

1*11 bow. I’ll cringe, be supple as your glove, 

Bespect, adore you, everything but love. Martial, ii, 12. 
EESP0BSIBILIT7. 

Among all honest Christian people, 

Whoe’er breaks limbs maintains the cripple. 

EEST-«. Eepose, Sl..p. Shepherd. 

Not in this weary world of ours 
Can perfect rest be found ; 

Thoms mingle with its fairest flowers 
Even on cultured ground ; 

Earth’s pilgrim still his loins must gird 
To seek a lot more blest ; 

And this must bo his onward word — 

** In heaven alone is rest.” "Bernard Bartoue 
EESTTSBEOnOK. 

Each soul shall then regain its moumM tomb; 

Each shall its flesh and pristine form resume. 

And hear pronounced the everlasting doom, Dante, (TTrighL] 
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EESxmBxcnoijf — continued, 

Sliall man alone, wliose fate, whose final fate, 

Han^s on that hour, exclude it from his Noughts P 
I think of nothing- else — see, I feel it I 
All nature like an earthquake, trembling round I 
All deities, like summer swarms on wings, 

All basking in the full meridian blaze ! 

I see the Judge enthroned, the flaming guard I 
The volume open’d — open’d every heart ! 

A sunbeam pomting out each secret thought ! 

No patron I intercessor none ! now past 
The sweet, the clement mediatorial hour ! 

For guilt no plea ! to pain no pause ! no bound ! 

Inexorable all ! and all extreme 1 Young ^ N. T, ix. 202, 

BETAXiIATlON — see Conduct, Bepose, Bevenge, Self-Defence. 

If he arm, arm ; if he strew mines of treason. 

Meet him with countermines ; it is justice still 

For goodness sake t* encounter ill with ill. Beaumont ^ Fief. 

BBTIBBMEOT— Adversity, Country Life, Bural Betreat, Bus in 
Drbe, Soen^, Solitude. 

The fields did laugh, the fioures did freshly spring, 

The trees did bud, and earl^ blossomes bore, 

Amd all the quire of birds did sweetly sing, 

And told that garden’s pleasures in their caroling. 

Spenser^ Fairy Q,ueen, ix. 24u 
This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods, 

I hotter brook than flourishmg peopled towns : 

Here can I sit alone, unseen of any. 

And to the nightingale’s complainmg notes 

Tune my distresses, and record my woes. Sh, Ihoo G. v. 4. 

Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 

Than that of painted pomp P are not these woods 

More free f^m peril than uie envious court ? SL As F*. X. ii.L 

0 thrice, thrice happy he, who shuns the cares 
Of city troubles ana of state aJairs ; 

And, serving Ceres, tills with his own team 
His own free land, left by his friends to him. 

JDu Bartas, (Sylvesfer), 

1 see there is no man hut may make his paradise j 
And it is nothing but his love and dot^e 

Upon the world’s foul joys that keep him out onft ; 

For he that lives retired in mind and spirit 

Is still in pamdifle. Beaumont and Fletcher^ 
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BETIRBMSNT — continued. 

Eetiring from tlie populous noise, I seek 
This unfrequented place to find some ease. 

Now purer air Sant. Ago. xn. 

Meets his approach, and to the heart inspires 
Vernal deli&t and joy, able to drive 
All sadness out despair : now gentle gales 
Fanning their odoriferous wings, dispense 
Native perfdmes, and whisper whence they stole 
Those balmy spoils. Milton^ F, X. 4. 

Bemote from man with God he passed the days, 

Prayer all his business, all his pleasure praise. Fai'nell^JSer, 6. 

Dear solitary groves, where peace does dwell ! 

Sweet harbours of pure love and innocence ! 

How willingly could I for ever stay 
Beneath the shade of your embracing greens, 

Listening to the harmony of warbling birds. 

Tuned with the gentle murmur of the streams. 

Lord Rochester^ Vdleniimaiii, 

Happy the man, who, innocent, 

Grieves not at ills he can't prevent; 

His skiff does with the current glide. 

Not puffn|p pull'd against the tide. 

He, paddling by the scuffling crowd. 

Sees unconcem'd life's wager row'd, 

And when he can't prevent foul play. 

Enjoys the folly of the fray. Matthew Ghreen, Sjpleen. 

Thus shelter’d, free from care and strife, 

May I enjoy a calm through life, 

Unhurt by sickness’ blastmg rage. 

And slowly mellowing m age, 

When fate extends i£ gathering gnpe, 

Quite a worn being without pain, 

Perhaps to blossom soon agam. Ib. Spleen^ 

Happy the man, whose wish and care, 

A lew paternal acres bound, 

Content to breath his native air 

In his own ground. Fope, Ode on Solitude^ r 

An elegant sufflciency, content, 

Retirement, rural quiet, friendship, books. 

Ease and alternate labour, useful life. 

Progressive virtue, and approving heaven 1 

Thomson^ Spring^ 
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t^lXEM^JAT^eonUnued. 

No noise, no care, no vanity, no strife ; 

Men, woods, and fields, all breathe untroubled life. 

Then keep each passion down, however dear ; 

Trust me, the tender are the most severe. 

Guard, while *tis thine thy philosopliic ease, 

And ask no joy but that of virtuous peace ; 

That bids defiance to the storms of fate. 

High bliss is only for a higher state. T/iomson* 

Now from the town 

Buried in smoke, and sleep, and noisome damps, 

Oft let me wander o*er the dewy fields. 

Where freshness breathes, and dash the trembling drops 
From the bent bush, as through the verdant maze 
Of sweet-brier hedges I pursue my walk, Thomson, Summer, 
Welcome, ye shades I je bowery thickets, hail 1 
Ye lofty pines ! ye venerable oats I 
Ye ashes wild, resounding o'er the steep I 
Delicious is your shelter to the soul* Thomson^ Summer, 269. 
The fall of kings. 

The rage of nations, and the crush of states, 

Move not the man, who, from the world escap'd. 

In still retreats, and fioweiy solitudes, 

To nature's voice attends, mom month to month, 

And day to day, thro' the revolving year ; 

Admiring, sees her in her every shape ; 

Feels all her sweet emotions at his heart ; 

Takes what she liberal gives, nor thinks of more* Ib,Autumn, 
O sacred solitude ! divine retreat I 
Choice of the prudent 1 envy of the great I 
By thy pure stream, or in thy waving shade, 

We court fair Wisdom, that celestial maid. Young, L> of F, v. 
O blest retirement, fnend to life's dedine, 

Retreat ^m care that never must be mine. 

How blest is he who crowns, in shades like these, 

A youth of labour, with an age of ease ; 

Who quits a world where strong temptations try,-^ 

And, smee 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly. Y.99* 

Scenes must be beautiful which daily viewed, 

Please daily, and whose novel^ survives 

Long knowledge and the scrutiny of years. Cowper,Ta8h,\X1'jl • 

Had I the choice of sublunary good. 

What could I wish tliat I possess not here P ^ 

Health leisure, means t* improve it, friendship, peace* 

Cowper, Task, in. 689. 
LB 2 
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ytT yPTREMEOT . cohtinved, 

'Tis pleasant tbxougli tLe loopholes of retreat 

To peep at such a world ; to see the stir 

Of tne &reat Babel, and not feel the crowd. Cotc]pcr,Tas1c,iyJ&^, 

Hackney’d in business, wearied at the oar, 

Which thousands, once fast chain’d to, quit no more. 

But which, when life at ebb runs weak and slow, 

. All wish, or seem to wish, they could forego, 

The statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of trade, 

Pants for the refuge of some rural shade. 

Where all his long anxieties forgot 
Amid the charms of a s^uester’d spot, 

Or recollected only to gild o’er 

And add a smile to what was sweet before. Jh, Retirement, 1. 

Anticipated rents and bills unpaid, 

Force many a shining youth into the shade, 

Not to redeem his time, but his estate, 

And play the fool, but at a cheaper rate. Ib. Retirement, 561. 

Some retire to nourish hopeless woe. 

Some seeking happiness not found below, 

Some to comply with humour, and a mind 
To social scenes by nature disinclined. 

Some sw^’d by fashion, some by deep disgust. 

Some self-impoyerish’d, and because they must ; 

But few that court retirement are aware 

Of half the toils they must encounter there. 25. Reilrem. 603. 

The fall of waters and the song of birds. 

And hills that echo to the distant herds. 

Are luxuries excelling all the glare 

The world can boast, and her c3def fav’rites share. Il,Ret, 182. 

Thy shades, thy silence, now he mine. 

Thy charms my only theme ; 

My haunt the hollow cliff, whose pine 
Waves o’er the gloomy stream. 

WThere the scared owl, on pinions grey. 

Breaks from the rustling boughs. 

And down the lone vale sails away. 

To more profound repose. Beattie, JldTinetrel 

How much they err, who to their interest blind, 

Slight the calm pe^e which from retirement flows ! 

And while they think their fleeting joys to bind. 

Banish the tranquil bliss whi(fli heaven for man design’d ! 

Mrs, Tighe, Rsgche, % 
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BEHEEMJSNT— 

To fly from, need not bo to bate, mankind ; 

All are not fit with tkem to stir and toil, 

Nor is it discontent to keep tbe mind 
Beep in its fountain, lest it overboil 
In tne bot tbron^, where wo become the spoil 
Of our infection, till too late and lon» 

"We may doploro and struggle with the coil, 

In wretched interchange or wrong for wrong, 

'Midst a contentious world, striving where none are strong, 

Byron, Ohilde Harold j III. 09* 
How wise a short retreat to steal. 

The vanity^ of life to feel, 

And from its cares to fly ; 

To act one calm, domestic scene, 

Earth's bustle and the grave between, 

Eetire, and learn to die 1 Hannah More, 

Oh for a bower where I might dwell 
In this contemplative seclusion. 

With wealth sufficient for the wants 
Of temperate nature, not profusion, 

A cottage on the green hill-side. 

Sacred to friendship, love, and duty, 

A garden fair, with trees for fruit, 

And some for shadow and for beauty. C. Machay, Dream, 7* 
BETSEAX— Battle, Eoral Eetreat. 

In all the trade of war, no feat 
Is nobler than a brave retreat ; 

For those that run away, and fly. 

Take place at least o’ the enemy. Butler, Hud, 1, iii. 607. 
EETETBirnoiir. 

Blood, though it sleeps a time, yet never dies j 
The gods on murd’rers fix revengeful* eyes. Chapman, 

He will have 

To eat the bitter bread of his own baking, 

And lie upon the bed of his own making. 

Quoted hy Mr, JBrighU Oct, 1866. 
BETEOSPECTION— Eememhnuiee, 

'Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours. 

And ask them what report they've borne to heaven. 

And how they might have borne more welcome news. 

Their answers form what men Experience call ; 

If wisdom’s friend, her best, if not, worst foe. 

Youny, N, T. n. 376. 
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I can remember, with unsteady feet. 

Tottering from room to room, and finding pleasure 
In flowers, and toys, and sweetmeats, things which lon^ 
Hare lost their power to please j which, when I see, 

Itaise only now a melancholy wish 
I were the little trifler once a^n 

Who could be pleased so lighBy. Smthe^, 

The mind will in its worst despair. 

Still ponder o*er the past, 

On moments of delight that were 

Too beautiful to last- Balfi, 

Where is the one w'lio hath not had 
Some anguish trial, long gone by. 

Steal, speetre-like, all dark and sad 
On busy thought, till the full eye 
And aching breast, betray'd too well, 

The past still held undying spell ? JEliza Cooh, Melata, 4. 
BSVENGE — m Anger, Bond, Hate, Betaliation, Vengeance. 

Pleasure and rerenge 

Haye ears more deaf than adders to the voice 

Of any true decision. 8h, TroiL ii. 2. 

It is a quarrel most unnatural, 

To ho reveng’d on him that loveth thee. Sh Sic. m. i. 2. 
And Cffisar’s spirit, ranging for revenge. 

With At6 by his side, come hot from hell. 

Shall in these confines, with a monarch’s voice, 

Oiy Havoek, and let slip the dogs of war. , 8k. Jul. C. iii. 1. 
0, that the slave had forty thonsand lives ; 

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 8k, 0th. iii. Sw 
Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had stomach for them all. Sk. Otk, v. 2. 

To hell, allegiance I vows, to the blackest devil 
Conscience, and grace, to the profonndest pit I 
I dare damnation : to this point I stand — 

That both the worlds I give to negligence. 

Let come what comes ; only I’ll be reveng’d. 8k. Sam, iv. 6. 
Honour hath her degrees ; there is excess 
lu all revenge, that may be done with less, L.Brooke, Alaho/m, 
All stratagems are lawful in revenge : 

Pramise, deceive, betray, or break your trust, 

WTio rights his honour, cannot be unjust. 

Savenscroft^ Italian Sushandt 
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BETXirGtE — conitn ued, 

Eevenge, at first tliougli sweet, 

Bitter ere long, back on itself recoils. Milton, P. X. zx. 171* 

Eevenge, tb’ attribute of godsl they stamp’d it 

"With tlieir great imago on our natures. Otica^, Vtnice Pres, 

My soul is up in arms, my injur’d honour, 

Impatient of the wrong, calls for revenge. 

Ritwe, Lady Jane it. 1. 
How rash, how inconsiderate is rage ! 

How wretched, O, how fatal is our error ; 

When to revenge precipitate we run ! 

Eevenge, that still with double force recoils 
Back on itself, and is its own revenge ; 

WlMe to the short-lived, momentary joy, 

Succeeds a train of woes — an age of torment. JProtode, PhiL 

What ! do they think me such a milky boy, 

To pay my vengeance with a few soft words I Thomson^ Cor, 

Yengeance is still alive ; from her dark covert 
With all her snakes erect upon her breast, 

She stalks in view, and fires me with her charms. 

ybujtff, Eevenge, 

If we do but watch the hour 
There never yet was human jower 
WWdi coidd evade, if unformven, 

The patient search and vigil long 

Of hun who treasures up a wrong. Byron, Mazeppa, 

There are things 

Which make revenge a virtue by refieetion, 

And not an impulse of mere anger ; though 

The law sleeps, justice wakes, and injur’d souls 

Oft do a public right with private wrong, lb. Marino Faliero. 

A slave insults me —I require Ids punishment^ 

TVom his proud master’s hands ; if he refi^ it, 

The offence grows his, and let him answer it. Jb.Mar.Fulierth 

Yengeance alone to God belongs ; 

.But, when I think on all my wrongs. 

My blood is liquid fiame. Scoff, Marmton, vz. 7 • 

Patience I my soul disdains its stoic maxim, 

The coward’s virtue, and the knave’s disguise : 

Oh vengeance take me all, I’m wholly thine. 

Chae. Beekingham, Henry IT. France, 
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BEVSBSES-^«« Adversily, Greatness, ]!(QsfortiuLe, Fatienoe. 

You should have feared false times, when you did feast ; 
Suspect still comes wlien an estate is least. Sk. Timon, iv. 3. 

Ebbing men, indeed, 

Most often do so near the bottom run, 

By their own fear and sloth. 8h. Temp, ir. 1, 

A brave man struggling in the storms of fate. 

And greatly falling with a falling state. 

Pope^ Prol, to Addison's Cato* 
In the worst inn’s worst room, with mat half-hung, 

The floors of plaster and the walls of dang. 

On once a flock-bed, but repaired with straw. 

With tape-tied curtains, never meant to draw, 

The George and Garter dangling from that bed 
Where tawdry yellow strove with dirty red, 

Great Villiers lies — alas I how changed from him. 

That life of pleasure and that soul of whim ! Ib, M, M iii. 299. 
Extremes of fortime are true wisdom’s test, 

And he*s of men most wise who bears them best. Cumberland, 
]lEV0LI7TI0ir--nsrtfd Despotism. 

The world is grown so bad, 

That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch ; 

Since every Jack became a gentleman, 

There’s many a gentle person made a Jack. Sh. Etc, ill, i. 8. 
There is great talk of revolution. 

And a great chance of despotism, 

German soldiers, camps, confusion, 

Tumults, lotteries, rage, delusion^ 

Gin, suicide, and methodism. Shelley, 'Sell, in. 

The whirlpool of the hour ingulfs 
The growth of centuries ! Pause ere ye rive, 

With strength of fever, things embedded long 
In social being : you’ll uproot no form 
With which the thoughts ^d habits of weak mortals 
Have long been twined, without the bleeding rent 
Of thousand ties, which to the common heart 
Of nature Imk it. Talfourd, 

BEVOLXmONISTS^tf Babble. 

Eiokle changelings, and poor discontents, 

Which gape, and rub the elbow, at the news 
Of hurlvburly innovation. 

Moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of penmeU havoc and confusion. 


Sh, Sen, nr, r. I, 
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HHBTOBIC — EHTME. 

StSDBTOBIO-^M IiftWy Oratory* 

And wLon slio spake, 

Sweet words, like dropping honey, she did shed : 

And 'twixt the pearls and rubies softly brake 
A silver sound that heavenly music seem'd to make. Spenser* 
For rhetoric, ho could not ope 

His mouth, but out there flew a trope. JBuller, Hud. 1, i, 81* 
BHIKE. 

The river Ehine, it is well known, 

Doth wash your city of Cologne ; 

But tell me, nymphs ! what power divine 
Shall henceforth wash the river Bhine ? Colt rid ffe. Cologne* 

EHYBEE— Poetry, Verse. 

For rhyme the rudder is of verses, 

With which, like ships, they steer their courses. 

liiditr^ Hud. 1, 1. 463. 

In praising Chloris, moons and stars and skies, 

Are quickfy made to match her face and eyes ; 

And gold and rubies, with as little care, 

To fit tBe colour of her lips and hair ; 

And mixing suns and flowers and pearls and stones, 

Make 'em ^ complexions serve at once. Jiutler, Sat. 2. 
May he be damn'd, who first found out that curse, 

T’ imprison and confine his thoughts in verse ; 

To hang so dull a dog upon his wit, 

And make his reason to ms rhyme submit. Butler, Sat* 2. 
Bash author, *tis a vain, presumptuous crime. 

To undertake the sacred art of rhyme ; 

If at thy birth the stars that rul'd thy sense 
Shone not with a poetic influence ; 

In thy strait genius thou wilt still be bound, 

Find Phoebus deaf, and Pegasus unsound. 

JDt yden, Art of Poetry, 1. 1, 
Whate'er you write of pleasant or sublime, 

Always let sense accompany your rhyme ; 

Falsely they seem each other to oppose ; 

Bhyme must be made with reasous laws to close. Ih. i. 27. 
Great are Ids perils in this stormy time, 

Who rashly ventures on a sea of rhyme ; 

Around vast surges roll, winds envious blow. 

And jealous rocks and quicksands lurk below. 

Greatly his foes he dreads, but more his friends, 

He hurts me more who lavishly commends. Churchhi^* 

The rhyme obliges me to this ; sometimes 

Kings are not more imperative than rhymes. Byron, B J -v .78. 
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BICEGBS — Apparel, Wealth. 

See ! 

The difTrcnce *twixt the covetous and prodigal I 
The covetous man never has money. 

And the prodigal will have none shortly. 

Ben Jonson, Staple qf Newe^ 
They’re richer who diminish their desires, 

Though their possessions be not ampKfied, 

Than monarehs, wiio, in owning large empires, 

Have minds that never will be satisned. 

For he is poor that wants what he would have ; 

And rich, who having nought, doth nothing crave. 

Sir Thomas VrquJtart^ 1646. 
Extol not riches then, the toil of fools. 

The wise man’s cumbrance, if not snare ; more apt 
To slacken virtue, and abate her edge. 

Than prompt her to do aught may merit praise. 

*Tis not your person P. P. ii. 453, 

My stomach’s set so sharp and fierce on ; 

But ’tis your better part, your riches, 

That my enamour’d heart bewitches. Butler ^ Eud» 2, i. 473. 
Biches cannot rescue from the grave, 
l^ch claims alike the monarch and the slave. Drpden* 
Why lose we life in anxious cares, 

To lay in hoards for future years P 
Can those, when tortur'd by disease. 

Cheer our sick hearts, or purchase ease P 
Can those prolong one gasp of breath. 

Or calm the troubled hour of death P Qapt Foible xvi. part 2. 
To whom can riches rive repute and trust, 

Content or pleasure, but the good and just P 
Judges and senates have been bought for gold. 

Esteem and love were never to be sold. Pope, If. P. ni. 171. 
Elches, the wisest monarch sings, 

Make pinions for themselves to fiy ; 

They fly like bats on parchment wings, 

And geese their silver plumes supply. Swift, 

0 grievous folly to heap up estate, 

Losing the days you see beneath the sun. 

When, sudden, comes blind unrelenting Fate, 

And gives th* untasted portion you have won 
With ruthless toil, and many a v retch undone. 

To those who mock you, gone to Pluto’s reign. 

ThoToson, Castle ^ Indolence, i. 19 l 
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WjSS&^contmued. 

Much learning shows how little mortals know ; 

Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy : 

At best, it babies us with endless toys, 

And keeps us children till wo drop to dust. 

As monkeys at a mirror stand amaz*d, 

They fSail to find what they so plainly see ; 

Thus men, in shining riches, see the face 
Of happiness, nor know it is a shade ; 

But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, 

And wish, and wonder it is aosent still. Young, iV’. 21 vi, 

Hi^i-built abundance, heap on heap ! for what ? 

To breed new wants, and beggar us the more ; 

Then, make a richer scramble for the tlirong. Jb. y. 21 7i. 

Te friends to truth, ye statesmen who survey 
The rich man’s joys mcroase, the poor’s decw, 

*Tis yours to judge how wide the limits stana 

Between a splendid and a happy land. Goldsmith, De^, VtL 

Then let us get money, like bees lay up honey ; 

We’U build us new hives and store up each cell; 

The sight of our treasure shah yijld us great pleasure. 

We’ll count it, and chink it, and jiu^e it well. 

Dr, Franklin, Drinking Song, 
Abundance is a blessing to the wise ; 

The use of riches in discretion lies ; 

Leani this, ye men of wealth— a heavy purse 

In a fool’s pocket is a heavy curse. Cumberland, Menander, 

The rich man’s son inherits cares ; 

The bank may break, the factory burn, 

A breath may burst bis bubble-shares, 

And soft white hands could hardly earn „ r j \ 

A living that would serve his turn. J, D ZcfoeU, [Am,) 

Jesting. 

But touch me, and no minister so sore ; 

Whoe’er offends, at some unlxmky time 
Slides into verse, and hitches in a rhyme ; 

Sacred to ridicule his whole life long, 

And the sad burden of some merry song. 

Pope, Imitations qfMorace, 11. io, 

BIEXE-GOBBS— Soldiers, 

When he speaks not like a citizen, 

You find him like a soldier. Sh, Cartel, in. o# 
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BUTiSFLETS'^^tf Hair, Tresses. 

This nymph., to the destruction of manlcind,^ 

13‘ourish'd tvro locks, wliioli graceful hung behind 
In equal curls, and well conspir'd to deck, 

With shining ringlets, the smooth ivory neck. 

Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains, 

And mighty pearls are held in slender chains. 

With haiiy springes wo the birds betray 
Slight lines of ham surprise the finny prey. Fope, 

BIVALEY. 

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere. 

Base rivals, who true wit and merit hate, 

Caballing stiU against it with the great, 

Maliciously aspire to gain renown, 

By standing up, and pulling others down. Drpden, 

Love, and a crown, no rivalship can bear ; 

All precious things are still possess'd with fear. lb. Aurengz, 
Bhine, Tliames. 

And see the rivers how they run 

Through woods and meads, in shade and sun ; 

Sometimes swift, sometimes slow, 

Wave succeeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep. 

Like human life, to endless sleep ! ppei', Grongar lEilL 
A little stream came tumbling from the height. 

And struggling unto ocean as it might. 

Its bounmng ciystal froliok’d in the ray, 

Andgush'd from cleft to crag with saltless spic 2 i,j.Bgron ^Island, 
BOBUT HOOD. 

A famous man is Eobin Hood, 

The English ballad-singer's joy ! 

And Scotland has a thief as good, 

An outlaw of as daring mood ; 

She has her brave Bob Boy. Wordsworth^ Bob Bog's Grave 
BOBBEBY--;^ Besignation. 

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen, 

Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all 8h, 0th. ni. 8. 

HOD. 

Love is a bov by poets styl’d. 

Then spare the rod, and spoil the child. Butler, Had. 2, i. 843. 
Kovels, Stories, Tales. 

0 then, I see, queen Mab hath been with you. Sh. Bom. i. 4. 
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BOUABTCES ^contxmted. 

They never care liovr many otliers 
They kill, without regard of motliers, 

Or wives, or childreu, so they can 

Make up some fierce, dead-doing man. Buffer^ Hud. 1, ii. 17. 
Is't not enough to make one strange. 

That some men’s fancies should u^er change, 

But make all people do and say 

The same things still the selfsame way. Buffer, Hud. 2, i, 9 
Bomances paint at full length people’s wooings, 

But only give a bust of marriages ; 

Bor no one cares for matrimonial cooings ; 

Thpe’s nothing wrong m a connubial kiss ; 

Think you, if Laura had been Petrarch’s w ife, 

He would have written sonnets all his life ? Bj/rau, D. J. iir. S 
SOME. 

See the wild waste of all-devouring years ! 

How Borne her own sad sepulchre appears, 

"With nodding arches, broken temples spread ; 

The very tombs now vanish’d, like their dead I Bojpc,'H.E v.l 
While stands the Coliseum, Borne shall stand ; 

When falls the Coliseum, Borne shall fall ; 

And when Borne falls, the world. Ch. if. iv. 1 

BOSES Iiove. 

Oh, how much more doth beauty beauteous seem, 

^ that sweet ornament which truth doth give ! 

Ime rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem, 

For that sweet odour which doth in it live. Sh. Sonnet tiv 

Lovely rose, the queen of flowers, 

Daughter of the vernal year. 

Dear to all the heav’nly powers. 

To the son of Venus dear. Anacreon, {Greene,) Ode v 

Boses, lovers delight, let’s join 
To flie red-cheek’a god of wine ; 

Boses crown us while we laugh. 

And the juice of Autumn quaff 1 
Boses of all flowers the king, 

Boses the fresh pride of spring, 

Joys of every deitj% 

liOve, when with the ^ces ho 

For the ball himself disposes. 

Crowns his golden hair with roses. Anacreon, {Stanley,) Oden 
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Bose ! thou art the sweetest fiower 
ever drank the amber shower ; 

Bose ! thou art the fondest child 
Of dimpled spring, the wood-nymph wild ! 

E*en the gods, who walk the sky. 

Are amorous of thy scented sigh ; 

Oupid too, on Paphian shades, 

His hair with rosy fillets braids. Anacreon, (Moore,) Ode xim 

The pride of mortals is the rose. 

The breath of Gods its leaves disclose. 

The graces, when th' enamour'd hours 
Prom their gay wings profuse the flowers, 

With roses bind their silken hair, 

Its beauties Venus joys to wear. Anaoreon,(Adduon,)Ode tm 

Lovely rose, thy genial power, 

Sweetly soothes the sickly hour ; 

O’er the grave thy fragrance shed ; 

We sink in quiet to the dead. 

When the envious hand of time 
Jfips the honours of thy prime, 

IVesh in youth thy odours bear 

Bichness to the ambient air. Anacreon, (Chreene^ Ode Lin 

Oathe^e rosebuds while ye may, 

Old Time is stiU a-fiyiag ; 

And this same flower that smiles to-day 
To-morrow will be dying. Herrich. 

Go, lovdy rose ! 

Tell her, that wastes her time and me, 

Tli^ now she knows. 

When I resemble her to thee. 

How sweet and fair she seems to he. Waller^ 

OhOd of summer, lovely rose. 

In thee what blushing beauty grows $ 

Bat ere to-morrow’s settbig sun 
Thy beauty fatles, thy form is goue ; 

Yet tho’ no grace thy buds retain. 

Thy pleasing odours still remain* Mttwn. 

Ho flower embalm'd the air but one white rose, 

Which on the tenth of J une by instinct blows. 

Churchill^ JBropkecy of Famine, 207 . 
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SATAIT — 8ee Devil. 

MeaEwMe the adversary of God and man, 

Satan, with thoughts inflam’d of highest design, 

Puts on swift wings, and towards the gates of hell 

Explores his solitaiy flight : sometimes 

He scours the right hand coast, sometimes the left : 

How shares with level wing the deep ; then soars 

Up to the fiery concave, tow’ring high. P. Jj* ri. 62^, 

Th* infernal serpent ; he it was, whose guile, 

Stirr’d up with envy and revenge, ‘ deceiv’d 
The m other of mankind. Milton, P. L. r. 34. 

SATIETY— Excess, Surfeit. 

As surfeit is the father of much fast, 

So every scope by the immoderate use 

Turns to restraint. Sh. M. fat* If. r. 3;. 

They surfeited with honey ; and began 

To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof little 

More than a little is by much too much. SA, Sen. iw 1, iir. 2. 

The ear is cloy’d 
Unto satiety with honied strains, 

That daily from the fount of HeHcon 

Plow murmuring. Herlert, 


With pleasure drugg’d he almost long’d for woe, 

And e isn for change of scene would seek the shades below. 

B^ron, Oh. S. i. 6^ 

BATIEE— «« Critics, Poetry, Verse. 

I’m one whose whip of steel can with a lash 
Imprint the characters of shame so deep, 

Ev*h in the brazen forehead of proud sm. 

That not eternity shall wear it out. 

Randolph, Mus^a Loohing-Glasa^ 
Satire or sense, alas ! can Sporus feel 
Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel ! Pope, Bp, to Arh. 307. 


Satire’s my weapon, hut I’m too discreet 
To run a-muok, and tilt at all I meet ; 


I only wear it in a land of Hectors, 

Thieves, supercargoes, sharpers, and directors. 

Pope, Imit, of Sor* 2, i, 70L 
Satire should, like a polish’d razor, keen. 

Wound with a touch, that’s scarcely felt or seen ; 

Thine is an oyster-knife, that hacks and hews : 

The rage, but not the talent to abuse ; 

And is In hate, what love is in the stews. 

iMdp M* IF* Montagne^ io Pop^ 
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BOXTflSEAXJ— BUIBra. 


BOUSSEAtJ. 

The self-tortarinff sophist, wild Eousseau, 

The apostle of affliction— he, who threw 
Enchantment over passion, and from woe 
Wrung OYorwhelming eloquence. Bjfron, Ch, H, iii, 77’, 
E07ALT7—«^ Kings, FriiLoea. 

Princes have but their titles for tlieir glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toil ; 

And for unfelt imaginations, 

They often feel a world of restless cares. Sh,Eic. llL i. 4 

Princes, that would their people should do well. 

Must at themselves begin, as at the head ; 

Por men, by their example, pattern out 
Their imitations and regard of laws ; 

A virtuous court a world to virtues draws. Ci/ntk.IieVf 
BOYAL PraSIOKS. 

Such stipends those vile hirelings best befit. 

Priests without grace, and poets witliout wit. 

Bryderit Absalom and Achitophel, ii. 318 

BBUr — iee llisforttme. 

Destruction 

O'ertakes as often those that fly as those that 

Boldly meet it, Denham, Hophy, 

Those whom God to ruin has design'd. 

He fits for fate, and first destroys their mind. 

Dryden, Hind and Panther, iii. 1091 
BTrOTS— wtf Decay, Mortality. 

Where^ her high steeples whilom used to stand. 

On which the lordly falcon wont to tower. 

There now is but a heap of lime and sand, 

Por the screech-owl to ouild her baleful bower. 

. Spenser, Buins of Time, 

All things decay with time ; the forest sees 
The growth and downfall of her aged trees : 

That timber tall, which threescore lustres stood 
The proud dictator of the state-like wood — 

I mean the sovereign of all plants, the oak. 

Droops, dies, and falls without the cleaver's stroke. 

There is giren^*"’®*' 

Unto the things of earth, which time hath bent, 

A spirit’s feeling, and where he hath leant 
His handj but broke his scythe, there is a power 
And m^c in the ruined battlement; 

Por wliich the palace of the present hour 

Must yield its pomp, and wait till ages are its dower, 

Byron^ Ch, H, it . 127. 
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BTJINS— cowiinwfidE. 

5'Iiere is a temple in ruin stands, 

Fashion’d by long forgotten hands ; 

Two or three columns, and many a stone, 

Marble and granite, witli grass o’ergrown t 
Out upon time I it will leave no more 
Of the things to come than the things before ! 

Byron^ Shqe of Ci^iinth, T, 18. 
Ye glorious Gothic scenes I how much je strike 
All phantasies, not e’en excepting mine : 

A grey wall, a green ruin, rusty pike, 

Make my soul pass the equinoctial line 
Between the present and past worlds, and hoTcr 
Upon their airy confine, half-seas over. Byron, JD. J* X. 61. 
EULIRS — see Kings, Government. 

To put the power 

Of sovereign rule into the good man’s hand, 

Is giving peace and happiness to millions. 

Thomson, Sopkonisla, r. 2. 
We should rejoice if tliose who rule our land, 

Be men who hold its many blessings dear. 

Wise, upright, valiant : not a servile band, 

Who are to judge of dangers while they fear, 

And honour which they do not understand. 

Quoted by Mr, J. JD, ColerUge, on the Reform Bill, J une 8, 1866< 
EHUKa FASSIOK— see Hobbies. 

Maimers with fortunes, humours turn with climes, 

Tenets with books, an^ ■principles with times. 

Search then the niling \ ^ssion : there alone 

The wild are constant, ant* the cunning known.Po;?e,Ar.JE'.i.l72, 

And you, brave Cobham I to the latest breath. 

Shall feoi your ruling passion strong in death, lb, M,JS, 1.262, 
lu men we various ruling passions find 5 
In women, two almost divide the mind : 

Those, only fix’d, they first or last obey, 

The love of pleasure and the love of sway. Pope, M,B. 11,207. 
She who no’er answers till a husband cools, 

Or, if she roles him, never shows she rules. 

Oharms by accepting, by submitting sways, 

Yet has her humour most when she obeys. Pope, ii. 261, 



BTTHOirB — LISB, EBTBSAT, SC£NEBT| SIO. 
WSVQTSBf^ea ITews. 

Kumour’s a pipe 

Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures ; 

And of so easy and so plain a stop, 

ITiat tlie blunt monster with uncounted heads, 

Tlie still discordant wavering multitude, 

Can play upon it. Sh. Sen. ir. Introduction i\ 

Humour doth double, like the voice and echo. 

The numbers of the fear*d. Sh. 0th. in. 1 , 

The flying rumours gather’d as they rolFd, 

Scarce any tale was sooner heard than told ; 

And all who told it added something new, 

And all who heard it made enlargements too ; 

In ev’ry ear it spread, on ev’ry ton^e it grew. 

Thus flying east and west, and norUi and south, 

I^ews trareird with increase from mouth to mouth. 

JPojpe, Temple of Fame. 465 
HTJHAIi LIFE, EETBEAT, SCKOlltY, &o — see Gonntry life, Evening; 
Home, Eetirement. 

Happy the man, whom bounteous gods allow 
With his own hands paternal grounds to plough. 

0*mley^ Hor. Ode ii. 5. 

She went to plain work, and to purling brooks, 

Old-fashion’d halls, dull aunts, and croaking rooks : 

She went from opera, park, assembly, play, 

To morning walks, and prayers three hours a-day ; 

To part her time *twixt reading and bohea, 

To muse, and spill her solitary tea. 

Or o’er cold coffee trifle with the spoon, 

Count the slow clock, and dine exact at noon ; 

Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire, 

Hum half a tune, tell stories to the squire ; 

Up to her godly garret after seven, 

There starve and pray, for that’s the way to heaven. 

Of men Fope, JEpisile 5^ 

The happiest he I who far from public rage. 

Deep in the vale, with a choice &w retired. 

Drinks the pure pleasures of a rural life. Thomson, Ant. 1233. 
A time there was, ere England’s gi-iefs began. 

When ev ’37 rood of ground maintain’d its man ; 

Eor him light labour spread her wholesome store. 

Just gave what life requir’d, but gave no more 
His best companions, innocence and health. 

And his best riches, ignorance of wealth. Goldsmith, D.s. TIL 
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ETJKAL LIFE. EETEEAT, SCEKERY, &o.— ffonWnued. 

Kot rural sidits alone, but rural sounds 

Exhilarate the spirit, and restore 

The tone of languid nature. Mighty wiRds, 

That sweep the skirts of some far-spreading wood 
Of ancient growth, make music not unlike 
The dash of ocean on his winding shore, 

And lull the spirit while they fill the mind. Cotrjper, Task, 1. 1 8) 
Ye gentle souls, who dream of rural ease, 

Whom the smooth stream and smoother sonnet please ; 

Go I if the peaceful cot your praises share. 

Go look within, and ask if peace be there ; 

If peace be his — that drooping weary sire, 

Or theirs, that offspring round th<‘ir feeble fire ; 

Or hers, that matron pale, •uhose trembling hand 
Turns on the wretchca hearth th* expiring brand ! 

O for a seat in some poetic nook, Crabbe, Village, 1. 173. 
Just hid with trees and sparkling with a brook. 

Leigh JSunt, Politics and Poetics* 

BUS IK UBBE. 

He that deems his leisure well bestow'd 
In contemplations of a turnpike road, 

Is occupied as well, emjjloys Ms hours 
As wiselyi and as much improyes Ms powers. 

As he that slumbers in pavilions graced 
With all the charms of on accomplish’d taste. 

Ooteper, Petiremoit, 505« 
Suburban villas, highway-side retreats, 

That dread th’ encroachment of our growing streets, 

^ght boxes neatly sash'd, and in a blaze 
With all a July sun’s collected rays, 

Delight the citizen, who gasping there 
Breathes clouds of dust, and cafls it country air. 

0 sweet retirement, who would baulk the thought 
That could afford retirement, or could not ? 

*Tis such an easy walk, so smooth and straight, — 

The second milestone fronts the garden gate ; 

A step if fair, and if a shower approach 
You nnd safe shelter in the next stage-coach. 

There prison’d in a parlour snug and small, 

Like bottled wa^s upon a southern wall, 

The man of business and Ms friends compress’d, 

Forget their labours, and yet find no rest ; 

But still ’tis rural,— trees are to be seen 
From every window, and the fields are green. 

Cowpor, JEUtii'tmenU 
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BAJ}BA.TAllXiJ!rS ~ Si3BATH. 


imATAEiAirs. 

Wliai 1 sbxit the garden i lock ike latticed gates 
Ite^se the shilling and the Pellow’s ticket 1 
ioid hang a wooden notice up to state. 

On Sundap no admittance at this wicket 1” 

The birds, the beasts, and aU the reptile race 
Denied to Mends and yisitors tOl Monday 1 
Now, reaiily, this appears the common case 
Of putting too mu^ Sabbath into Sunday— 

But what IS your opinion, Mrs. Grundy P 

Thos. Mood, {an open QuestioBt) 
What harm if men who bum the midnight-oil ; 

Weary of firame, and worn and wan in feature. 

Seek once a week their spirits to assoil. 

And catch a glimpse of Animated Nature.” 

Better it were if, m his best of suits, 

The artisan, \jho goes to work on Monday, 

Should spend a leisure hour among the brutes. 

Than mate a beast of his own self on Sunday — 

But what is your opinion, Mrs. Grundy P TIooi, Ih 

IA5BATH. 

Hail, Sabbath ! thee I hail, the poor man’s day : 

On other days the man of toil is aoom’d 
To eat his joyless bread, lonelv — ^the ground 
Both seat and board— screend from the winter’s «old 
And summer's heat, by neighboring hedge or tree *, 

But on this day, embosom’d in his home, 

He shares the nugal meal with those he lores. Gra/unne,Sah,40t 
The seventh day this ; the jubilee of man : 

London! right well thou know^st the day of prayer : 

Then the spruce citizen, wash’d artisan, 

And smug apprentice gulp their weekly air : 

The coam of hackney, whiskey, one-horse chair, 

And humblest through sundry suburbs whirl ; 

To Hampstea^TBrentford, Harrow make repair j 
Till the^ tired jade the wheel forgets to hurl, 
il^ovoking envious gibe from each pedestrian churl. 

Byron^ CL JSI i, Q0, 

The cheerful Sabbath bells, wherever heard, 

Strike pleasant on the sense, most like the voice 
Of one who from the far-ojff hills proclabns 
Tidings of good to Zion. Charles LamL 

The Sabbath bell, 

That over wood, and wild, and mountain-dell 

Wanders so far, chasing all thoughts unholy 

With sounds, most musical, most melancholy. Bogers^ M. Life, 
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SABBATH — SAIBITTG, SAILOBS. 

Yet eveiT day in seven, at least, 

One bright republic shall be known ; — 

Man’s world awhile hath surely ceas’d, 

When God proclaims His own 1 
Six days may rank divide the poor, 

0 Dives I from thy banquet-had — 

The seventh, the Father opes the door, 

And holds His feast for all I JBuitcer JjytUA^ 

Fresh glides the brook and blows the gale, 

Yet yonder halts the quiet mill ; 

The whirring wheel, the rushing sail, 

How motionless and still I 

Six days stem labour shuts the poor 

From nature’s careless banquet nail ; 

The seventh, an Angel opes the door, 

And, smiling, welcomes all I JBulwer Lyttoiu 

1 am glad when the sabbath steals quietlv in, 

Of all days the chief lustre, the “ pe^l of the seven 
A season when man seems to pause in his sin, 

A time, rightly used, giving glimpses of heaven, .T, O, Prtnee^ 

8ACnEtAllCEirT--w Transubstantiation. 

SAIIIFG, SAHOES— Ocean, Sea, Shipwreck. 

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail, tr 

And you axe staid for. -Haw, i. •* 

What though the sea be calm ? trust to the shore, 

Ships have been droTVTi’d, where late they dano d before. 

Serrick. Ajph. 3CWL 

He that ha a sail’d upon the dark blue sea 
Has view’d at times, I ween, a full fair sight ; 

When the fresh breeze is fair as breeze may be. 

The white sail set, the gallant frigate tight ; 

Masts, spires, and strand retiring to the right. 

The glorious main expanding o’er the bow. 

The convoy spread like wild swans in Iheir flight, 

The dullest sailer wearing bravely now, 

So gaily curl the waves before each dashing 

® ^ Byron^ Ca, xl. it. 17^ 

Hark to the boatswain’s call, the eheering 1 
While through the seaman’s hand the tackle glides 
Or school-boy midshipman that, standing by. 

Strains his sbrili pipe as good or ill betides, ^ 

And well the docile crew that skUfal nrchin guides. 

Myron, Ch. it. n. la. 



SAILING, SAILORS — SAINT PETER. 

SAILIirG, SAILOBS eontinued. 

How can I bear to tbink on all 
The dangers thou must brave P 
^ fears will deem each gale a storm, 

TVliilo thou art on the wave. L» JEI* Landoji, 

A wet sheet and a flowing sea, 

A wind that follows fast, 

And fills the white and rustling sail, 

And bends the gallant mast. Allan Canningliam^ Sonc^ 

0 Thou, who in thy hand dost hold 
The winds or waves that wake or sleep. 

Thy tender arms of mercy fold 

Around the seamen on the deep. jET. jR Oould (dm,} 

There's one whose fearless courage yet has never failed in 
fight; 

Who guards with zeal our country's weal, our freedom, and 
our right ; 

But though his strong and ready arm spreads havoc in its blow; 
Cry ** Quarter !” ana that arm will be the first to spare its foe. 
He recks not though proud glory’s shout may be the knell of 
death ; 

The triumph won, without a sigh he yields his parting breath, 
He's Britain’s boast, and claims a toast ! '* In peace, my boys, 
or war, 

Hero’s to the brave upon the wave, the gallant English Tar." 

£liza Qooht Mnglish Tar, 

1 love the sailor ; — his eventful life — 

His generous spirit—his contempt of danger— 

His firmness in the gale, tlie wreck, and strife ; — 

And, though a wild and reckless ocean-ranger, 

God grant he make that port, when life is o’er, 

Where storms are hush’d, and billows break no more I Colton, 

As a sailor’s all one .-is a piece cf the ship. IMdiru 

SAINT PEIEB. 

Saint Peter sat by the celestial gate : 

His keys were rusty, and tlie lock was dull, 

So little trouble had been given of late ; 

Not that the place by any means was full. 

But since the Gallic era " eighty-eight ” 

The devils had ta’en a longer, stronger pull. 

And "a puh all together,” as they say 
At sea— which drew most souls another way. 

Bgron, Vision of Jndpneuf^ 1 



SJlINTS. 
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SAINTS— Dissentere, Hypocrisy, KethodisU, Tniittiw. 

For saints in peace degenerate, 

And dwindle down to reprobate ; 
llieir zeal corrupts, like standing water, 

In tb' intervals of war and slaughter ; 

Abates the sharpness of its edge. 

Without the pow*r of sacnlege. Butler, ILud, 3, n. 643. 
And now the saints began their reign. 

For which they’d yearn’d so long in vain, 

And felt such bowel hankerings. 

To see an empire, all of kings. llu Rud, 3. ir. 237. 

In the wicked’s there’s no vice. 

Of which the saints have not a spice, 

And yet that thing tliat’s pious in 
The one, in th* other is a sin. 

Is it not ridiculous, and nonsense, 

A saint should bo a slave to conscience ? SCud, 3, ii. 247. 
A godly man, that has served out his time 
InTiolmess, may set up any crime ! 

As scholars, when they’ve taken their degrees, 

May set.up any faculty they please. Jb. Mht\ Thoughts, 167* 
*Tis from high life high characters are drawn ; 

A saint in crape is twice a saint in law n ; 

A judge is just, a chane’llor juster still ; 

A gownman leam’d : a bishop what you will : 

Wise if a minister j but if a king, 

More wise, more leam’d, more just, more ev’ry thing. 

Pope, Af. 1.1.135, 

The devil was piqu’d such saintship to behold, 

And longed to tempt him like good J ob of old ; 

But Satan now is wiser than of yore. 

And tempts by making rich, not making poor* lb, iii. 843. 
For virtue’s self may too much zeal be had ; 

The worst of madmen is a saint run mad. 

Tope, Jmit, of Horace, i. vi. 26. 
The rigid saint, by whom no mercy’s shewn. 

To saints whose lives are better than his own. 

Churchill, Ep, to Hogarth, 25. 
Jesting apart—what virtue canst thou trace 
In that broad brim that hides thy sober face P 
Does that long-skirted drab, that over-nice 
And formal clothing, prove a scorn of vice P 
Then for thine accent— what in sour.d can be 
So void of grace as dull monotony' P Crabbe, Frank Courtship 



SAIITTS— SALTJTA.TI 03 r. 


SAIKTS— 

For a sinner, tbon’rb too mncli a saint ; 

Hast too mnc]! show of the sedate and pure, 

And without cause art formal and demure : 

Th^ makes a man unsocial, unpolite ; 

Odious when wrong, and insolent if right. 

Thou may’st be good, but why should goodness be 
Wrapt in a garb of such formality ? Crahle, Frank CourtMp. 

His native sense is hurt by strange complaints 
Of inward motions in these warriBff saints ; 

Who never cast on sinful bait a look. 

But they perceive the devil at the hook. i&. 8guire and Friesii 

When, at his humble prayV, you deign’d to eat. 

Saint as you are, a ci^ sinner’s meat ; 

When as you sat contented and at ease, 

Hibbling at leisure on the ducks and peas, 

And, pleased some comforts in such ;^[ace to find, 

You could descend to be a little kind ; 

And gave us hope, in heaven ihere might be room 
For a few souls oesides your own to come ; 

While this world’s good eng^ed your carnal view. 

And like a sinner he enjoy’d it too; 

All this perceiving, can you think it strange 
That change in you should work an equal change P” 

, « , , OodJe, Converif 1^, 

They pray, they fight, they murder, and they weep— 

Wolves in their vengeance, in their manners sheep ; 

Too well they act the prophet’s fatal part, 
denouncing evil with a zealous heart ; 

And each, Hke Jonah, is displeased if God 
Eepent his anger, or withhold his rod, Qralhe, Zihrary^ 228. 
SAIT. 

Alas ! you know the cause too weU ; 

The salt is spilt, to me it fell. Qay^ Fable 37, 

Why dost thou shun the salt P that sacred pledge. 

Which once partaken blunts the sabre’s edge. 

Makes e’en contending tribes in peace unite. 

And hated hosts seem brethren to the sight. 

Myron^ Chrsair, ii. 4, 

BAITTCAXIOir— Ma Address. 

Fair be to you, fair maiden, fear desires. 

In all flair measure fairly guide you. 8h. Trail in. 1 

A feir good evening to my fairer hostess. Byron, Werner, 1. 1 
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SATAIT— Devil. 

Meanwhile the adversary of God and man, 

Sataiiy with thoughts inAam'd of highest design, 

Puts on swift wings, and towards the gates of hell 

Explores his solitary flight : somotimes 

He scours the right hand coast, sometimes the loft : 

How shayes with level wing the deep ; then soars 

Up to the fiery concave, towering high. Milfony P. L* rr, 629, 

Th’ infernal serpent ; ho it was, whose guile, 

Stirr’d up with envy and revenge, ‘ deceiv'd 
The m other of mankind. P. L, r. 34. 

SATiisl']^ — te» Bzoess, Surfeit. 

As surfeit is the father of much fast, 

So every scope by the immoderate use 

Turns to restraint. Sh. Jf. fui* It, r. % 


They surfeited with honey ; and began 

To loathe the tasto of sweetness, whereof Htfle 

More than a little is by much too much. S^. Hen, iv, 1, nr. 2. 

The ear is cloy’d 
Unto satiety with honied strains. 

That daily from the fount of Helicon 

Plow munnuring. Jllerhert 


With pleasure drugg’d he almost long'd for woe, 

And e^en for change of scene would seek the shades below. 

Bjfron, Ch, It, i. 6w 

SATIRE-^ Crities, Poetry, Verse. 

I'm one whose whip of steel can with a lash 
Imprint the characters of shame so deep, 

Ev'h in the brazen forehead of proud sm. 

That not eternity shall wear it out. 

Randolph, Mus^e Zoohing-Glait* 
Satire or sense, alas ! can Sporus feel 
Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel I Pope, JSp, to Arh, 307. 
Satire's my weapon, but I'm too discreet 
To run a*muok, and tilt at all I meet ; 

I only wear it in a land of Hectors, 

TMeves, supercargoes, sharpers, and directors. 

Pove, Imit, of Hot, 2, i, 70L 
Satire should, like a polish’d razor, keen. 

Wound with a touch, that's scarcely felt or seen ; 

!ljbine is an oyster-knife, that hacks and hews : 

The rage, but not the tiJent to abuse ; 

And is m hate, what love is in the stews. 

Lady M* W% Monte^gite, to Popx 
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SATIEE. 


SA.TIB£— 

Thongli folly, robed in purple, sliines. 

Though vice exhausts Peruvian mines, 

Yet snail tliey tremble and turn pale 

When satire wields her mighty nail. C/iurchillf Ghosts 023. 

Enough of satire ; in less harden’d times 
Oreat was her force, and mighty were her rhymes. 

I’ve read of men, beyond man’s daring brave, 

Who yet have trembled at the strokes she gave ; 

Whose souls have felt more terrible alarms 

Prom her one line, than from a world in arms. lb. Cand. 164, 

WThy should wo fear P and what ? ITie laws ? 

They all are arm’d in Virtue’s cause ; 

And aiming at the self-same end, 

Satire is always Virtue’s friend. Churchill^ Ghost, ur. 943. 
When satire flies abroad on falsehood’s wing, 

Short is her life, and impotent her sting 5 

But 'n hen to truth allied, the wound she gives 

Sinks deep, and to remoter ages lives. Churohill, Author ^ 217. 

Satire, whilst envy and ill-humour sway 

The mind of man, must always make her way ; 

JN’or to a bosom, with discretion fraught, 

Is all her malice worth a single thou^it. 

The wise have not the will, nor fools the power, 

To stop her headstrong course j within the hour 

Left to herself, she dies ; opposing strife 

Oives her fresh vigour, and prolongs her life. Ih, Author, 197. 

Instructive satire ! true to virtue’s cause ! 

Thou shining supplement of public laws I Young, L. qfF, 1 . 11 . 
If satire charms, strike faults but spare the man ; 

’Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 

Satire recoils whenever charg'd too high ; 

Hound your own fame the fatal splinters fly ; 

As the soft plume mves swiftness to the dart, 

Oood-breedmg sends the satire to the heart. 

Young, Ep. to JBope, n. 163. 
Let satire less engage you than applause ; 

It shows a generous mind to wink at flaws. Ib. ii. 166. 
Most satirists aro indeed a public scourge ; 

Their mildest physic is a farrier’s purge ; 

Their ^lid temper turns, as soon as stirr’d, 

Tlie milk of their good purpose all to curd. 

Tlieir zeal begotten, as their works rehearse, 

•By lean despair upon an empty purse, Coioper, Qharii/g, 601, 
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Wlien scandal has new-niintcd an old lie, 

Or tax*d invention for a fresh supply, 

*Tis caird a satire, and the woiiti appears 
Gathering around it with erected ears ; 

A thousand names arc toss’d into the erov\'d. 

Some whisper'd softly, and some twang d aloud, 

Just as the sapience of an author's brain, 

Suggests it safe or dangerous to be plain. Cowper, Chantp^BlZ* 

At princes let but satire raise his gun, 

The more their feathers fly, tlie more the fun ! 

E’en the whole world, blockheads and men of letters, 

Enjoy a cannonade upon their betters. PeUr Pindar* 

Prepare for rhyme — ^I’U publish, right or wrong ; 

Fools are my tneme, let satire be my song. Bpron^Eng, Bards* 

In general satire, every man perceives 
A slight attack, yet neither fears nor grieves. 

Crabhe, Squire and Piiui* 
You must not think that a satiric style 
Allows of scandalous and brutish words ; 

The better sort abhor scurrility. JRoseamman* 

SAVIOXIB, (OTJE), 

Of aU creation first, 

Begotten Son, divine Similitude, 

' In whose conspicuous countnance, without cloud. 

Made visible, th* Almighiy Father shines, 

"Whom else no creature can behold : on Thee 
Impress’d, th* eflfulgence of His glory bides ; 

Trmisfused on Thee His ample spirit rests. 

The Heav’n of hear ’ns, and all the powers therein 
By thee created. Milton, P. L. iii. 384, 

BOAXCDALsee Slander, Society. 

You know 

That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard. 

An il after scandal them. Sh* Jiff.- C. i. St 

He rams his quill with scandal and with scoflT, 

But ’tis so very foul, it won’t go ofP. Young, Pp. to Pope, 1.197. 

What is a scandal of the first renown, 

But letter’d knaves and atheists in a gown P ii. 63. 

Flavia, most tender of her own good name. 

Is rather careless of a sister’s fame I 
Her superfluity the poor supplies. 

But if ahe touch a character it dies. Cowpsr, Charttg, 



BCA2?3>-iL — SCEPTICISM. 


8GANBAI — eontmued. 

Ko scandal about Queen Elizabeth I lLO^e,Shendan,CriiicjTiJit 

The whole court melted into one wide whisper, 

And all lips were applied unto all ears ! 

The elder ladies' wrinkles curled much crisper 

As they beheld ; the younger cast some leers 

On one another, and eachloyely lisper 

Smiled as she talked the matter o'er : but tears 

Of rivalship rose in each clouded eye 

Of all the standing army who stood by. Byron^ jD. eTl ix. 78w 

The circle smil'd, then whisper'd, and then sneer'd : 

The misses bridled, and the matrons frown’d : 

Some hoped things might not turn out as th^ fear'd: 

Some would not deem such women could be found 
Some ne'er believ’d one half of what they heard : 

Some look'd perplex’d, and others look'd profound 

And several pitied with sincere regret 

Poor Lord Augustus litz-Plantagenet. Byron, J. xiv. 44, 

There is a lust in man no charm can tame, 

Of loudly publishing his neighhour’s shame ; 

On eagles'^wings immortal scandals fly, 

‘While virtuous actions are but bom and die. BleanoraJECervey^ 

SCABS. 

He jests at scars that never felt a wound. 8k, Bom. n. B 
8CJEH£Bi7-~-4af Distance. 

How often have I paused on every charm. 

The shelter’d cot, the cultivated nmn. 

The never-failing brook, the busy mill. 

The decent church, that topp'd me neighbouring hill ; 

The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shad&t 
For talking age and whispering lovers made. 

Goldsmith, Deserted Tillage^ 9 » 
SGEPTIGISM — seo Learning, Infidelity. 

Let no presuming impious railer tax 
Creative wisdom, as if aught was formed 
In vain, or not for admirable ends, 

Shall little haughty ignorance pronounce 

His works unwise, oi which the smallest part 

Exceeds the narrow visions of our mind. Thomson, Sum, 818 

Heaven is all love ; all joy in giving joy. 

It never created but to bliss, 

And shall it, then, strike off the list of life 

A being bless'd, or worthy so to be P 

Heaven starts at an annihilating God. Your^g, AT. T, vn. 478. 


SCJEJPTICISM — SCHOOI., SCHOOL-BOT^ »pa 

SOEFTZCISH — continued* 

This a sacred rule we find 
Among the nicest of mankind, 

0?Vliich never might exception brook 
jBVom Hobbes even down to Holingbroke,) 

To doubt of facts, however true. 

Unless they know the causes too. Churchill^ Ghoef, ii. 854 
Oh I lives there, heaven ! beneath thy dread expanse. 

One hopeless, dark idolater of chance, 

Content to feed with pleasures tinrefin’d. 

The lukewarm passions of a lowly mind ; 

Who mouldering earthward, *reft of every trust, 

In jovless union wedded to the dust. 

Could all his parting energy dismiss, 

And call this barren world sufficient bliss P €ainjobeUf2*i.Mop0, 
SCHISMATICS. 

Our scbismatics so vastly differ. 

The hotter tb^’re they grow the stiffer ; 

Still setting off their spiritual goods, 

With fierce and pertinacious feuds ; 

Por zeal’s a dreadful termagant, 

That teaches saints to tear and rant. Butler^ JETud. 3, xi. 673. 
SCHOLAB, SCH0IiABSHIP~ 9^« Authors, Character. 

I’ll talk a word with this same learned Theban. SJk.Zear,uh4^ 
An excellent scholar : One that hath a head filled 
With calves’ brains without any sage in them. 

Webster^ The frhite Devil, I, 1. 

SCHOOL, SCHOOL-BOY, SCHOOL-DAYS, SCHOOLMASTEB— Boy. 
hood, Education, Blogging. 

Tell arts they have no soundness. 

But vary by esteeming ; 

Tell schools they lack profoundness. 

And stand too much on seeming. Sir W* Ralei§km 

Who, therefore, finds the artificial’st fools, 

Have not been chang’d i^ th’ cradle, but tbe schools. 

Where error, pedantry, and affectation, 

Bun them behind-hand with their education ; 

And all alike are taught poetic rage, 

When hardly one’s fit for it in an age. Butler, SaL 1. 

Alas, regardless of their doom, 

The lime victims play, 

JSTo sense have they of ills to come, 

Ho care beyond to-day. Gray* Ode on Bton Colley 



5412 BOHOOIi, SCHOOL-BOT, ETC.— SCIENCE. 

SCHOOL, SOHOOL-BOY, 

All, liBppy Hills ! all, pleasing shade I 

Ah I fieidls belov*d in vain I 

Where once my careless childhood stray’d, 

A stranger yet "to pain I 
I feel the gales that from ye blow, 

A momen&y bliss bestow, 

As Slaving fresh their gladsome wing, 

My weary soul they seem to soothe. 

And redolent of joy and youth. 

To breathe a second spring. Oray^ Ode on JElton College* 

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way. 

With blossom’d lurze unprofitably gay, 

There, in his noisy mansion, skill d to rule, 

The village master taught his little school ; 

A man severe he was, and stem to view,— 

I knew him well, and every truant knew ; 

Well had the boding tremhlers leam’d to trace, 

The day's disasters in his morning face. QoldsmithfJ)* 7f2.19&> 

To every class we have a school assign'd, 

Buies for all ranks and food for every mind : 

Yet one there is, that small regard to rule 
Or study pays, and still is deem'd a school ; 

That, wnere a deaf, poor, patient widow sits. 

And awes some thirty infants as she knits ; 

Infants of humble, busy v ives, who pay 
Some trifling price for freedom tlirougn the day 
At this good matron's hut the children meet, 

Who thus becomes the mother of the street. 

Grahle, Schools, 24 

The school was done, the bus’ness o'er, 

. "When, tir'd of Greek and Latin lore. 

Good Syntax sought his easy chair. 

And sat in calm composure there. Comhe, Dr, Syntax, 1. 1. 

8CIENCE — ses Genius, Knowledge. 

We that acquaint ourselves with every zone. 

And pass both tropics, and behold bo&i poles ; 

When we come home are to ourselves unknown, 

And unacquainted still with our own souls, John DasneOx 

Trace science then, with modesty thy guide ; 

First strip oflf all her eq[aipage of pride • 

Deduct what is but vamty or dress. 

Or learning's luxury, or idleness ; 



SCIKSrCJC— SC0E5» 




SCIENCE — confinutd. 

Or tricks to show the stretch of human hrain* 

Mere curious pleasure, or ingenious pain ; 

Expunge the wliole, or lop th* excrescent parts 
Of all our vices have created arts ; 

Then see how little the remaining sum 

Wliich serv’d the past, and must the times to come* 

Pojptf. M. M. n. 47* 

What cannot art and industry perform, 

When science plans the progress of their toil. 

JBeatihf Minttreif ii. 51. 

O star-eyed Science ! hast tliou wander’d there, 

To waft us homo the message of despair ? 

Camphelli Fieamrts of Ilope^ 325. 
Blessings on Science 1 Wlien the earth seem’d old. 

When Faith grew doting, and our Beason cold, 

‘Twas she discover’d that the world was young. 

And taught a language to its lisping tongue . 

’Twas she disclosed a future to its view, 

And made old knowledge pale before the new. 

Blessings on Science, and her handmaid Steam ! 

Tliey make Utopia only half a dream ; 

And show the fervent, of capacious souls, 

Who watch the ball of progress as it rolls, 

!lliat all as yet completed, or begun. 

Is but the dawning that precedes the sun. 

Chat'hs Maclapi Eailwayt' 

BCOEN — see Kissing. 

; Scorn at first, makes after-love the more. Sh, Two G, iii. 1> 


Disdain and scorn ride sparkiingin her eyes. Sk. AT, Adot tn.l, 

I had rather he a dog, and bay the moon, 

Than such a Boman. Sh, JuL C. iv, S. 


Alas ! to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 

To point his slow unmoving finger at. Sh, Oik, it. 2. 

Oh I what a thing, ye gods, is scorn or pity ! 

Heap on me, Heaven, the hate of all mankind ; 

Load me with envy, malice, detestation ; 

Let me be horrid to all apprehension, 

A Tift the world shun me, so 1 ’scape but scorn. Zoe,TicQdo9ins, 

Enow ye not then, saith Satan, fill’d with scorn. 

Know ye not me ? ye knew me once no mate 
For you, there sitting where ye durst not soar : 

Hot to know me argues yoursrif unknown. MiUoJtfP,L,ivS2Tt 



^44 BOORN-— BUOTLAIiDU 

SCOBIT ^continued. 

He hears 

On all sides, from innumerable tongues, 

A dismal universal hiss, the sound 

Of public scorn. X. z. 607. 

^Tis sweet to love ; but when with scorn we meet, 

Bevenge supplies the loss with joys as great. 

Jbansdotonef British JSnckanier^ 

So let him stand, through ages yet unborn, 

Fiz’d statue on die pedestal of scorn ! X^row, Curse qfMtn, 

Derision shall strike thee forlorn, 

A mock’ry that never shall die ; 

!Ihe curses of hate and the hisses of scorn. 

Shall burthen the winds of the sky ; 

And, proud o*er thy ruin, for ever be hurl’d, 

The laughter of triumph, the jeers of the world. 

B^ron^ Ode to Kapoleon, 

ECOTIiANl). 

The Scots are poor, cries surly English pride, 

True is the charge, nor by themselves denied, 

Are they not, then, in strictest reason clear, 

"Who wisely come to mend their fortunes here. 

Churchill, Brojpliecy of Famine^ 196. 
O Caledonia / stem and wild. 

Meet nurse for a poetic child ! 

Land of bro?m heath and shag^ wood, 

Land of the mountain and the flood, 

Land of my sires I what mortal hand 
Can e’er untie the filial band. 

That knits me to thy rugged strand I BeoU, vi. 2. 

0 Scotia I my dear, my native soil 1 

From whom my warmest wish to heaven is sent 1 

Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 

Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet content 

Burns, Cotters Saturday Night, 20# 
And though, as you remember, in a fit 
Of wrath and rhyme, when juvenile and curly, 

1 railed at Scots to show my wrath and wit, 

'Which must be owned was sensitive and surly, 

Yet ’tis in vain such sallies to permit. 

They cannot quench young fedings fresh and early s 
I ** scotched not kill’d ” the Scotchman in my blood, 

And love the laud of ** mountain and of flood.’* 

Byron, D. X Z. 19k 
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SCBIBBLSRS — see Authors, Grides. 

As lie that makes his mark is understood 
To write his name, and *ti8 in law as good : 

So he, that cannot write one word of sense, 

Believes he has as legal a pretence 
To scribble what he does not understand, 

As idiots have a title to their land. JBuikr, Muc* Theughii, 
Who shames a scribbler? Break one cobweb through, 

He spins the slight, self-pleasing thread anew : 

Destroy his fib or sophistry, in vain. 

The creature’s at his dirty work again. JE'. to Arhuthnoi. 
Laugh when I laugh, I seek no other fame, 

The cry is up, and scribblers are my game. 

SCBIPTTTBB. JEnglish BardSf 4i. 

Further I’d quote, hut Scripture, intervening. 

Forbids. A great impression in my youth 
Was made by Mrs, Adams, whei*e she cries 
** That Scriptures out of church are blasphemies.” 
SOEIVENER. Bgron, JD. J. ixii. 96. 

Thou son of parchment, got betwixt the inkhom 
And the stuff’d process-bag— that mayest call 
The pen thy father, and the ink thy mother, 

The wax thy brother, and the sand thy sister, 

And the good pillory thy cousin. Scotty Fortunes qf Ktgel, 34. 
SKA— see Ocean, Sailiz^, Shipping. 

I saw a thousand fearful wrecks : 

A thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon : 

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 

Inestimable stones, unvalued Jewels, 

All scatter’d in the bottom of the sea. 

Some lay in dead men’s skulls ; and in those holes 
AVhere eyes did once inhabit there were crept, 

A^ ’twere in scorn of eyes, reflecting gems, 

That woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep, 

And mock’d th.e dead bones that lay scatter’d by . iSA . i?/r. IIL i . 4. 

He knows enough, the mariner, who knows 

Where lurk the shelves, and where the whirlpools boil, 

What signs portend the storm : to subtler minds 
He leaves to scan, from what mysterious cause 
Charyhdis rages in the Ionian wave ; 

Whence those impetuous currents in the main 
Which neither oar nor sail can stem ; and why 
Hie roughening deep expects the storm, as sure 
As red Urion mounts the shrouded heaven. 

Armstrong, Freseri'ing Healthy fix. 2u2. 

X K 



SPA— SEASONS. 


SBk — rontinued. 

O’er tlio glad waters of the dark blue sea, 

Our thoughts as boundless, and our souls as free. 

Far as the breeze can bear, the billows foam, 

Surrey our empire, and behold our home 1 
These are our realioas, no limits to their sway, 

Our flag the sceptre, aU who meet obey. B^/ron, Gorsair, 1. 1. 

Oh 1 what can sanctify the joys of home, 

like hope's gay glance from ocean's troubled foam. Ib, iii. 18. 

There shrinks no ebb in that tideless sea>* 

Which changeless rolls etemaHy- ; 

So that wildest of waves, in their angriest mood, 

Scarce break on the bounds of the land for a rood ; 

And the powerless moon beholds them flow, 

Heedless if she come or go. Byron, Corinth, 16, 

What hidest thou in thy treasure-caves and cells, 

Thou hollow-sounding and mysterious main P— 

Pale glistening pearls, and rambow-colour'd shells, 

Pright things which beam unreck'd of and in vain. 

Xeep, keep thy riches, melancholy sea I Mr$. BCemam, 

With scarce inferior lustre gleam'd the sea, 

Whose waves were spangled with phosphoric fire, 

As though the lightnings there had spent their shafts. 

And left the fragments glittering on the field. 

Jas» Montgomery, 

The sea ! the sea ! the open sea I 
The blue, the fresh, the ever free ! 

Without a mark, without a bound. 

It runneth the earth's wide region round ; 

It plays with the clouds ; it mocks the sHes ; 

Or like a cradled creature lies. Barry ComtoalU The Sea* 

6SA-8Z0SNESS. 

The best of remedies is a beef-steak 
Against sea-sickness ; try it, sir, before 
You sneer, and I assure you this is true. 

For I have found it answer — ^so may yon. Byron, D. J* n. 18 

BEASOirS ~-««0 Autumn, Spring, Summer, Winter. 

How many things by season seasoned are 

To their nght praise and true perfection I Sh. M* qf Ten, T. 1;\ 


* The lifediiarxanean. 



5 « 


SEASoiirs—sEcaEcy, sechbt, 

SEASONS — continued, 

Percoivest tliou not the process of the rear. 

How the four sewons in four forms appear ? 

Hike human life in every shape they w ear : 

like inianey, shoots out her head. 

\V ith milky juice requiring to be fed. 

1 roceeding onward, whence the year began. 

Ihe Summer grows adult, and ripens into man, 

Autumn succeeds, a sober, tepid age, 

Hor froze with fear, nor boiling into rage ; 

Last, Jrinter creeps along with tardy pace, 
hour 18 his front, and furrowed is his lace. D/ Or/d 
ITiese, as they change. Almighty Father, these 
Are but the varied God. The rolling year 
Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleasing Spring 
Thy beauty walks, thy tenderness and love. * 
comes Thy gIorj» in the Summer months, 

A\ ith light and heat refulgent. Then Thy sun 
Shoots full perfection through the swelling year ; 

Thy bounty shines in Autumn unconfined. 

And spreads a common feast for all that live. 

In IVinler awful thou 1 with clouds and storm*? 

Around Thee thrown, tempest o’er tempest ndl’J, 

Majestic darkness! on the wtolw'iud’s wing, 

Hiding sublime. Thomson, Hymn i, 

AVhen Spring unlocks the flowers to paint the laughing soil, 
AVlien Summer’s balmy showers refresh the mow'or's toil, 
AYhen Winter hinds in frosty chains the fallow and the flood. 
In God the earth rejoiceth still, and owms liis Maker good. 

Mp, JEeher, Seventh Sunday after Trinity, 
Autumn ; wheezy, sneezy, freezy ; 

Winter ; slippy, drippy, nippy ; 

■bprmg ; showery, flowery, bowery ; 

Summer : hoppy, croppy, poppy. Bradp (Clavis Calendaria) 
6£C^ft£0Y, SECEET •^see Iiove. 

Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck, 

Till thou applaud the deed. Sh, Mach, ill. 2. 

*Tis in mj memory lock’d. 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it. Sh, Ham, i. d. 
Nay, speak your mind ; and let him ne’er speak more 
That speaks thy words again to do thee harm, 
lie thou assur’d, if words be made of breath, 

And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 

Wliat thou hast said to me. Sh, Ham. nr. 4. 

2 2 



548 8KCRECT, SECEET — SEDITION. 

8EGEECY, SECEET— 

And now I will unclasp a secret book, 

And to your quick-conceiving discontent, . o 

I’ll read your matter deep tmd dangerous SA. Utn. IF. 1. 1 . 5 
I well belicTe 

Thou wilt not utter wbat tbou dost not know ; ' 

And so far will I trust thee. Sh. Een. iv, 1, n. 3. 

He deserves small trust, 

Who is not privy counsellor to himself. Furd, Broken Hearts 

Search not to find what lies too deeply hid ; 

Hor to know things whose knowledge is forbid. Jjenhcim, 

He who trusts a secret to his servant, 7 v 

Makes his own man his master. Dr^den, AmpnUrne, 

A secret in his mouth, 

Is like a wild bird put into a eage,^ ^ 

Whose door no sooner opens but His out. ^ 

Ben Jonson, The Case ts alter ed*. 

SECTS— Saints. 

But since our sects in prophecy grow Ingher, ^ 

The text inspires not them, but they the text inspire. 

Drpden, Medals, 16t>. 

His liberal soul with every sect agreed, 

Unheard their reasons, he received their creed. 

Crahhe, Convert, 19. 

SECUEITY, 

You all know, security 

Is mortal’s chiefest enemy. Sh. Mach. in. 5. 

SEDITION— wef Treason. 

That talking knave 
Consumes his time in speeches to the rabble, 

And sows sedition up and down the city ; 

Picking up discontented fools, belying 
The senators and government ; destroying 
Faith among honest men, and praising knaves. 

Otwap, Caius Marius, 

Avoid the politic, the factious fool, ^ 

The busy, buzzing, talking, harden’d knave ; 

The quaint smooth rogue, that sins ’gainst liis reason 
Calls saucy loud sedition, public zeal : 

And mutiny, the dictates of his spirit. Ol.iay, Orphan 
The vile vulgar, ever discontent, 

Tlieir growing fears in secret murmurs vent ; 

Still prone to change, though still the slaves of state. 

And sure the monai'ch whom they have, to hate. 

Tope Thehais of Statius j 225. 



BEDIIIOX— SEEDS. 64J> 

SEDITION’ — continued, 

Methinks I hear the bellowing deinap;ogue, 

Dumb-sounding declamations disembogue, 

Expressions of immeasurable length. 

Where pompous jargon fills the place of strength ; 

Where fulminating, rambling eloquence, 

With loud tlieatrie rage, bombards tie sense; 
jVnd words, deep rank’d in horrible array, 

Exasperated metaphors convey ! 

With these auxiliaries, drawn up at large, 

He bids enraged sedition beat the charge. 

Falconer, Demagogue^ 400. 

SEDirCTIOlI. 

Let fair humanity abhor the deed 

That spots and stains love’s modest snow-white weed. 

Sh, Rape of Lucrece, 28. 

Ah then, ye fair, 

Be greatly cautious of your sliding hearts t 
Dare not tli* infectious sigh, the pleading look, 

Down-cast and low, in meek submission drest. 

But full of guile. Let not the fervent tongue, 

Prompt to deceive, with adulation smooth, 

Gain on your purpos’d will. Thompson, Spring, 970. 

Ah, turn thine eyes 

Where the poor houseless shiv’ring female lies ; 

She, once perhaps, in village plenty blest, 

Has wept at tales of innocence distrest ; 

Her modest looks the cottage might adorn. 

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn: 

How lost to all : her friends, her virtue fled. 

Hear her betrayer’s door she lays her head, 

And, pinch’d with cold, and shrinking from the show'r. 

With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour. 

When idly first ambitious of the town. 

She left her wheel and robes of country brown. 

Goldsmith, Deserted VUlage, 

SEEDS. 

Thus in the kernel’s intricate disguise 
In miniature a little orchard lies ; 

The fibrous labyrinths, by just degrees. 

Stretch tlieir sti oln cells, replete with fhture trees ; 

By time evolved, the spreading branches rise, 

yield their rich fruit, and shoot into the skies. Rromne,. 
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SEEMTTfO— SELT, SELTISHNESS. 

Dissimulation, Hypoexisy. 

Seems, madtim ! nay, it is ; I Icnow not seems. Sh. Ham. x. H, 
All live by seeming. 

The beggar begs with it, and the gay courtier 
Gains land and title, rank and rule, by seeming ; 

The clergy scorn it not, and the bold soldier 
Will eke with it his service. — ^All admit it, 

All practice it ; and he who is content 

Witli shewing what he is, shall have small credit 

In church, or camp, or state — so wags the world. 

ScoU, loanhoe, xxxvn, 

BELT, SELEISHNESS. 

And though all cir down self, none means 

His own self in a literal sense. Butler^ Hud. 

But och ! mankind are imco weak, 

And little to be trusted ; 

If self the wavering balance shake, 

It^s rarely right adjusted. Burnt. 

Whate’er the passion, knowledge, fame, or pelf, 

Ho one will change his neighbour with himself: 

The learn’ d is happy nature to explore. 

The fool w happy that he knows no more ; 

The rich is happy in the plenty given. 

The poor contents him with the care of heaven. 

Pope, M. M, ir. 2. 6L 

Despite those titles, power and pelf, 

The wretch, concentred all in self, 
laving, shall forfeit fair renown. 

And, doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust, from whence he sprung, 

Unwept, unhonoured, and xmsung. Scott, Ladp of L. vi. 1. 

Explore tlio dark recesses of the mind. 

In the sours honest volume road mankind. 

And own, in wise and simple, groat and small, 

The same grand leading principle in all ; 

Eor parent and for child, for wife and friend. 

Our first great mover, and our last great end 
Is one ; and by whatever name we call. 

The ruling tyrant, Self is all in all. Churchill, Conference, 167* 

How pleased is every paltiy elf 

To prate about that thing, himself I Churchill, Qhott, iii. 966;. 
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SELF, SmFISH3iIES8~fo«/w«e< 

Enough of self, tliot dallying luscious tlicmc. 

O'er which philosophers in raptures dream ; 

Of which with seeming disregard they write 
Then prizing most \?hen most they seem to slight. 

Churchill, Candidale, 117* 
Glory built 

On selfish principles, is shame and guilt ; 

The deeds that men admire as half divine, 

Stark naught, because corrupt in their design. 

Cowper, Table Talk, I* 

1 11 tell thee truth. He was a man, 

Hard, selfish, loving only gold. 

Yet fiill of guile : his pale eyes ran 
With tears, which each some falsehood told ; 

And oft his smooth and bridled tongue 
Would give the lie t* his flushing cheek ; 

He was a coward to the strong ; 

He was a tyrant to tlie weak. Shtlhp^ 

How often, in this cold and bitter world. 

Is the warm heart thrown back upon itself I 
Cold, careless are we of another's grief: 

We wrap ourselves in sullen selfishness, X. Zandon, 

Suppose a neighbour should desire 
To fiffht a candle at ^y our fire, 

Womd it deprive your flame of light, 

Because another profits by *t ? Lloyd, JSp. to J, B. 

In good or ill, leave casuists on the shelf, 

He never errs who sacrifices self. Buhcer Lytton^ 

SELF-CONCEIT. 

To observations which ourselves we make. 

We grow more partial for th' observer’s sake. 

Pope, AT. J?. T. 11. 

While tumbling down the turbid stream, 

Lord lovo us, how wo apples swim. Malletf, Tyhw n* 

8ELF-C0NTB0L. 

He that would g^ovem others, first should be 
The master of himself. 


Massinyar* 

By heaven 1 I would rather for ever forswear 
The elysium that dwells on a beautiful breast. 

Than alarm for a moment the ueace that is there, 

Or banish the dove from so hallow’d a nest. Moore* 
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SELr-COKTEOL— SELF-DEPENDENCE. 


BELF-COirrEOL — contiiiue^i, 

^ Self-rererence, self-knowledge, self-control, 

Tliese tliree alone lead life to sovereign power. Tew^yson^ 

May I govern my passion with absolute sway, 

And grow wiser and better as my strength wears away. 

jDr. Walter Pope^ The Old Mane Wislu 
SELF-EZAHIKATION — Eetrospection. 

By all means, use sometimes to be alone ; 

Salute thyself— see what thy soul doth wear ; 

Dare to look in thy chest, for 'tis thine own, 

And tumble up and down what thou find’st there. WordsmriJt . 
SELF-DEFENCE— Gaution, Self-Preservation. 

To kill, I grant, is sin*s extremes t gust ; 

But in defence, by mercy, *tis most just. Sh, Timon, iii. 6. 
The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on ; 

And doves will peck m safeguard of their brood. 

8h. Sen, vi, 3. ii. 2. 

Even insects sting for aught they seek to save : 

This common courage, which with brutes we share, 

That owes its deadliest efforts to despair. 

Small merit claims. Pyron, 

Self-defence is a virtue, 

Sole bulwark of all right. Byron, Sardanapaltu, ii. 1. 

SELF-DENIAL. 

Brave conquerors I for so you are, 

That war against your own affections, 

And the huge army of the world's desires. Sh. Lovers L, L.i, 1. 
SELF-DEPENDENCE. 

Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie. 

Which we ascribe to Heaven : the fated sky 

Gives us free scope ; only doth backward pull 

Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull. $h. AlVs W* 1 . 1. 

Man is his own star, and the soul that can 
Bender an honest and a perfect man, 

Commands all light, all infiuence, all fate,— 

Nothing to him falls early or too late. 

Our acts our angels are, or good or ill, 

Our fatal shadows, that walk by us still. Beaumont 4* Ft either* 

He who depends upon his wind and limbs, 

Needs neither cork or bladder when he swims ; 

Nor will by empty breath be puff’d along, 

Aj not himself— but in his helpers— strong. 

Crahhe, Convert, 19. 
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SELF-IMPOUTAKCE — SELr-PKESERYATTON' 

seip-impoetaitce. 

Of all the fools that pride can "boast, 

A coxcomb claims distinction most. Gai/, Table v. part 2« 

SELP-KN’O'WLEDGE— afitf Knowledge, 

That man must daily wiser grow. 

Whose search is bent himself to know. Gay^ Fable v. port 2. 

Man, know tliyself I all wisdom centres there ! 

Young, N. T, iv. 494. 

Man’s science is the culture of his heart ; 

And not to lose liis plummet in the depths 

Of nature, or the more profound of God. lb. ix. 1893. 

First know yourself ; who to himself is known, 

Shall love with conduct, and his wishes crown. 

Yalden, Ooid, Avi of Love, ii. 

SELE-tOYE— Selfishness. 

Self-love my liege is not so vile a sin 

As self-neglecting. S7i. Men. r. it, 4. 

Self-love never yet could look on truth, 

But with blear’d beams ; sleek flattery and she 
Are’ twin-bom sisters, and so mix their eyes, 

As if you sever one, the other dies. Jonson, Cynthia* )t Rev, 

Thou, who lov’st but what nothing loves. 

And that’s thyself. Dry den, 

Self-love the spring of motion, acts the soul ; 

Beason’s comparing balance rules the whole. 

Man, but for that, no action could attend. 

And, but for this, were active to no end : 

Fix'd like a plant on his peculiar spot, 

To draw nutrition, prouagate, and rot ; 

Or, meteor-like, flame lawless thro’ the void, 

Destroying others, by himself destroy’d. Rope. F, M. it. 59. 

Self is the medium least refin’d of all. 

Through which opinion’s searching beams can fall. T. Moore, 

SELF-PEESERYATIOE. 

Toll me, where lives that thing so meek and tame, 

That doth not all his living faculties 
Put forth in preservation of his life ? 

What deed so daring, which necessily 

And desperation will not sanctify. Coleridge, 
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SEJfSE — SENSIBILITY. 


SENSE. 

Somctliing there is more needful tlian expense, 

And somethinj? previous o’en to taste — *tis sense ; 

Good sense which only is the gift of heaven, 

And though no science, fairly worth the seven. 

Pope, M.E, IT. a3. 

*Tis hard, where dnlness overrules, 

To keep good sense in crowds of fools. Swijt 

Of plain sound sense life’s current coin is made ; 

Widi that w’e drive the most substantial trade. Toung, 

BENSJBniIT7-<««» Bltuldag, Mnsie. 

Our sensibilities are so acute. 

The fear of being silent makes us mute, 

Cowpery Qmvert^iiion, 351 . 

A sensitive plant in a garden grew, 

And the young winds fed it with silver dew, 

And it opened its fan-like leaves to the light, 

And closed them beneath the kisses of night. 

Shelley, the Sensitive Plant, i. 
0 why are fanners made so coarse, 

Or clergy made so fine ? 

A kick, that scarce would move a horse. 

May kill a sound divine, Cotrpe7\ 

Sweet sensibility ! thou keen delight ! 

Unprompted mol'd I sudden sense of right I 
Perception exquisite I fair virtue’s seed I 
Thou quick precursor of Uie liberal deed ! 

Thou hasty conscience I reason’s blushing moni ! 

Instinctive kindness, ore reflection’s bom I 
Prompt sense of equity 1 to thee belongs 
The swift redress of unexamin’d wrongs I 
Eager to serve, tlie cause perhaps untried. 

But always apt to choose the suffering side ! Hannah More* 
Where bright imagination reigns, 

The fine-wrought spirit feels acutest pains ; 

Where glow exalted sense and taste refin’d, 

There keenest aimiisli rankles in the mind : 

There feeling is diflus’d through every part. 

Thrills in each nerve, and lives in all the heart ; 

And those whose g 2 n'rous souls each tear would keep 
Erom others’ eyes, are bom themselves to weep. 

Hannah More, 
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SEPAEATION — SEBVANrS, SERVICE. 

iSPA^TION — see Adieu, Parewell, Partlug. 

The limner’s art mtiY trace the absent feature, 

And give the eye of distant Treeping faith 
To view the form of its idolatry ; 

But oh ! the scenes ’mid which they met and parted ; 

The thoughts— the recollections sweet and bitter, 

Th* Elysian dreams of lovers, when they loved, 

Who shall restore them P Maturin, Bertram, 

Strangers yet I 
After years of life together. 

After fair and stormy weather. 

After travel in far lands. 

After touch of wedded hands, — 

Why thus joined P Why ever met, 

If they must be strangers yet ? M, Milnes, {Lord Houghton,) 

SXBEKABE. 

Silence, ye wolves I while BaJph to Cynthia howls. 

And makes night hideous ; — answer him, ye owls. 

Pop?, JDundad, iii. 1C5. 

SEBEintY, 

Would you taste the tranquil scene P 
Be sure your bosom bo serene : 

Devoid of hate, devoid of strife, 

Devoid of all that poisons life ; 

And much it ’vails you, m their place, 

To graft the love of human race. 

Shenstone, Inscription on a tablet, 

SXBSIONS. 

That from your meetings I refrain, is true ; 

I moot with nothing pleasant— nothing new ; 

But the same proofs, that not one text explain, 

And the same lights, where all things dart remain. 

Orahhe, Concert, 19. 

SEEVAITTS, SEEVICB— Favours, Preferxnwit. 

I have ‘done the state some service, and they know it. 

Sh, Olh V. 2. 

Had I but serv’d my God witli half the zeal 
I serv’d my king, ho would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. Sh . H* viii, ill, 2« 
IVom the king 

To the beggar, by gradation, all mre servants ; 

And you must grant, the slavery is less 
To study to please one, than many. 

Massinger, Unnatural Combat, ill. 2« 
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tJSBVANTBf SEBVICE— conrfrtwft?. 

Expect not more from servants t3ian is just ; 

Beward them well if they ohserye their trust ; 

Nor -vith them cruelty or pride invade, 

Since God and nature them own brothers made, 

If his offence be ^eati let that suffice ; 

If light, forgive ; for no man’s always wise. DenJiatn, 

Ere the base laws of servitude began, 

When wild in woods the noble sav^e ran. 

Dryden^ Conquest oj Gh*enada. I. L 
From kings to cobblers *tis the same ; 

Bad servants wound tlicir masters* fame. Gay^FalleTi. part 2. 

Small service Is true service while it lasts, 

Of friends, however humble, scorn not one t 
The daisy, by the shadow that it casts, 

Protects the lingering dew-drop from the san. Wordsworth. 
SEVEBIT7. 

Though sprightly, gentle, though polite, a'mcere, 

And only of thyself a judge severe. Beattie. 

With common men 

There needs too oft the show of war to keep 
The subst^ce of sweet peace ; and for a king, 

*Ti« sometimes better to be fear’d than loved. 

Byrcfli, Sardhnapalusy l, 2. 

6BSX0K. 

See yonder maker of the dead man's bed. 

The sexton, hoai^-headed chronicle 1 

Of hard unmeaning face, down which ne’er stole 

A gentle tear ; with mattock in his hand. 

Digs thro' whole rows of kindred and acquaintance 

By far his juniors I Scarce a scull’s cast up 

But well he knew its owner, and can tell 

Some passage of his life. Blair, Crave, 452. 

At last an honest sexton join’d the throng, 

(For as the theme was large, their talk was long,) ' 

" Neighbours,” he cried, “ my conscience bids me tell, 
Though 'twas the doctor preaoli’d— I toll'd the belL” 

MaUett, Criticism* 

SHADOW. 

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass, 

That I may see my shadow as I pass. Sk. Bio. ITT. i. 2. 

Show his eyes, and grieve his leart 1 

Come like shadows, so depart. Sh. Maeh. it. 1« 
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Soul of the age ! 

Th* applause I delight I the wonder of our stage I 
My Suakespeare, nse I I will not lodge tliee by 
Chaucer, or Spencer, or bid Beaumont lie 
A little further, to make thee a room ; 

Thou art a monument, without a tomb. 

And art alire still, while thy book doth live. 

And we have wits to read, and praise to give. 

. JBen Jonson^ to the Memorjf of Shakespeare, 
He was not of an age but for all time ; Ben Jonson. lb. 

What needs my Shakespeare for his honour’d bones, 

The labour of an age in piled stones P 
Thou in our wonder and astonishment 
Hast built thyself a live-long monument. 

MiUon, on Shakespeare, 
Shakespeare’s magic could not copied be ; 

Within that circle none durst walk but he. 

Bryden^ The Tempest^ Prologue, 
Hature listening stood, whilst Shakespeare play’d, 

And wonder’d at the work herself had made. 

Churchill^ Author^ 61. 
In the first seat, in robe of various dyes, 

A noble wildness flashing from his eyes. 

Sat Shakespeare ; in one hand a waid he bore. 

For mighty wonders fam’d in days of yore ; 

The other held a globe, v hich to his will 
Obedient turn’d, and own’d the master’s skill : 

Thmes of the noblest kind his genius drew. 

And look’d through nature at a single view : 

A loose he gave to his unbounded soul. 

And taught new lands to rise, new seas to roll ; 

Call’d into being scones unknown before. 

And passing nature’s bounds, was something mpre. 

Churchill, JRosciai, 258. 
Happy in tragio and in comic powers, 

Have we not Shakespeare ? is not Jonson ours ? 

For them, your natural judges, Britons vote ; 

They’ll judge like Britons, who like Britons wrote. Ib, 22.^. 

Shakespeare (whom you and every play-house bill 
Style the divine, the matchless, v^t you will) 

For gain, not glory, wing’d his roving flight. 

And grew immortal in his own despite. 

Pope^ Imitation of Sorace, 2. i. 09. 
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SILiKESJEARlfl-— SHIPS, SHIPPINa. 

StiH hXj^'S''FifilXVr^^ontifiu6dt 

When learning’s triumpli o’er Ids barb’rous foes 
lirst rear’d the stage, immortal Shakespeare rose ; 

Each change of many-colour’d life he drew, 

Exhausted worlds, and then imagin’d new ; 

Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign. 

And panting time toil’d after him in Tain, 

His powerful strokes presiding truth impress’d, 

And unresisted passion stormed the breast. 

J)i\ Joknsonf ^Prologue, at the ojgening of Drwry 1747 » 

MKLUJEu 

O, shame ! where is thy blush ? Sh. Sam. ill. 4 

Shame sticks ever close to the ribs of honour, 

Great men are never found much after it : 

It leaves some ache or other in their names, 

■Which their posterity feels at ev’ry weatifcier. Middleton. 

I know not how to tell thee I 
Shame rises in my face, and interrupts 
Ihe story of my tongue I Otway, Orphan. 

Shame urges on behind, unpitying shame, 

That ^orst of furies, whose fell aspect frights 

Each tender feeling from the human breast. Thomson, 

When knaves and fools combin’d o’er all prevail, 

When justice halts, and right begins to fail. 

E’en then the boldest start from public sneers. 

Afraid of Shame — ^unknown to other fears. 

More darkly sin, by satire kept in awe, 

And shrink from ridicule, though not from law. 

Byron, JSnglish Bards and Scotch Beviewers. 

‘SEDBEP. 

Sheep no extremes can bear : both heat and cold 
Spread sores cutaneous ; but, more frequent, heat : 

The fly-blown vermin, from their woolly nest. 

Press to the tortured skin, and flesh, and bone ; 

In littleness and number dreadful foes. 

Long rains in miry winter cause the halt ; 

Eainy luxuriant summers rot your flock. 

And all excess, even of salubnous food, 

As sure destroys as famine or the wolf. Byer, The Fleece, i, 45L 

Shelley styles his new poem, Prometheus unbound, 

And *tiB like to remain so while time circles round ; 

For surely an age would be spent in iiie flndi^, 

A reader so weak as to pay for the bintog. Theodore Sooh. 
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8HEEIHAN. 

Long shall we seek liia likeness — long in vain, 

And turn to all of him which may remain. 

Sighing that nature form'd but one such man. 

And broke the die — in mouldiim Sheridan. 

]£mody on Sheridan^ last Lines* 

SHIPS, SHIPPING —««« Navigation, Sailing, Sailors, Sea. 

Behold the threaden sails, 

Borne with the invisible and creeping wind. 

Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow'd sea, 

Breasting the lofty surge. Sh* JS. rin. 1. Chorus* 

Upon the ^e she stoop'd her side. 

And bounded o'er the swelling tide. 

As she were dancing home : 

The merry seamen laugh’d to see 
Their gallant ship so lustily 

Furrow the green sea-foam. ScoU, Marmion, ii. L 

Heaven speed the canvas, gallantly unfurl'd. 

To furnish and accommodate a world, 

To give the pole the produce of the sun. 

And knit th^ unsocial climates into one. Cowpsr, Charity % 123. 

How gloriously her gallant course she goes ! 

Her white wings flying— never from her foes ; 

She walks the waters like a thing of life. 

And seems to dare the elements to strife. 

Who would not brave the battle-fire — ^the wreck — 

To move the monarch of her peopled deck? Byron, Corsair ,1,^ 

She comes majestic with her swelling sails. 

The gallant bark : along her watery way 
Homeward she drives before the favouring gales ; 

Now flitting at their length the streamers ^ay, 

And now they ripple with tlie ruffling breeze. Southey* 

SHEPWEECK— Sea. 

I saw him beat the surges under him, 

And ride upon their backs ; ho trod the water, 

^?^ose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
Tlio surge most swol'n that met him ; Ms hold head 
*Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himself 'wdth his good arms in lusty stroke 
To the shore, that o’er liis wavo-wom basis bow'd, 

As stooping to relieve him. Sh* Tempest, ii. Tu 
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BBJFWBiECK^eontmuefi, 

O, I liave suffer’d 

With those that I saw suffer I a brave vessel, 

Who had no doubt some noble creatures in her, 

Dash’d all to pieces. 0, the cry did knock 
Against my very heart ! poor souls ! they perish’d. 

Sh. Tempest, i. 

He who has suffered shipwreck, fears to sail 
Upon the seas, though with a gentle gale. Semeh, Apli, 110. 
All, all, the storm 

Devour’d ; and now, o’er his late envy’d fortune, 

The dolpMns bound, and wat’ry mountains roar, 

Triumphant in his ruin. Young, Bevenge, ii. 2. 

With mournful look the seaman eyed the strand, 

Where death’s inexorable jaws expand : 

Swift ^m their minds elaps’d all dangers past, 

As, dumb with terror, they beheld the last. 

Falconer, Skiptoreclc, ir. 663. 
And now, lash’d on by destiny severe. 

With horror fraught, the dreadful scene drew near I 
The ship hangs hovering on the verge of death, 

Hell yawns, rocks rise, and breakers roar beneath * 

In vam, alas ! the sacred shades of yore 
Would arm the mind with philosophic lore, 

In vain they’d teach us, at the latest breath. 

To smile serene amid the pangs of death. Ih. in. 61(X 

Again she plunges ! hark I a second shock 
Tears her strong bottom on the marble rock : 

Down on the vale of death, with dismal cries 
The fated victims shuddering roll their eyes, 

In wild despair ; while yet another stroke, 

With deep conviilsion, rends the solid oak : 

Till like the mine, in whose infernal cell 
The lurking demons of destruction dwell, 

At length asunder-torn, her frame divides ; 

And crushing spreads in ruin o’er the tides. Ih, il 640 

Some went to prayers again, and made a vow 
Of candles to their saints, — ^but there were none 
To pay them with ; and some look’d o’er the bow ; 

Some noisted out the boats ; and there was one 
That begg’d Pedrillo for an absolution, 

Who toldr-'him to be damn’d, — in Ms conffision. 

F^gron, Bon Juan^ ii. 4i4 
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8EIFWBECIK— 

Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell, 

Tlien shriek'd the timid, and stood still the hraro, 

Then some leap’d overboard with dreadful yell. 

As easer to anticipate their grave ; 

And the sea yawned around hei like a heU, 

And down she suck'd with her the whirling wave. 

Bon Juan, u. 

And long ere the morning, a loud sudden shriek 

Was heard o'er the bay “ Sprung a leak I sprung a leak I" 

Oh ! then there was gathering in tumult and fear. 

And a blanching of cheeks, as the peril grew near ; 

A screaming of women— a shouting of men, 

And a rushing and trampling, a^ain and again ! 

No time for leave-taking — no leisure to weep ! 

In roll'd the fierce waters, and down to the deep, 

Down, down fi% fathoms, with cajptain and crow, 

The Florida sank, with the haven m view. — 

Down, down to the bottom, escaping but one. 

To tell the sad tale of the deed that was done. 

Charles Mackay, Lady of Buart, Vefigemoet 16, 

mom 

Let firm, well-hammer'd soles protect thy feet. 

Thro* freezing snows, and rain, and soaking sleet ; 

Should the big last extend the sole too wide. 

Each stone wm wrench th' unwary step aside ; 

The sudden turn may stretch the swelling vein, 

Thy cracking joints unhinge, or ankle sprain ; 

And when too short the modish shoos are worn. 

You’ll judge the seasons by your shooting com. 

Cray, Tnoia, i. 88. 

SHOOTJNCt — see Sporting. 

See from the brake the whirring pheasant springs, 

Aud mounts^exulting on triumphant wings ; 

Short is ^ joy ; ho feels the fiery wound, 

Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 

Bope, Windsor Forest . 

Ah, nut-brown partridges ! ah, brilliant pheasants I 
And ah, ye poachers I — ^^Tis no sport for peasants. 

Byron, Bon Juan, xiii. 76, 
But as some muskets so contrive it. 

As oft to miss the mark they drive at, 

And though well aimed at duck or plover. 

Bear wide, and kick their owners over. 

Trumbull, M^Mngal, i. 93* 

2 o 
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SICO’ESS— Diseases. 

Lomira*s sick ; make haste, the doctor call, 

He comes : but where’s his patient P — at the ball 5 
The doctor stares ; her woman curtsies low» 

And cries, “ My lady, sir, is always so : 

Hirersions put ner m^adies to flight ; 

True, she can't stand, but she can dance aU night 
IVe known my lady (for she loves a tune) 

Por fevers take an opei a in June : 

And, though perhaps you'll think the practice bold, 

A midnight park is sov'reign for a cold."^' Youngs i. of F. v. 179. 
Sickness sits cavem'd in his hollow eye. Bgron. 

SIGHT. 

Hine things to sight required are : 

The power to see, the light, the visible thing, 

Being not too small, too thin, too nigh, too far, 

Clear space, and time, the form distinct to bring. 

Bir John Davies* 

SIGHS — see love. 

Speed the soft intercourse from soul to soul, 

ind waft a sigh from Indus to the pole. Pope, EL and Ah* 57. 

But sighs subside, and tears (e'en widows') shrink. 

Like irno in the summer, to a shallow 
So narrow as to shame their wintry brink, 

^yhich threatens inundations deep and yellow ! 

Such diflTrence doth a few months make. You'd think 
Grief a rich field which never would lie fallow ; 

Ho more it doth ; its ploughs but change their boys, 

"Who furrow some new soil to sow for joys. Byron^ JD. J. s. 7. 
He sighed the next resource is the fcdl moon. 

Where all sighs are deposited ; and now 
It happen'd luckily, the chaste orb shone. 11. xvi. 13. 

SIGNS. 

Sometime we see a cloud that’s dragon ish : 

A vapour, sometime, like a bear, or lion, 

A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon % that nod unto the world, 

And mock our eyes with air : thou hast seen these signs ; 
They are black vesper's pageants. BA* Ant. Cleop. iv. 12* 
SUEKCE. 

Silence is the perfectest herald of joy ; 

1 were but little happy, if I could say how much. ' 

Sk.M* Ado. ir. L 



BIMNCB — SIMPLICITY, SIMPLETON. 6G3. 

SUEB’CE ^eonUwted, 

O, my Antonio, I do know of these. 

That therefore only are reputed wise. 

For saying nothing. JSL il/ of Ven. u 1. 

Silence is only commendable 

In a neat’s tongue dried, and a maid not vendible. Zb. i. I* 
The silence often of pure innocence 

Persuades, when speaking fails. Sb, Wini. T, it. 2. 

Silence in love bewrays more woe 
Than words, tho* ne’er so witty ; 

A beggar that is dumb you know, 

May challenge double pity ! Sir W. Ealetpb, Silent Lover, 6. 

It is a modest, bashful nature, and pure innocence, 

That makes him silent : think you that bright rose 
Which buds within his cheeks, was planted there 
By guilt or shame ? No ; he has always been 
So unacquainted with all arts of sin. 

That but to be suspected strikes him dumb 

With wonder and amazement. EandoJph, Aniynlas. 

Silence in woman, is like speech in man. 

Ben, Jonsorii Silent Woman* 

When wit and reason both have fail’d to move 

Kind looks and actions, from success, do prove 

Ev’n silence may be eloquent in love. Congreve^ Old Bac7ulo.\ 

Silence ! coeval with eternity. 

Thou wert ere nature’s self began to be ; 

*Twas one vast nothing all, and all slept fast m thee ; 

But couldst thou seize some tongues that now arc free. 

How church and state should be obliged to thee ! 

At senate and at bar how welcome wouldst thou be ! 

Pope, Imitation of the Pari qf BocJieeter 
Not a breath crept through the rosy air, 

And yet the forest leaves seem’d stirr'd with prayer. Bgroiu 

STTVniABITY. 

Like will to like ; each creature loves his kind. 

Chaste words proceed still from the bashful mind. 

Ilerriclr^ Aph, 293«. 

SpCFUCITT, SIMPLETON’— Beauty, EoUy, Indifiterence. 

/To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
j One native charm, than all the gloss of art. 

Goldsmith, J)ei>erted Tillage, i. 253* 

2 0 2 
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gnr— ‘^c«. 

Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall. Sh. M.for M, ii. 1. 

One sin, I know, another doth provoke ; 

Murder’s as near to lust, as flame to smoke. Sh, Peric. i, 1, 

He is no man on whom perfections wait 
That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate. Sk. Peric. 1. 1. 
I am a man, 

More sinn’d against, than sinning. Sh Lear, iri. 2. 

There is a method in man’s wickedness ; 

It grows up by degrees. Beaum. and FL King and no King, 

Hell gives us art to reach the depth of sin, 

But leaves us wretched fools, when we are in. 

Beaumont and Fletcher, Queen of Corinth. 
JL mighty man, had not some cunning sin. 

Amidst so many virtues, crowded in. 

Cotoleg, The Bavideis, ill. 75. 
He that but conceives a crime in thought, 

Contracts the danger of an actual fault ; 

Then what must he expect, that still proceeds 

To finish sin, and work up thoughts in deeds P Drgden. 

If thou dost ill, the joy fades, not the pains ; 

If well, the pain doth fade, the joy remains. Q. Herbert, Temple. 

'Tis fewful building upon any sin ; 

One mischief enter’d, brings another in ; 

The second pulls a third, the third draws more, 

And they for all the rest set ope the door . 

Till custom take away the jud^ng sense, 

That to offend we think it no offence. 

W. Smith, Hector of Germany, 1615. 
In lashing sin, of every stroke beware, 

Bor sinners feel, and sinners you must spare. 

Crahhe, Squire and the Priest. 
•HTCERITT— 5M Fidelity, Faith, Candour. 

His nature is too noble for the world ; 

. He would not flatter Neptune for his trident. 

Or dove for ’s power to thunder : his heart ’s his mouth ; 
What his breast forges that his tongue must vent. 

Sh. Coriol. iii. 1, 

Her words are trusty heralds to her mind. Ford, Lovers Sacru 

Sincerity lias such resistless charms. 

She oft the fiercest of our foes disarms : 
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BISCESm^^ontinued, 

No art she knows, in native whiteness dress'd, 

Her thoughts all pure, and therefore all express’d ; 

She takes from error its deformity. 

And without her, all other virtues die. Stillingfleet 

61NOINa-««0 Hnsio, Yoioe. 

At every close she made, th’ attending throng 
Eephed, and bore the burden of the song : 

So just, so small, yet in so sweet a note, 

It seem’d the music melted in the throat. 

Drydertt The Flower and the Leaf^ 197. 
Sweet are the pleasures that to verse belong, 

And doubly sweet a brotherhood in song. KeaU* 

The tenor’s voice is spoilt by affectation, 

And for the bass, the beast can only bellow ; 

In fact, he had no single education, 

An ignorant, noteless, timeless, tuneless fellow ; 

But being the prima donna’s near relation. 

Who swore his voice was very rich and mellow. 

They hired him, though to hear liim you’d believo 

An ass was pra^ising recitative, Byron, D. J* iv. 87. 

There is no voice, whose tones inspire 

Such thrills of rapture through my breast. Byron^ 

Swans sing before they die : ’twere no bad thing, 

Should certain persons die before they sing. 

Coleridge, on a Volunteer Singer* 

SINKHTG*— Poetry. 

As skilful divers to the bottom fall. 

Sooner than those who cannot swim at all ; 

So in this way of writing without thinking. 

Thou hast a strange alacrity in sinking. 

Dorset, Sat, on Fd. Howard* 

SISTEBS. 

Though various features did the sisters grace, 

A sister’s ^eness was in every face. Addison* 

BIBGLE-IIFE— Celibacy, Haidenhood. 

A bachelor 

May thrive, by observation, on a little ; 

A single life’s no burthen ; but to draw 
In yokes is chargeable, and will require 
A dfouble maintenance. Ford, Fancies Chaste and Nobis* 
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simvtkBXTT, 

Ko two on eartli in all tliinejs can agree ; 

All have some darling singularity ; 

"Women and men, a^ well as girls and boys. 

In gew-gaws take delight, and sigh for toys 
"i’our sceptres and your crowns, and such like things, 

Are but a bettor kind of toys for kings. 

In things indiflferent reason bids us choose, 

Whether the whim's a monkey or a muse. 

CAurcIiill, Apology^ 403 

O’er crackling ice, o'er gulfs profound, 

With nimble glide the skaters play ; 

O’er treacherous pleasure's flowery ground 
Thus lightly skim and haste away. 2>r. Johnson, 

SKULL. 

Look on its broken arch, its ruined wall, 

Its chambers desolate, its portals foul ; 

Yes, this was once ambition's airy hall, 

The dome of thought, the palace of the soul. 

Byron, Ch, Har, ii. C. 

Blue. 

The blue sky 

So cloudless, clear, and purely beautiful, 

That God alone was to he seen in heaven. Byron, Bream^ 4. 
BLABBEB — see Detraotlon, Galamny, Bxiinour, Scandal, Society. 
Slanderous reproaches, and foul infamies, 

Leasings, baokbitings, and vain-glorious crakes, 

Bad counsels, praises, and false flatteries ; 

AH those against that fort did bend their batteries. 

Spenser, Fairy Queen, 2, 11. 10. 
I’ll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : One doth not know, 

How much an ill word may empoison liking. Sh. M, Ado* Tii. 1. 

The jewel, best enamelled. 

Will lose his beauty ; and though gold 'bides still 
That others touch, yet often touching will 
Wear gold ; and so no man that hath a name, 

But falsehood and corruption doth it shame. Sh.Com,Fr,u.Z^, 
Slander lives upon succession, 

For ever hous'd where it once gets possession. 

Sh, Com. Fn\ in, 1. 

I am disgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffled here ; 

Pierc’d to the soul with slander's venom’d spear. 

Sh. Rich. 21. 1. 1. 
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8LANDEB — eontmued. 

Wo rrmst not stint 
Our necessaiT' actions, in tho fear 
To cope malicious censurers ; Trhicli ever, 

A s ravenous fislies, do a vessel follow 

That is new trimni’d. Sh. Meru VIII. l. 2. 

’Tis slander; 

WLose edge is sliarper tlian the sword : whose tongue 
Out-venoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath 
Hides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the world : kings, queens, and states. 

Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 
This viperous slander enters. S7i. Cj/mh, iii, 4. 

What have I done, that thou dar’st wag thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me ? SL Ham. iii. 4. 

Slander, - 

Whoso whisper o’er the world’s diameter, 

As level as the cannon to his blank. 

Transports his poison’d shot. SJu Ham. iv. 1 

I will bo hang’d, if^ some eternal villain, 

Some busy and insinuating rogue. 

Some cogtnn^ cozening slave, to get some oficc, 

Have not devis’d this slander. Sk. 0th. ly. 2. 

Slander’s mark was ever yet the fair ; 

The ornament of beauty is suspect, 

A crow that flies in heaven’s sweetest air. 

So thou be good, slander doth but approve. 

Thy worth the greater. Sh. Soniiet 70. 

All slander 

Must still bo strangled in its birth ; or time 
W ill soon conspire to make it strong enough^ 

To overcome the truth Sir W. HavenanU 

Tho feeblest vermin can destroy, 

As sure as stoutest beasts of prey ; 

And merely with their eyes and breath 

infect, and poison men to death. Butler ^ Ode on Critics, 5% 

hlalicious slander never would have leisure 

To search, with prying eyes, for faults abroad, 

If ail, like me, consider'd their own hearts. 

And wept the sorrows which they found at home. 

Eowe, Jane Skore^ 

It is a busy, talking world. 

That, with licentious breath, blows like the wind,^ 

As freely on the palace as the cottage, Jiowe, Hair Penifeui* 
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SLAKDSS — eonttHued, 

The world with oalmnny ahotmds, 

The whitest virtue slander wounds ; 

There are whose joy is, night and day. 

To talk a character away : 

Eager from rout to rout they haste, 

To blast the generous and the chaste. 

And hunting reputations down, 
rroclaim their triumphs through the town. 

Nor do they trust their tongues alone, 

But speak a language of their own ; 

Can read a nod, a shrug, a look. 

Far better than a printed book ; 

Convey a libel in a frown, 

And wink a rejjutation down; 

Or, by the tossing of a fan, 

Describe the lady and the man. Swift, Journal ofModn, Lady. 
The whisper’d tale, 

That, like the fabling JN'ile, no fountain knows ; 

Fair-faced deceit, whose wily conscious eye 
Ne'er looks direct ; the tongue that licks the dust. 

But, when it safely dares, as prompt to sting. 

Thomson, Lileriy, 4. 

Quick-circulating slanders mirth adbrd : 

And reputation bleeds in every word. Churchill, Apology, 4t7. 
He rams his quill with scandal and with scoff ; 

But 'tis so very foul, it won't go off. Young, Spist. to Pope. 

The man that dares traduce, because he can 
With sa^ty to himself, is not a man : 

An individual is a sacred mark, 

Not to be pierc'd in play or in the dark. Cowper, Espos. 4S2. 
Does not the law of Heaven say blood for blood P 
And he who taints kills more than he who sheds it. 

Byron, I)oge of Venice, ii. 1. 
Skilled by a touch to deepen scandals tints. 

With all the kind mendacity of hints, 

While mingling truth with falsehood, sneers with smiles, 

A thread of candour with a web of wiles ; 

A pl^ blunt show of briefly-spoken seeming, 

To hide her bloodless heart's soul-hardon'd scheming ; 

A lip of lies, a face formed to conceal ; 

■^g, without feeling, mock at all who feel : 

With a vile mask the Gorgon would ^sown, 

A cheek of parchment, and an eye of stone. 

Byron, Sketch from PHvah Zifk 
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SLAUDSB — Mnim ued. 

The world, as usual, wickedly inclin’d 
To see a kingdom or a house o*erturn*d, 

Whisper’d he had a mistress, some said two. 

But for domestic quarrels one will do. Bt/ron^ Z), i. 19 
*Twas slander filled her mouth with lying words, — 

Slander, the foulest whelp of sin. JBollock^ Course qfTime. 

Mark how the scorpion falsehood. 

Coils round its own perplexity, and fixes 
Its sting in its own head. Coleridge* 

*Tis false ! *tis basely false ! 

What wretch could drop from his envenom’d longue 
A tale so damn’d P It chokes my breath. 

Joanna Badlie^ Da Montfort, iv. 2* 

S1A7EEY— Wtf Treedom 

Thou art a slave, whom fortune’s tender arm 

With favour never clasp’d : but bred a dog. Sh» Timon, iv. 3» 

Jove fix’d it certain, that whatever day 

Makes man a slave, takes half his worth away. J^ojpe* 

Ill-fated race ! the softening arts of peace, 

Whate’er the humanizing muses teach ; 

The godlike wisdom of the tempered breast ; 

Progressive truth, the patient force of thought ; 

Investigation calm, whose silent powers 
Command the world ; the light that leads to heaven ; 

Kind equal rule, the government of laws. 

And all-protecting freedom, which alone 
Sustain the name and dignity of man : 

These are not theirs. Thomson, Summer, 87 

What pale distress affiicts those wretched isles ! 

There hope ne’er dawns, and pleasure never smiles. 

The vassal wretch obsequious drags his chain. 

And hears his famish’d babes lament in vain. 

Falconer, Shi^toreeh, i. 80* 

He finds his fellow guilty of a skin 
Not colour’d like his own, and having pow’r 
T’ enforce the wrong, for such a worthy cause 
Dooms and devotes him as his lawful prey. Cowper,Tash, 

I would not have a slave to till my ground. 

To carry me, to fan me while I sleep, 

And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 

That sinews bought and sold have ever earn’d. lb* TtisJc,xi.2Q* 
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BtATEBY-^eoniiuHCd. 

Slaves cannot brcatlic in England ; if their lungs 
Ucceivc onr air, that moment they are free : 

‘They touch our country and their shackles fall. Ib.Tash, n. 40 l 

Hark ! heard ye not that piercing cry, 

‘Wliich shook tho naves and rent the sky ? 

E’en now, e*cn now, on yonder western shores, 

"Weeps pale despair, and writhing anguish roars 5 
E'en now, in Afric’s groves, with hideous yell, 

Eierce slavery stalks, and slips the dogs of hell. Dr.Darwin, 
Thc^ hearts within thy valleys bred, 

The* fiery souls that might have led 
Thy sons to deeds sublime, 

How crawl from cradle to the grave, 

Slaves— nay the bondsmen of a slave, 

And callous, save to crime. JS^ron, Giaour, 

A crond of shivering slaves of every nation. 

And age, and sex, were in the market rang’d ; 

Each bevy with the merchant in his station : 

Poor creatures 1 their good looks were sadly chang’d : 

All save the blacks seem’d jaded with vexation, 

Prom friends, and home, and freedom far estrang’d. 

The negroes more philosophy display’d, — 

Used to it, no doubt, as eels are to be flay’d. Bj/ron, D.J, v. 7. 
Easier were it 

To hurl the rooted mountain from its base, 

Than force the yoke of slavery upon men 
Determin’d to be free. Southey, 

tSLXVE-TRAiyE, 

What wish can prosper, or what prayer. 

For merchants rich in cargoes of despair. 

Who drives a loathsome traflSc, gauge and span 
And buy the muscles and the bones of man P 
The tender ties of father, husband, friend, 

All bonds of nature m that moment end. 

And each endures, while yet he draws his breath, 

A stroke as fatal as the scythe of death. Cov3jter,Charity,lZ7, 
SLEEP ^see Care, Breams. 

Come sleep, O sleep ! the certain knot of peace. 

The baiting-place of wit, the balm of woe ; 

The poor man’s wealth, the prisoner’s release, 

The impartial judge between the high and low. Sir P, Sidney, 
AS fast look’d up in sleep, as guiltless labour. 

When it lies starkly in the traveller’s bones. Jf.iv. 2 . 



SLEEP. 


571 


SLEEP — coniinmcl. 

Sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrovr's eye. 8h,Mid,N,\ii2^ 
Sleep, that knits up the raveird sleave of care. 

The death of each day's life, sore labour's bath, 

Balm of hurt minds, ^jroat nature's second course, 

Chief nourislier in life’s feast. Sh, Mach. ii. % 

Infected minds 

To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets.S^.il/acZ>.v.l- 

O sleep, O gentle sleep, 

Nature’s soft nurse, how hare I frighted thee, 

That thou no more will weigh my eyelids down, 

And steep my senses in forgetfulness ? 8h. Men. iv. 2, iii. 1. 
Weariness 

Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth 

Finds the down pillow hard. SIi. iir. 6. 

Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast I 

Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest. Sh.Bom.u.2. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul, 

That in their sleep will mutter their afiairs. Sh. Olh. in. 3. 

! Sleep seldom visits sorrow j when it dotla, 

\ It is a comforter. Sh. Te^np. ii. 1. 

How happy is that balm to wretches, sleep ! 

No cares perplex them for their future state, 

And fear of death thus dies in senseless sleep ; 

Unruly love is tliis way lull’d to rest ; 

And injur’d honour, when redress is lost, 

Is no way salv’d but this. Beaumont Sf BletcIi$r,Q,.of Corinth. 
Sleep and death, two twins of winged race, 

Of matchless swiftness, but of silent pace. Pope, IL xvi.SSL 

Is there aught in sleep can charm the wise P 

To lie in dead oblivion, losing half 

The fleeting moments of too short a life ; 

Total extinction of th’ enlighten’d soul, 

Who would in such a gloomy state remain 

Longer than nature craves P Thomson^ Summer, 71. 

Tir’d nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep I 
He, like the world, his ready visits pays 
Where fortune smiles — the wretched he forsakes. 

Young, N. T. 1. 1. 

Xind sleep aflbrds 

The only boon the wretched mind can feel ; 

A momentary respite from despair. Murphg, Ahumtu 
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KLEBP— ^ . , , » . j 
0 loaglo sleep ! O comfortable bird ^ 

Thatbroodest o*er tbe troubled sea of mind 
Till it is husli’d and smooth ! KeMs, Endifmioiu 

Sleep hath its own world, 

A boundary between the things misnamed 
Death and existence : Sleep hath its own world, 

And a wide realm of wild reality. Bp'orij Bream i. 

Strange state of being I (for *t is still to ^ - * ... 

Senseless to feel, and with sealed eyes to see. Ib, B . «/. iv. .id. 

Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking, 

Mom of toii nor night of waking. 8coU, Lady of Lake, i 31. 
Thou hast been called, 0 sleep I the firiend of woe ; 

But 'tis the happy that have called thee so. 

Southey, Curse of Eehama, xv. 
What means this heaviness that hangs upon me. 

This lethargy that creeps through all my senses P 
Nature oppress’d, and harass’d out with care. 

Sinks down to rest ; — ^this once I’ll favour her. 

That my awaken'd soul may take her flight, 

Benew’d in all her strength, and fresh with life. 

An oflering fit for heaven. Addison, Cato, v. 1. 

0 ye mortd powers that guard the just, 

Watch round his couch, and soften bis repose, 

Banish his sorrows, and becalm his soul 
With easy dreams ; remember all his virtues. 

And show mankind that goodness is your care. Ib, Cato, r. 1. 
Beauties, when disposed to sleep, 

Should from the eye of keen inspector keep : 

The lovdy nymph who would her swain surprise. 

May dose her mouth, but not conceal her eyes ; 

Sleep from the fairest face some beauty takes. 

And all the homely features homelier makes. 

Crahhe, Edward Shores 

Oh, sleep, sweet sleep I 
Whatever form thou takest, thou art fair, 

Holding unto our lips thy goblet fill’d 

Out of oblivion’s well, a healing draught I Longfellow, 

Of all the thoughts of God that are 
Borne inward unto souls afar. 

Along the Psalmist’s music deep ; 

Now tell me if that any is. 

For gift or grace, surpassing this — 

" He pyeth His belorei sleep." Elis. BarrtU Browning, 
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SLOTH— Idleness. 

See tLe issue of your slotli : 

Of sloth comes pleasure, of pleasure comes riot, 

Of riot comes disease, of disease comes spending, 

Of spending comes want, of want comes theft. 

And of theft comes hanging. Chapman, Eastward JSoc 

Heavens 1 can you then thus waste, in shameful wise. 

Your few important days of trial here ? 

Heirs of eternity I yborn to rise 

Tlirough endless states of being, still more near 

To bliss approaching and perfection clear *, 

Can you renounce a fortune so sublime. 

Such glorious hopes, your bachward steps to steer, 

And roll, with vilest brutes, through mud and slime ? 

Ho! no! Your heaven-touch’d hearts disdain the sordid 
crime! Thomson, Castle of Indolence, ii. 61 . 

Sloth views the towers of fame with envious eyes, 

Desirous still, but impotent to rise. 

Shenstone, Moral Pieces, 436 

8LT7GGAA1). 

'Tis the voice of tlv sluggard ; I hear him complaint 
" You have waked me too soon, I must slumber again. 

Watts, The Slupgard* 

SMALL-POX. 

That dire disease, whose ruthless power 
WitJiers the beauty’s transient flower. 

Goldsmith, Double Trantformation, 75. 
810.TT£JEtEUS ^see Ignorance. 

Men’s talents grow more bold and confident, 

The further they're beyond their just extent, 

As smatterers prove more arrogant and pert. 

The less they truly understand an art ; 

And, when flieyVe least capacity to doubt. 

Are wont t’ appear most peremptory and stout. Butler, Sat, 2. 

All smatterers are more brisk and pert. 

Than those that understand an art ; 

As little sparkles shine more bright 

Than glowing coals, that give them light, Ib,M,Thoughis,179. 
mJSLLlSQ, 

A very ancient and fish-like smell, Sh. Temp, ii. 2. 

The rankest compound of villanous smell, that 

Ever oSended nostril. 3h, Mer. W, tti. 6. 
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SMIMISCI — SyAH, 


suiuKe. 

Wliat reverence lie did tlirow aw&j on slaves, 

Wooingpoor craftsmen with the craft of smiles. Sh, Bio, Z2.i.4i 
A man ma^ smile, and smile, and be a villain. S/i. Sam, i, v. 
Smiles, not allow’d to beasts, from reason move. 

And are the privilege of human love. Dry den, State of In, 

Their smiles and censures are to me the same, 

I care not what they praise nor what they blame. Ih, JPeraius, 1, 

Eternal smiles his emptiness beti‘ay, 

As shallow streams run dimpling all the way. 

JPope, Sp, to Arhuthnot^ 315. 
As a beam o’er the face of the water may glow, 

While the tide runs in darkness and coldness below, 

So the cheek may be ting’d with a warm sunny smile, 

Tho' the cold heart to rum runs darkly the while. T, Moore, 
SUITES. 

The smith, a mighty man is he, 

With large and sine\^ hands ; 

And the muscles of his brawny arms 

Are strong as iron bands. Longfellow, Tillage Blacks mith, 

SUOEDTG—a^ Tobacco. 

May never lady press his lips, his prolFer’d love returning, 
Who makes a furnace of his mouth, and keeps his chimney 
burning ; 

May each true woman shun his sight, for fear his fumes 
should choke her. 

And none but those who smoke themselves have kisses for a 
smoker. Anon, 

A dub there is of smokers — dare you come 
To that close, clouded, hot, narcotic room P 
When, midnight past, the very candles seem 
Eying for air, ana give a ghastly gleam ; 

When curling fumes in lazy wreaths arise, 

And prosing topers rub their winking eyes. 

Or Me, OLuhs and Social Meetings, 
Learn to smoke dow. The other grace is. 

To keep your smoke from people’s faces. Bunch, 

seah 

The snail, whose tender horns being hit. 

Shrinks backward in his shelly cave with pain. 

And there, all smother’d up in shade, doth sit, 

Long after fearing to creep forth again. 


Sh, Poems. 
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SKOW. 

A cheer for the snow — the drifting snow ; 

Smoother and purer than Beauty’s brow ; 

The creature of thought scarce likes to tread 
On tlio delicate carpet so richly spread. 

With feathery wreaths tlio forest is bound, 

And the hills are with glittering diadems crown’d ; 

’!]hs the fairest scene we can hare below, 

Sing, welcome, then, to the drifting snow ! JE/iza Cook, Snow, 
SNOW-DEOP. 

The snow-drop, who, in habit white and plain, 

Comes on, the lierald of fair Flora’s train. 

Churchill, Gotham, r. 245* 

SNtlTP — Tobacco. 

After he’d administer’d a dose 
Of snuff munduiigus to his nose ; 

And powder’d th* inside of his skull 
Instead of th' outward jobbcrnol. 

He shook it with a scornful look, 

On th* adversaiy, and thus he spoke : Butler, Hud. 3, xr. 1005. 

Come, kindly goddess of the Indian siiore ! 

Bring hero your snuff, and grime our noses o’er. 

Snuu s my delight ! let other youths declare 
Their minds to Celia or to Chloe fair ; 

Let them in sportive glee lead down the dance, 

And slyly steal the love-inspiring glance ; 

Beauty and all its charms are foolish stuff. 

If you compare it to a pinch of snuff. 

Hither ye Graces ! listen to my call, 

(Fish- wives from Billingsgate and Loadonliall.) 

Here quickly haste, and all your boxes bring. 

And lot mo dip my greedy lingers in. 

Tins a treat is, this is my nose’s heaven ; 

TTiis far exceeds old Hardliam’s 37. JSuropem ITagazine, 1807# 

BOKBUXOt-^see Ambition, 

Flames rise and sink by fits ; at last they soar 

In one bright flame, and then return no more. JDryden, 

SOCIETY — see Ball, Dancing, Soiree, Hypocrisy. 

Without good company, all dainties 

Lose their true relish, and, like painted grapes, 

Are only seen, not tasted. Mas6inger,. 

Among uncquals what society 

Can sort ? what harmony or pure delight. P. T.. viri 383.. 
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800IST7— 

One speaks the glory of tlie British queen, 

And one describes a charming Indian screen ; 

A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes ; 

At every word a reputation dies. 

Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat, 

With singmg, laughmg, ogling, and all that. JPope, JS. Z).iii.l3 

Heaven forming each on other to depend, 

A master, or a servant, or a friend. 

Bids each on other for assistance call, 

Till one man’s weakness grows the strength of all. 

JPope, JE* M, IT. 2 ID. 

Hail, social life ! into thy pleasing bounds 
Aj^in I come to pay the common stock, 
share of service, and, in glad return, 

To taste thy comforts, thy protected joys. 

Thomson^ Agamemnon, iii. 1 
Unhappy he ! who from the first of joys. 

Society, cut off, is left alone 

Amid tHs world of death. Thomson, Summer, 939, 

Study with care, politeness, that must teach 

Tbe modish forms of gesture and of speech. StilUngfleef. 

Man in society is like a flower 

Blown in its native bed. 'Tis there alone 

His fikculties expanded in full bloom 

Shine out, there only reach their proper use. 

Qowjper, TasTe, iv. 659. 
We loathe what none are left to share — 

E’en bliss ’twere woe alone to bear ; 

The heart once left thus desolate 

Must fly at last for ease— to hate. Bgron, Giaour, 

Society itself, which should create 
Kindness, destroys what little we had got : 

To feel for none is the true social art 

Of the world’s stoics — ^men without a heart. Bgron, J>J:v.25. 

Society is now one polished horde, 

Eormed of two mighty tribes, the bores and bor’d. 

Bgron, JD, J. xni. 95, 

In men this blunder still you find. 

All think their little set mankind. JECan, More, TkeBae Bleun 
Though few the days, the happy evenings few. 

So warm with heart, so rich with mind they flew, 

That my full soul forgot its wish to roam, 

And rested there, as m a dream at home. Thoe, Moore, 
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60BA WATER. 

Hing for your Talet — ^bid Hm quickly bring 
Some bock and soda-water, tben youll know 
A pleasure worthy Xerxes, the great king ; 

For not the blest sherbet, sublim'd with snow, 

Nor the first sparkle of the desert-spring. 

Nor Burgundy in all its sunset glow, 

After long travel, ennui, love, or slaughter, 

Vie with that draught of hock and soda-water* 

B^ron, D, J*. II. IQOi. 

SOIREE. 

There stands the noble hostess, nor shall sink 
With the three thousandth curtsy : there tho waltz. 

The only dance which teaches gins to think. 

Makes one in love e'en with its very faults. 

Saloon, room, hall, overflow beyond their brink, 

And long the latest of arrivals halts, 

'Midst royal dukes and dames condemn’d to climb. 

And gain an inch of staircase at a time. 

Thrice happy he, who, after a survey 
Of the good company, can win a comer, 

A door tint’s t«, or boudoir out of the way, 

Where ho may fix himself, like small * Jack Homer,’ 

And lot the Babel round mn as it may. 

And look on as a mourner, or a soomer, 

Or an approver, or a mere spectator. 

Yawning a little as the night grows later. Bj^ronJ )* «/. xi* 05* 

SOLACE — BM Resignation. 

Consider man in every sphere. 

Then tell me is your lot severe 
'Tis murmur, discontent, distrust. 

That makes you wTetched ' God is just ; 

We're bom a restless, needy crew 5 ■« 7 , , b o 

Show me a happier man than you. Goty, Fable 16, part 

SOLDIERS— ECilitia, Rife Corps. 

A soldier ; 

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard. 

Jealous in honour, sudden ^d quick in quarrel, 

Seeking tho bubble reputation «t ^ xr r h 

Fven in the cannon’s mouth. <*. A. ii. #• 

*Tis much he dares ; 

And, to that dauntless temper of his mind, 

He hath a wisdom tiiat doth guide his valour. 

To act in safety. ^ 

2 E 
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'0Q13JJSBA-^eontintied, 

You say, you are a better soldier ; 

Let it appear so : make your vaunting trae, 

And it sKall please me well. Sk» JuL O, iv. 3, 

Little of this great world can I speak, 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 

And therefore little shall 1 grace my cause. 

In speaking for myself. Sh, Otk, i. 3 

He is a soldier, dt to stand by Caesar, 

And give direction. 3L 0th, ii. 8. 

*Tis the soldiers* life. 

To have their balmy slumbers wak’d with strife. Ih, ir. 3« 
To me the cries of dghting delds are charms : 

Keen be my sabre, and ofproof my arms ; 

I ask no other blessing of my stars : 

Ho prize but fame, no mistress but the wars. 

Dryden, Auren^zebe, 

Lost thou know the fate of soldiers ? 

They're but ambition's tools, to cut a way 
To her unlawful ends ; and when they're worn, 

Hack'd, hewn with constant service, thrown aside 

To rust in peace, and rot in hospitals. Southet'nefLo^alJSrotberz* 

Such is the country maiden's fright, 

Whp first a red- coat is in sight ; 

Behind the door she hides her face ; 

Hext time at distance eyes the lace j 
Bhe now can all his terrors stand, 

Hor from his squeeze withdraws her hand. 

6?ay, Fable 13, part 1. 
The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay. 

Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away ; 

Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done, 

Shoulder'd his crutch, and sliew'd how fields were won. 

. ^ Deserted 

Tis universal soldiership has stabb d 

The heart of merit in the meaner class. Coioper, 21wfe, iv, 617, 
To swear, to game, to drink, to show at home 
^ lewdness, idleness, and sabbath-breach, 

Ine great proficiency he made abroad, 

T' astonish and to grieve his gazing friends, 

To break some maiden's and his mother's heart, 

To be a pest where he was useful once. 

Are his sole aim, and all his glory now. Tb, Tash^ iv. 653, 
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SOLDIEES— SOtlCITATloy. 
^OI^TERQ^coniinited, 

Of hu^ sword m a friend’s hand. S,.cn, Sar^an t 1 
There were foreigners of much renown " 

Of various nations, and all volunteei^r 
Wot fighting for their eountiw or its crown 
But wis^g to be one day BngadiersT ’ 

Also to have the sacking of a town • 

^leasMt thing to young men at tWr years 
^ongst thorn were several Englishmen of pith 
ixteen call d Thomson, and nineteen nam’cl Smith. 

Soldiers m arms ! Defenders of our sS l"”’ 

1 WoIJT dostmction save us ; who from spoil 

Vnn^l^ could duly praiso you, that each deed 
Your foes nught honour, and your f^rionds niii>ht read. 

ITow beautiful in death Crabhe, Laio^ 6 

The warrior’s corse appears, 
ihrabalin’d by fond afiection’s breath 
And bath d in woman’s tears 1 ^ 

Give mo the death of tliose 
Wlio for their country die ; 
i^d oh I be mine like their repose. 

When cold and low they lie I 

’Mid the din of ams, whero the dust and smoke 
Jn clouds are curling o’er thee, 

Be firm till the enemy’s ranks ore broke. 

And they fall, or fleo before thee ! Miss OouU, {Am.} 

Each soldier’s name 

^all slimo uutaraish’d on the rolls of fame, 

And stand th’ example of each distant age, * 

And add now lustre to th* historic page. 

JOUCHAnoir. ^«mj>Areys.(Am.J 

Jle was not taken well ; he had not din’d : 

The veins unfill’d, our blood is cold, and then 
W e pout ujion the morning, arc unapt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we’vo stuff’d 
J Iicso pipes, and these conveyances of our blood, 
nJf and^ feeding, wo have suppler souls 
T.han in our priest-like fasts. Sb* CorwL v. 1 

2 p * 


James Montgomet*^, 
James Montgomery., 
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SOLITUDE — see Eetirement. Eetreat, Society. 

Solitude sometimes is best society. 

And short retirement urges sweet return. Milton^ r.Z.ix.475 
Wisdom's self 
Oft seeks to sweet retired solitude ; 

Where, with her best nurse. Contemplation, 

Slie plumes her feathers, and lets grow her wings. 

That in the various bustle of resort 

Were aH too ruffled, and sometimes impair'd. 

Mdton, CowMA, 375 

Tlie silent heart which grief assails, 

Treads soft and lonesome o’er the vales, 

Sees daisies open, rivers run. 

And seeks (as I have vainly done) 

Amusing thought ; but learns to know 

That solitude’s the nurse of woe. jParnelU Hymn to Conienlhi, 

JBear me, some God ! oh, quickly bear me hence 
To wholesome solitude, the nuise of sense ; 

Wliere contemplation prunes her ruffled wings, 

And the free soul looks down to pity kings. 

Sat, of JDr. JDotme versified, iv. lS4l. 

Thus let me live, unseen, unknown, 

Thus unlamented let me die ; 

Steal from the world, and not a stone 

Tell where 1 lie. Pope, Ode on Sohtude 

O ! lost to virtue, lost to manly thought, 

J-o»»t to the noble sallies of the soul I 

Who think it solitude to be alone. Young, N. T. in. (J, 

The man how blessed, who sick of gaudy scenes, 

(Scenes apt to thrust between us and ourselves 1, 

Ja led by choice to take his fav’rite walk 
Beneath death’s gloom v, silent, cypress shades. 

Unpierc’d by vanily’s fantastic ray ; 

To read his monuments, to weigh his dust, 

Visit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs. Young, \ 

JRemote, unfriended, melancholy, slow. Goldsmith, Traveller, 

O for a lodge in some vast wilderness, 

Some boundless contiguity of shade, 

WJiere rumour of oppression and deceit. 

Of unsuccessful or successful var. 

Might never reach mo icusre. Covper, Taskr I 
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SOLITUDE — continued. 

For solitude, liowever some may rave. 
iSeeming a sanctuary, proves a Jp'ave — 

A sepulchre in winch the living lie, 

Where all good qualities grow sick and die. 

I praise the Frenchman, his remark was shrewd— 
llow sweet, how passing sweet, is solitude ! 

But grant me still a friend in my retreat, 

Whom I may w'hisper, Solitude is sweet. Cowper, Ref. 735.. 

The man to solitude accustom'd long. 

Perceives in everything that lives a tongue ; 

Not animals alone, but shrubs and trees 
Have speech for him, and understood with ease, 

After long drought when rains abundant fall. 

He hears the herbs and flowers rejoicing all. 

Cotopery Needless Alarnix 

Oh solitude 1 where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy face P 
Better dwell in the midst of alarms, 

Than reign in this horrible place. Coicper, Alex. SelkirA^ i. 

And here no more sliall human voice 
Be heard to rage— regret — ^rejoice — 

The last sad note that swell'd the gale 

Was woman's wildest funeral wail- Giaour » 

To sit on rocks, to muse o'er flood and fell. 

To slowly trace the forest’s shady scene. 

Wliere things that own not man s dominion dwell, 

And mortal foot liath ne'er, or rarely been ; 

To climb the trackless mountain all imscen ; 

With the wild flock that never needs a fold : 

Alone o’er steeps and foaming falls to lean ; 

This is not solitude ; 'tis hut to hold ^ 

Converse with nature's charms, and view her stores unroll d. 

Btfron^ Ch. H. ii. 25. 

But midst the crowd, the hum, the shock of men, 

To hear, to see, to feel, and to possess. 

And roam along, the world's tired denizen. 

With none who bless us, none whom we can bless ; 

Minions of splendour shrinkmg from distress ! 

None that, with kindred consciousness endued. 

If we were not, would seem to smile the less, 

Of all that flatter'd, follow'd, sought and sued ; 

This is to be alone ; this, this is solitude ! Byron^ Ch. M. ii. io# 
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EOLITUDE — continued. 

Are not the mountain s, waves, and sides, a part 
Of me and of my soul, as I of them ? 

Is not the love of these deep in my heart 
With a pure passion ? should I not contemn 
All objects, if compared with these P and stem 
A tide of suffering, rather than forego 
Such feelings for the hard and worlfiy phlegm 
Of those whose eyes are only tum*d below, 

Gazing upon the ground, with thoughts which dare not glow. 

Byron, Ch, K, iii. 75. 

If from society wo learn to live, 

^Tis solitude should teach us how to die ; 

It hath no flatterers ; vanity can give 

No hollow aid ; alone, man with his God must strive, Ib, iv.34. 
Oh I that the desert were my dwelling-place. 

With one fair spirit for my minister. 

That I might all forget the human race, 

And, hating no one, love but only her ! Byron^ Ch. if. iv. 177 

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods, 

There is a rapture on the lonely shore, 

There is society where none intrudes. 

By the deep sea, and music in its roar ; 

I love not man the less, but nature more, 

From these our interviews, in which I steal 
From all I may be, or have been before. 

To mi^le with the universe, and feel 

What r can ne*er express, yet cannot all conceal. 

Ib. Ch, JET. IV. 178, 

Perhaps there’s nothing — ^ITl not say appals. 

But saddens, more by night as well as day, 

Than an enormous room without a soul 
To break the lifeless splendour of the whole. Ib, T). *T, v. 5^* 
To view alone 

The fairest scenes of land and deep. 

With none to listen and reply 
To thoughts with which my heart beat high 
Were irksome — for whate’er my mood. 

In sooth I love not solitude. B^ron, Bride of Ahydos, 1. 3. 
No eye to watch, and no tongue to wound up. 

All earth forgot, and all heaven around us. 

Moore, Come O'er the Sea, 
No, *tis not here that solitude is known. 

Through the wide world he only is alone 

Who lives not for another. Rogere, Sumaa Life 
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SOLITUDE— 

Wliy sliould we faint and fear to live alone. 

Since all alone, so Heaven Las will’d, we die, 

Hor even tLe tenderest Leant, and next our own, 

Knows Lalf tLe reasons wLy we smile and sigL. 

Kehlot Christian, Year, 24,tk. Sunday after Trin 

Cease, triOers ; would you Lave me feel remorse 
Leave me alone— nor cell, nor cLain, nor dungeons, 

Speai: to tLe murderer like tLe voice of solitude. 

Maturing Bertram, 

SONinST. 

If wLen I look on tliee and Lear tLy voice. 

In a low wLisper’d melody, alone ; 

WLen it is LreatLing in its softest tone. 

All tile deep feelings of my Leart rejoice ; 

OL 1 wLat were it to sit beside thee long, 

And gaze on tby bright looks and tLy dark eyes. 

And near tby tender words and tby sweet song, 

As sweet as if it floated from tLe skies 1 
O ! what were it to know that thou art mine. 

Indissolubly mine ! that tbou wilt be 
For ever as an angel unto me, 

WLetLer the day be dark or future sLine, 

Giving me, in tLe bliss of loving tiiee, 

A poraon of tLe bliss they call divine ! Mo, 

SOKS— EatLer, Parents, 

O wonderful son, that can so astonish 

A mother ! Sh. Ham. m. 2. 

Few sons attain the^ prsdse 
Of their great sires, and most their sires disgrace. 

Pope, Odyssey, II, 315. 

We tLirik our fathers fools, so wise we grow ; 

Our wiser sons, no doubt, will think us so. Pope, S, C. 438. 

SOPHISTEY— Philosopliy. 

Dogmatic jargon learnt by heart. 

Trite sentences, hard terms of art. 

To vulgar ears seems so profound. 

They fancy learning in the sound. Gay, Fable 14, part 3. 
As creeping ivy clings to wood or stone. 

And hides the ruin.tiiat it feeds upon. 

So sophistry cleaves close to and protects 
8in*s rotten trunk, concealing its defects. 

Coteper, Progress qf JSrror, 285* 
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SOSBOW-- see Grief^ Distress, Miscliief, Uisfortune, Konming. 

Give sorrow words : the grief that does not speak, 

Whispers the o*erfraught heart, and bids it break. 

Sh. Mach. IV. 3. 

Here I and sorrow sit : 

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. Sh. K.John, iii.l. 

Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours, 

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 

Sh. Bic. m. I. 4m 

Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp’d, 

Doth bum the heart to cinders. SL Tit. And. n. 5. 

One sorrow never comes, but brings an heir, 

That may succeed as his inheritor. Sh. Perio. i. 4. 

One fire bums out another's burning ; 

One pain is lessen'd by another's anguish ; 

Turn giddy, and be help'd by backward turning ; 

One desp’rato grief cures with another's languish : 

Take thou some new infection to the eye. 

And the rank poison of the old will die. Sh. Bom. i. 2. 

I have that within which passeth show ; 

These, but the trappings and the suits of woe. Sh. Mam. i. 2, 

When sorrows come, they come not’ single spies. 

But in battalions. Sh. Mam. iv. 5. 

One woe doth tread upon another's heel. 

So fast they follow. Sh. Mam. iv. 7. 

He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears ; 

But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow. 

That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. Sh. 0th. i. 3, 

Past sorrows, let us mod'rately lament them, 

Por those to come, seek wisely to prevent them. 

Webster, Duchess of Malfy. 
Alas I I have no words to tell my grief ; 

To vent my sorrow would be some relief ; 

Light sufferings give us leisure to complain ; 

We groan, but cannot speak, in greater pain. 

Dry den, Palamon and Antte. 
The path of sorrow, and that path alone, 

Xieada to the land where sorrow is unknown ; 

Ho traveU^r ever reach’d that blest abode, 

Who found not thorns and briars in his road. 


CctDper. 
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60EE0W’ — continued. 

Man is* a cliild of sorrow, and tliis world 

In wliich wo breathe, hath cares enough to plague Us ; 

But it hath means withal to soothe these cares ; 
iVnd he who meditates on others* woes. 

Shall in that meditation lose Ids own. Cumberland, Timoeles. 
I have a silent sorrow here, 

A grief 1*11 ne’er impart ; 

It breathes no sigh, it sheds no tear, 

But it consumes my heart. SheAdan, Song in ' the Stranger* 
Sorrow preys upon 

Its solitude, and nothing more diverts it 
Brom its sad visions of tne other world 
'Than calling it at moments back to this ; 

'The busy have no time for tears. Bgron, Two Foscari, rv. 1. 
Yet disappointed joys are woes as deep 
As any man’s clay-mixture undergoes. 

Our least of sorrows are such as we weep ; 

’IIs the vile daily drop on drop which wears 
The soul out (like the stone) witli petty cares. 

JBgron, D. JC iv. 20. 

I cried upon my first wife’s dying day, 

And also when my second ran away. Bgron, JO. J. v. 19. 
And o’er that fair broad brow were wrought 
The intersected lines of thought ; 

Those furrows, which the burning share 
Of sorrow ploughs untimely there ; 

Scars of the lacerated mind. 

Which the soul’s war doth leave behind. Bgron, FariAna* 
Oh sacred sorrow, by whom souls are tried, 

Sent not to punish mortals, but to guide ; 

If thou art mine, (and who shall proudly dare 
To tell his Maker he has had his share Y) 

Still let me feel for what thy pangs are sent, 

And be my guide, and not my punishment. Crabbo* 

Not seldom is the soul depress’d, 

Whilst tearless is the eye ; 

JFor there are woes that wring the breast. 

When feeling’s fount is dry ; 

Sorrows that do not fade with years. 

But, dwelling all too deep for tears, 

Bankle eternally. Alaric Watte* 

He who has most of heart, knows most of sorrow. 

Baileg, Fetiu*» 
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SOBSO'W — continued. 

Sorrow is the messenger between 

The poet and men’s bosoms Genius can 

Fill witji unsyinpatliizing gods the scene. 

But gnef alone can teach us what is man. Tnftton JBtilaer% 

Man hath a godlike might in danger’s hour. 

In the red battle or the tempest’s power ; 

Yet is he weak when tides of anguish swell. 

Ah I who can mark with cold and tearless eyes 
The grief of stricken man, when his sole idol dies ! 

ATrtf. Sigourney, (Am»), 

SOTTL — see Eternity, Puturity, Immortality. 

Let fortune empty all her quiver on me, 

I Imve a soul that, like an ample shield. 

Can take in all, and verge enough for more. Dryden, 

But whither went his soul, let such relate 
Who search the secrets of the future state : 

Divines can say but what themselves believe *, 

Strong proofs they have, but not demonstrative : 

For, were all plain, then all sides must agree, 

And faith itself be lost in certainty. 

To live uprightly then is sure the best, 

To save ourselves, and not to damn the rest. 

J}jyden, Palamon and ArolUt in* 8-Jf4* 
The soul, secure in her existence, smiles 
At the drawn dagger, and defies its point : 

The stars shall fade away, the sun himself 
Grow dim with age, and nature sink in years : 

But thou shalt fiourish in immortal youth. 

Unhurt amidst the war of elements. 

The wreck of matter, and the crush of worlds I 

Addieon^ CatOf V* 7« 

Whate'er of earth is form’d, to earth returns ; 

The soul alone, that ]jarticlo divine, 

Escapes the wreck of worlds, when all things fail. 

Somerville, Chase* 

The soul of man (let man in homage bow 
Who names his soul) a native of the skies ! 

High-bom and free, her freedom should maintain, 

Unsold, unmortgaged for earth’s little bribes. Young, N* 2* 
Let earth dissolve — yon ponderous orb descend. 

And grind us into dust — the soul is safe ! 

The man emerges — amounts above the -wreck. 

As towering flame from nature’s funeral pyre ! Young, 



• SOTJIr — SOVBBBIGirTT. 


587 


BOVL-^cofilinueii, 

Is not tLe niiglitj mind, tliat son of lioaron I 

By tyrant life dotlironed, imprison’d, pain’d P 

By dealli enlarg’d, ennobled, deified P 

Death but entombs the body ; life the soul. If, T. 8* 

Who tells me he denies his soul’s immortal, 

WLate’er his boast, has told mo he’s a knave ; 

His duty, ’tis to love himself alone, 

I^or care though mankind perish, if he smiles, 

Who thinks ere long the man shall wholly die. 

Is dead already ; nought but brute survives. 

Youtiff, If, T, VII. 512i 
There is, they say, (and I believe there is,) 

A spark witmn us of th* immortal fire. 

That animates and moulds the grosser frame ; 

And when the body sinks, escapes to heaven. 

Its native seat, and mixes with the gods. 

Armstj^oiig^ Art of Preserving SealtJi^ 4 
The light of love, the purity of grace. 

The mmd, the music breathing from her face. 

The heart whose softness harmonized the whole— 

And, oh ! that eye was in itself a soul I 

JBgroiJf Bride of Ahydos^ l. 6. 
He had kept 

The whiteness of his soul, and thus men o’er him wept. 

Byron^ Ch, B. ill. 67. 
It is the soul that sees : the outward eyes 
Present the object, but the mind desenes. 

Crahbet Lovers Journey m 

The soul, of origin divine, 

God’s glorious image, freed from clay. 

In heaven’s eternal sphere shall shine 
A star of day ! 

The sun is but a spark of fire, 

A transient meteor in the sky ; 

The soul, immortal as its sire, 

Shall never die. Jae, Montgomery^ 

Man is the nobler growth our realms supply. 

And souls are ripened in our northern s%. 

Mrs, Barhauld, Invitation* 

SOYEBEIOirXY — see Kings, Koyalty. 

Ho law betwixt two sov’reigns can decide. 

But that of arms — ^where fortune is the judge. 

Soldiers the lawyers, and the bar the field. 

Lryden, Love TrlumpJninU 
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SOVEBXiaiTCT — eontint(ed» 

A sovereign’s great example forms a people ; 

The public breast is noble, or is vile, 

As he inspires it. Thomson Sf Mallet ^ Alfred 

fiPADT. 

ifot all the blood at Talavera shed, 
iNot all the marvels of Barossa’s fight, 

Not Albuera lavish of the dead, 

Have won for Spain her well asserted right. ^ 

When shall her olive-branch be free from blight ? 

When shall she breathe her from the blushing toil ? 

How many a doubtful day shall sink in night, 

Ere the Frank robber turn him from his spoil, 

And freedom’s stranger-tree grow native of the soil ! 

JByroiu Ch, JET. i. 90. 

Fair land! of chivalry the old domain,^ 

Land of the vine and olive, lovely Spain ! 

Though not for thee with classic shores to vie 
In charms that fix th’ enthusiast’s pensive eye ; 

Yet hast thou scenes of beauty, ricnly fraught 
With all that wakes the glow of lofty thouglit ; 

Fountains, and vales, and rocks, whose ancient name 
High deeds have raised to mingle with their fame. 

Mrs, Memans, Abencerrage, in 
8PEASINO, SPEECH— Language 

I will speak daggers to her, but use none. Sh. Ham. in. 2. 
We must speak by the card. 

Or equivocation will undo us. Sh, Ham, v. 1. 

Eude am I in speech 

And little bless’d with the set phrase of peace. Sh, 0th, i. B* 
What mystic riddle lurks beneath thy words 
Which thou wouldst seem unwilling to express P 
Away with this ambiguous shujBSing phrase. 

And let thy oracle be understood. JSowe, Hair Penitent, 
SPECIAL PLEADING— ««« Law. 

O perilous mouths. 

That bear in them one and the self-same tongue. 

Either of condemnation or approof I 
Bidding the law make court’sy to their will, 

Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite, 

To follow as it dniws. Sh. M,for M, ii. 4. 

SPECTTLATION — see Chance, Gambling. 

'J'hou hast no speculation in those eyes 

Which thou dost glare with ! Sh, Mach, in. 4. 

All’s to be fear’d where all is to be lost. Bgron, Wemen 
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SPECTACLES. 

Between nose and eyes a strange contest arose, 

The spectacles set them unhappily wrong ; 

The point in dispute was, as aiT the world knows, 

To which the said spectacles ought to belong, 

Cowper^ Report of anAdjudgdd Case^ 
SPEECEQIS — see Eloquenee, Oratory, Phetoric 
Fine speeches are the instruments of knaves, 

Or fools that use them, when they want good sense ; 

Honesty needs no disguise nor ornament Otway. 

Speech is the light, the morning of the mind ; 

Jt spreads the beauteous images abroad, 

Which else lie furl’d and shrouded in the soul. Diydeiu 
Speech P is that all P And shall an actor found 
An universal fame on partial ground P 
Parrots themselves speak properly by rote. 

And, in six months, my dog shall howl by note. 

I laugh at those who, when the stage they tread, 

Neglect the heart, to compliment the he^ ; 

With strict propriety their cares confined 
To weigh out words, while passion halts behind: 

To syllable-dissectors they appeal. Churchill^ RoBciad, 951. 
SPENETHBIPT — eee Extravagance. 

After he scores, he never pays the score : 

He ne'er pays after debts, take it before. 8h. AlVt W» iv. 3. 


Squandering wealth was his peculiar art ; 

Nothing went unrewarded but desert. 

Beggar'd by fools, whom still he found too late ; 

He had his jest, and they had his estate. 

Dry den, Absalom and Achitophel, I. 559, 
Let friends of prodigals say what they will, 

Spendthrifts at home, abroad are spendthrifts still, 

CJiurchilly Candidate, 519. 
Spendthrift alike of money and of wit. 

Always at speed, and never drawing bit. 

Cowper, Table Talk, 688. 


SPENSEP. 


Nor shall my verse that elder bard forget. 

The genlle Spenser, fancy's pleasing son ; 

Who like a copious river, poured his song 
O'er all the mazes of enchanted ground : 

Nor thee, his ancient master, laughing sage, 

Chaucer, whose native manners-painting verse. 
Well-moralized, shines through the Gothic cloud 
Of time and language o'er thy genius thrown. 

TJioinson, Sumjner^ 1715. 
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S1*IDEE— SPLEEN. 


BPIDEE 

The spider's touch, how exquisitely fine ! 

Feels at each thread, and lives along the line. 

Pope, M, I. 217 

5PIBES. 

Who taught that heaven-directed spire to rise I 

JPope, M, S, III. 261 

How the tall temples, as to meet their gods. 

Ascend the skies I Young, N. T, vi. 781. 

Ye swelling hills and spacious plains ! 

Besprent from shore to shore with steeple towers, 

And spires whoso “ silent finger points to heaven."^ 

Wordsworth^ JExcursion, Vi. If. 

SPZBU-BAFPINa— Ghosts. 

Hark ! on the wainscot now it knocks I 

* If thou'rt a ghost,* cried Orthodox, 

With that afiected solemn air 
Which hypocrites delight to wear, 

And all those forms of consequence 

. Which fools adopt instead of sense ; 

* If thou'rt a ghost, who from the tomb 
Stalk’ st sadly silent through this gloom, 

Jn breach of nature’s stated laws, 

For good, or bad, or for no cause, 

Give now nine knocks j like priests of old, ^ 

I^ine we a sacred number hold.’ Chwrchill, Ohost, ii, 307 

spntiTs 

I can call spirits from the vasty deep. — 

Why, so can I ; or so can any man ; 

But will they come, when you do call for them 

Sh, JT. IV. p, 1, III. 1, 

Spirits of peace, where are ye ? are ye all gone ? 

Amd leave me here in wretchedness behind ye P 

Sk. H, Till. IV. 2 

There’s a spirit above, and a spirit below, 

A spirit of joy, and a spirit of woe, 

The spirit above is the spirit divine, 

The spirit below is the spirit of wine. MQ. 

Written about 1826, on the vaults below Fortman Chapel, 

Baker St, 

JPLEEN. 

Hail, wayward Queen I 
Who rule the sex to fifty from fifteen ; 

Parent of vapours, and of female wit. 

Who give til hysteric, or poetic fit. 



SPLE|i::^.--H5MI2rCF, 


591 


SI^LKEN — contin ucd^ 

On various tempers act by various vrays. 

Make some take physic, others scribble plays ; . 

Who cause the proud their visits to delay, 

And send the godly in a pet to pray. Pope^ Rape of X. rv. 57 
The spleen is seldom felt where Flora reigns ; 

The lowering eye, the petulance, the frown, 

And sullen sadness, that o’ershade, distort, 

And mar the face of beauty, when no cause 
For such immeasurable woe appears ; 

These Flora banishes, and gives the fair 

Sweet smiles, and bloom less transient than her own. 

Cowper^ Task, i. 455, 

SPXi£I9fD0TT]Et— ‘Wealth. 

What peremptory, eagle-sighted eye 
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 

That is not blinded by her majesty P Sh. Lovers L. X. iv- 3. 
The splendour of our rank and state 

Are shadows, not substantial things. G. Wither, 

SFOBTIErG, SPORTS — see Chil^ Gambling. 

In wrestling nimble and in running swift ; 

In shooting steady, and in swimming strong; 

Well made to strike, to leap, to throw, to lift, 

And all the sports that shepherds are among. Spenser, 

Thick around 

Thunders the sport of those, who with the gun 
And dog, impatient bounding at the shot. 

Worse than the season desolate the fields. ThomsoniWini 7SS, 
He learn’d the arts of riding, fencing, gunnery, 

And how to scale a fortress or — a nunnery. Bpron^ D, J, 

SPRING— May, Seasons . 

When daisies pied, and violets blue, 

And lady-smocks all silver white. 

And cuckoo buds of yellow hue. 

Do paint the meadows with delight. Sh. Lovers L: X. v. 2. 
!Now do a choir of chirping minstrels bring 
In triumph to the world, the youthful spring. 

The valleys, hills, and woods, in rich array, 

W elcome the coming of the long’d-for May. T, Carew, 

In that soft season, when descending showers 
Call forth the greens, and wake the rising fiowers y ■ 

When opening buds salute the welcome day, 

And eartli relenting feels the genial vfij. Pope, Temple of Faivte 
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SFEINGK— 

Come, gentle Spring, etliereal mildness, come. 

And from the bosom of yon dropping cloud. 

While music brakes around, veird in a «liower 
Of shadowing roses, on our plains descend Thnnsoa^ Spnng i< 

See where surly Winter passes off, 

Far to the north, and calls his ruffian blasts : 

His blasts obey, and quit the howling hill. 

The shattered forest, and the ravaged vale ; 

TThile softer gales succeed, at whose kind touch, 

Dissolving snows in livid torrents lost. 

The mountains lift their green heads to the sky. Ih, Spring ^ 1 

At last from Aries rolls the bounteous sun, 

And the bright bull receives him. Then no more 
Th* expansive atmosphere is cramp'd v'ith cold , 

But, full of life and vivifymg soul, 

Lifts the light clouds sublime, and spreads them thin, 

Fleecy and white, o’er all-surrounding Leaven. Ih, Spring^ 26* 

Still let my song a nobler note assume. 

And sing th* infusive force of Spring on man ; 

When heaven and earth, as if contending, vie 
To raise his being, and serene his soul. 

Can he forbear to join the general smile 

Of nature ? Can fierce passions vex his breast. 80 i. 

Spring hangs her infant blossoms on the trees, 

Eock a in the cradle of the western breeze. 

CoiopeTf Tirocinium, 43* 

O Spring ! of hope, and love, and youth, and gladness. 
Wind-winged enmlem 1 brightest, best, and fairest I 
Whence comest thou, when, with dark winter's sadness. 

The tears that fade in sunny smiles thou sharest F 
Sister of joy, thou art the child that wearest 
Thy mother’s dying smile, tender and sweet ; 

Thy mother Autumn, for whose grave thou bearest 
Fresh fiowers, and beams like flowers, with gentle feet. 
Disturbing not the leaves, which are her winding-sheet. 

Shelley, 

How mighty nature bounds as from her birth. 

The sun is m the heavens, and life on earth ; 

Flowers in the valley, splendour in the beam, 

Health in the gale, and freshness in the stream. 'Byron, Tjtxfau 
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SPBIITG — eontimie^. 

Come, gentle Spring! ethereal mildness come! — 

Oh I Thomson, void of rhyme as well as reason, 

How conld’st thou thus poor human nature hum P 
There’s no such season. Hood^ Spring^ {^eto Version*) 

The butterfly springs on its new-born wings, 

The dormouse starts from his wint’iy sleeping ; 

The flowers of earth find a second birth. 

To light and life from the darkness leaping ; 

The roses and tulips will soon resume 

Their youths’ first perfume and primitive bloom. 

XCorace Smith, The FIov3er\ 
The bud is in the bough, and the leaf is in the bud. 

And earth’s beginning now in her veins to feel the blood. 
Which, warm’d by summer suns in th* alembic of tlie vine. 
From her founts will overrun in a ruddy gush of wine. 

The perfume and the bloom that shall decorate the flow er. 
Are quickening in the gloom of their subterranean bower ; 
And the juices meant to feed trees, vegetables, fruits, 
Unerringly proceed to their pre-appointed roots. 

FLorace Smith, Fret of March, 
When the warm sun that brings 
Seed-time and harvest, has return’d again, 

’Tis sweet to visit the still wood, where springs 

The first fiower of the plain. Longfellow 

Welcome, all hail to thee ! welcome, young Spring I 
Thy sun-ray is bright on the butterfly’s wing. 

Beauty shines forth in the blossom-robed trees ; 

Perfume floats by on the soft southern breeze. 

The hedges, luxuriant with flowers and balm, 

Are purple with violets, and shaded with palm, 

The zephyr-kiss’d grass is beginning to wave. 

Fresh verdure is decking the garden and grave. 

JSUza Cook, Sprin * 

Spring, Spring, beautiful Spring, 

Laden with glo^ and light you come ; 

With the leSi the bloom, and the butterfly’s wing. 

Making our earth a fairy home ; 

The primroses glitter — ^the violets peep. 

And zephyr is feasting on flower and bloom ; 

Arouse, ye sluggards, what soul shall sleep 

While the larlcs in the sky, and the bee’s on the palm ? 

The sweetest song, and the loudest string. 

Should pour a welcome to beautiful Spring. J?. Cook^ Spru' 

Q Q 
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StAGS. 

The stage I chose — a subject fair and free— 

'Tis yours — *tis mine — ^*tis public property. 

All common exhibitions open lie, 

For praise or censure, to the common eye. 

Hence are a thousand hackney writers fed ; 

Hence Monthly Critics earn their daily bread. 

Tins is a general tax which all must pay, 

From those who scribble, down to those who play 

C/mrchill, Apology, 186 

STARS— Celestials, Hyperbole. 

You meaner beauties of the uight. 

That poorly satisfy our eyes 

More by your number than your light ; 

You common people of the ikies, 

^Yllat are you when the moon shall rise ? 

jSJr jBT. Wotton, * Youmeatier Beauties* In Bercy Bel 

The stars of the night 
WiU lend thee thy light. 

Like tapers clear without number I JEierrich, JBesp. 42. 

See, at the call of night, 

The star of evening sheds her silver light. &ay, Biow. 

The stars in order twinkle in the skies. 

And fall in silence, and in silence rise. 

Broome, Baraphrase on Jo u 

But who can count the stars of heaven, 

'Who sing their influence on this lower world P 

Thomson, Winter, 628. 

One sun by day, by night ten thousand shine. 

And light us deep mto the Deity I 

How boundless in magnificence and might ! 

O, what a confluence of ethereal fires, 

From urns unnumber’d, down the steep of heaven, 

Streams to a point, and centres in my sight. 

The sky Young, N. T. ix. 7 

Spreads like an ocean hung on high. 

Bespangled with those isles of light 
So wildly, spiritually bright. 

ATho ever gaz'd upon them shining, 

And turn'd to earth without repining, 

Nor wish'd for wings to flee away, 

And mix with their eternal ray P Byron, Siege of Ooru 
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STABS — continued. 

Ye stars ! which are the poetry of Heaven ! 

If in your bright leaves we would read the fate 
Of men and empires, 'tis to be forgiven, 

That in our aspirations to be groat, 

Our destinies o’erleap their mortal state, 

And claim a kindred with you ; for ye are 
A beauty and a mystery, and create 
In us such love and reverence from afar. 

That fortune, fame, pow er, life, have named themselves a star. 
The stars hang bright above, Ck. JS. iii. SS. 

Silent, as if they watch’d the sleeping earth. Coleridge, 

The stars are mansions built by Nature’s hand, 

And, haply, there the spirits of the blest 
Dwell, clothed in radiance, their immortal vest. M'orthuoorlh, 
STATESMEN— Dignity, Parliament, Patriotism, Plaoe, Politicians,. 
Tell men of Idgb condition 
That rule adiiirs of slate, 

Their purpose is ambition, 

Their practice only hate. Sir JV, Raleigh,. 

Forbear, ye things 

That stand upon the pinnacles of state, 

To boast your slipp’ry height I when you do fall, 

You dash yourselves in pieces, ne’er to rise : 

And he that lends you pity, is not wi.se. Ben Jun'^on, Sejanw, 
All honest statesman to a prince, 

Is like a cedar planted by a spring ; 

The spring bathes the tree’s root, the grateful tree 
Eewards it with the shadow. Webster, Bno/iess qfMalfg, 

You have not, as good patriots should do, studied 
The public good, but your particular ends : 

Factious among yourselves ; preferring such 
To offices and honours, as ne’er read 
The elements of saving iiolicy, 

But deeply skill’d in all the principles 

That usher to destruction. Massinger, Bondman,. 

A statesman, tliat can side with every faction, 

And yet most subt’Iy can untwist himself, 

When he hath wrought the business up to danger. 

SJurley, Cjurt Secret, 
A statesman all but interest may forget, 

And only ought in his own strength to trust : 

*Tis not a statesman’s vii*tue to be just JSarl of Orrery^ BLea. V* 

‘ Q Q 2 
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tTAIL'E&'SUSS’-^continiied. 

For as two clieats, that play one game. 

Are both defeated of their aim ; 

So those who play a game of state, 

And only cavil in debate, 

AJtho’ there’s nothing lost or won, 

The public business is undone, 

Wliich still the longer *tis in doing, 

Becomes the surer way to ruin. Sailer, Hud. 3, ii. 165* 
He that seeks safety in a statesman’s piiy, 

May as well run a ship upon sharp rocks 

And hope a harbour. Sir Rob. Howard, Duke of Derma. 

D’ye think that statesmen’s kindnesses proceed 
From any principles but their own need ? 

When thejrre afraid, they’re wondrous good and free. 

But when they’re safe, they have no memory. 

Sir Robert Howard, Vestal Virgin. 
The bold are but the instruments o’ th* wise. 

They undertake the dangers we advise : 

And whilst our fabric with their fame we raise. 

We take the profit, and pay them with praise. 

Dryden, Conquest of Granada. 
Statesmen are 

The workmanship of inconsiderate favour : 

The creatures of rash love : one of those meteors 
Which monarohs raise from earth ; 

And people, wond’ring how they came so high, 

Fear from their influence plagues, wars, and famine. 

Dryden, Maiden Queen^ 

Statesman, yet friend to truth ! of soul sincere, 

In action faithful, and in honour clear ; 

Who broke no promise, served no private end, 

Who gain’d no title, and who lost no friend ; 

Ennobled by himself, by all approv’d, 

And prais’d unenvied by the muse he lov’d. Rope,M.JS!.Y.&I . 
Thus the court-wheel goes round like fortune’s ball ; 

One statesman rising on another’s fall. 

Richard Drome, Queen's JExekange, 
Who’s in or out, who moves this grand machine, 

Kor stirs my curiosity, nor spleen ; 

Secrets of state no more I wish to know 
Than secret movements of a puppet-show ; 

Let but the puppets move, Iwo my desire, 

Unseen the hand which guides the master wire. 

Churchill, Night, 267. 
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STATESUEIT —eontifiveii. 

Whene’er a statesman, Whiff or Tory, 

Talks loud and long 

Of serving country for their glory, 

With yearning strong; 

Needing no sovereign to regard him ; 

Look in his face : 

And be convinced that to reward him 

Ho wants a place. Chas. Mackat/, iSItj/o Prediction** 


STATIOir. 

What is station high ? 

'Tis a proud mendicant ; it boasts, and begs ; 

It begs an alms of homage from tlie throng, 

And oft the throng denies its charity. Young^ N. T. ti. 287, 


STATTTAET. 

Heroes in animated marble frown. 

And legislators seem to think in stone. Pope* 

STATXTBE. 

In small proportion wo iust beauties see. 

And in short measures life may perfect be. 

Pen Jonson, Good Life, Long Life* 
One finds out he's of stature rather low ; 

Your hero always should be tall you know : 

True natural greatness all consists in height. 

Produce your vouchor critic— Sergeant lute. 

Churchill f Rosciad, 1029.1 

STEEPLE. 

At leaving even the most unpleasant people 

And places, one keeps looking at the steeple. Pgron,D»J,ii.\^ 

STEERIEG. 

Chance will not do the work — chance sends the breeze, 

But if the pilot slumber at the helm. 

The very wind that wafts us towards the port. 

May dash us on the shelves — the steersman’s part 
Is vigilance; blow it rough or smooth.^co^?, FortuneofNigeJ^^Z. 

STILLNESS— Night. 

No stir of air was there ; 

Not so much life as on a summer’s day 

Bobs not one light seed from the feather’d grass , 

But where the dead leaf fell, tiiere did it rest. 

JLgperioit, i. 7* 
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STOICS — STORM. 


STOICS~««d Pride. 

As monumental bronze, unclianjr’d Ins look ; 

A soul tliat pity touch’d, but never sliook ; 

Train’d from Ins tree-i'ock’d cradle to liis bier 
The fierce extremes of good and ill to brook ; 

Impassive — fearing but the shame of fear— 

A stoic of the woods— a man without a tear. 

Campbell, Gertrude of Wyoming, i. 23. 
To feel for none is the true social art 

Of the world’s stoics — men without a heart. Byron* 

STORK 

The stork’s tlie emblem of true piety : 

Because when age has seiz’d, and made her dam 
Unfit for fiight, the grateful young one takes 
His mother on his back, provides her food, 

Eepaying thus her tender care of him, 

E’er he was fit to fly, by bearing her. 

Beaumont and Fletcher, Spanish Curate. 

STORM — see Tempest. 

We often see, against some stonn, 

A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still, 

The bold unnd speechless, and the orb below 
As hush as death. 8h. Ham, ii. 2« 

A red mom ever yet betoken’d 
Wreck to the seaman, tempest to the field, 

SoiTOw to shepherds, woe unto the birds, 

Gust and foul flaws to herdsmen and to herds. SLVen. ^ Ad. 

Defeating oft the labours of the year. 

The sultry South collects the potent blast ; 

At first the CToves are scarcely seen to stir 
Their trembling tops, and a still murmur runs 
Along the soft-inclining fields of corn ; 

But as the aerial tempest fiiller swells, 

And in one mighty stream, invisible. 

Immense, the whole excited atmosphere 
Impetuous rushes o’er the sounding world. Thomson, AuU 811 » 
A boding silence reigns. 

Dread through the dun expanse ; save the dull sound 
That from the mountain, previous to the storm, 

Bolls o’er the muttering earth, disturbs the flood, 

And shakes the forest-leaf without a breath. 

Prone, to the lowest vale, serial tribes 
Descend ; the tempest-loving raven scarce 
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8T0EBE — co» fin md, 

Dares wing tlio dubious dusk. In rueful gaze, 

The cattle stand, and on the scowling liearens 
Cast a deploring eye, by man forsook, 

Wlio to the crowded cottage hies him fast. 

Or seeks the shelter of the downward cave. Ih^ Summer, 

A thousand miles from land are wo, 

Tossing about on the roaring sea ; 

JFrom billow to bounding billow cast. 

Like fleecy snow on the stormy blast : 

The sails arc scattered abroad, like weeds ; 

The strong masts shake, like quivering reeds ; 

The mighty cables, and iron chains, 

The hull, which all earthly strength disdains. 

They strain and tlioy cract, and hearts like stone 
Theix natural hard proud strength disown. 

Ba}'ry Cornwall, Stormy TeireL 

STOEY, STOEY-TELLING. 

A story should, to please, at least seem true, 

Bo apropos, well told, concise, and now : 

And whensoe'er it deviates from these rules, 

The wise wiU sleep and leave applause to fools. Slilling/ieet* 

A story, in which native humour reigns, 

Is often useful, always entertains ; 

A graver fact enlistoa on your side 
May furnish illustration, ell applied ; 

But sedentary weavers of long tales 
Give me the fidgets, and my patience fails. 

’Tis the most asinine employ on earth, 

To hear them tell of parentage and birth, 

And echo conversations dull and dry. 

Embellish’d with, he said, and so said I. Cowper, Conver, 203. 

Story 1 God bless you I I have none to tell, sir. 

Canning, Th^ Friend of Humanity and the Knifegrinder, 

I cannot say how the truth may be ; 

I tell the tme as 'twas told to me. Sir TT. Scott, Lay, ii. 22. 
STEAirOEKESS. 

'Twas strange, 'twas passing strange, 

'Twas pitiful : 'twas wondrous pititul. Sh. Olh» i. 3. 

8TRAWBEKRY. 

The strawbeny grows underneath the nettle ; 

And wholesome berries thrive and^ ripen best 
Neighbour'd by fruit of baser quality. Sh, Hen r, i. L. 
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STHEAMS— STUiraOLKS, STRUGGLIKe, 


SIBEAHS. 

The current tliat with ‘icntle murmur jylides, 

Thou know'st, being stop]>*d, impatiently doth rage ; 

But wlien his fair course is not hindered. 

He makes sweet music with th* enameird stones, 

G'ving a gentle kiss to every sedge 

He overtakctli in his pilgriniago. Sh. Ttoo G* ir. 7 j 

Streams, as if created for his use, 

I^sue the track of liis directing wand, 

Sinuous or straiglit, now rapid and now slow, 

How murmuring soft, now roaring in cascades. 

Cotuj}cry Task (on CapabtUty Brown) y ill. 77(J. 
STiUSE GT1£— Eorce. 

O, it is excellent 

To have a giant*s strength ; but it is tj^annous 

To use it like a giant. SJu M.for M, ii. S. 

Wliat is strength, witliout a double share 
Of u isdom ? Vast, unwieldy, burthensome ; 

Proudly secure, vet liable to fall 
By weakest subtleties ; not made to rule, 

But to subserve where wisdom bears command. 

Milton, Sam, Ag, 

STBIKES. 

A mechanic his labour will often discard 
If the rate of his pay he dislikes ; 

But a clock, and its case is uncommonly hard, 

Will continue to work though it strikes. 

Mood, Bjpigram on the Sujperioritg of Machinery, 

STBinKG. 

When workmen strive to do bettor than well. 

They do confound their vkill in covetousness. Sh. K, J. iv. 2, 

How far your eyes ma}’- pierce I cannot tell ; 

Striving to better, oft wo mar what*s well. Sh. Lear, i. 4. 

STBOLLEBS ^see Players. 

The strolling tribe ; a despicable T&CG.ChurchillfAyology. 1.206,. 

STBITGGLES, fflRVQQiLISQr^see Banger, Greatness. 

The smallest effort is not lost ; 

Each wavelet on the ocean toss’d 
Aids in the ebb tide or the flow ; 

Each rain-drop makes some floweret blow 
Each struggle lessens human woe. 

Chas, Markay, the Old and New, 44. 
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STBXTMPET. 

*Tis the strumpet’s plague 

To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one. SA, 0th, nr. 1. 
STtJDEirrS, STUDY. 

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun, 

That will not be deep- search’d with saucy looks ; 

Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save base authority from others* books. SL Love's Z. Z. i. L 
Study evermore is overshot : 

While it doth study to have what it would, 

It doth forget to do the thing it should ; 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 

*Tis won, as towns with fire ; so won, so lost. Sh,L. Z. Z. i, 1. 
Universal plodding prisons up^ 

The nimble spirits in the arteries ; 

As motion, and long-during action tires 

The sinewy vigour of the traveller. Sh. Love's Z. Z. iv. 3, 

Pall to them, as you find your stomach serves you : 

iNo profit grows where is no pleasure ta’en ; 

In brief. Sir, study what you most affect. Sh, Tam, S, r. 1. 
Man, that thinks to force and strain 
Beyond its natural sphere, his brain. 

In vain torments it on the rack. 

And, for improving, sets it back. Butler^ Sat. 2. 

With curious art the brain, too finelv wrought. 

Preys on itself, and is destroy’d by thought : 

Constant attention wears the active mind, 

Blots out her powers, and leaves a blank behind. 

Churchill, Bp. to BLogarth^ 646. 
If not to some peculiar end design’d 
Study’s the specious trifiing of me mind, 

Or is at best a secondary aim, 

A chase for sport alone, and not for game. Z.jP.ii.67. 

SIUTIBITY— Folly, Simplicity. 

Blocks are better cleft with wedges. 

Than tools of sharp or subtle edges. 

And dullest nonsense has been found 
By some to be the most profound. Butler, Pindaric Ode, 4. 
STTLi:— Language, Poetry. 

The lives of trees lie only in the barks. 

And in their styles the wit of greatest clerks. Butler, Sat, 2, 
In all you write be neither low nor vile : 

The meanest thing may have a proper style. 

Dryden, Art of Poetry, I. 72i 
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STYLE — S'JCCESS 


STYLE — eonttnued. 

Be sure avoid set plirases when you write, 

The usual way of speech is more polite. Ovtd* 

STOJECTS. 

S ects are stiff-neck’d animals : they soon 
slackened reins, and throw the rider down. 

D rtf den, Avarengztoe, 

SITBIUISSIOE— Obedience. 

Shall I bend low, and in a bondsman’s key, 

With bated breath, and whispering humbleness. 

Say this P S/^. M, of Yen. i. 3. 

You shall be as a father to my youth 

My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear : 

And I will stoop and humble my intents 

To your well practis’d, wise directions. Sli. H. rr. 2. v. 2. 

SITCCESS — see Applause, Fate, Industry, Perseverance. 

Didst thou never hear. 

That things ill got had ever bad success P Sh. H. ri. 3. ir. 2. 
Grood success 

Is oft more fatal far than bad, one winning throw. 

Cast from a flattering die, may tempt a gamester 
To hazard his whole fortunes. Chapman, Revenge for Honor. 

In tracing human story, wo shall find 
The cruel more successful than the kind. 

8tr TY. Davenant, Siege of Rhodes. 
If well thou hast begun, go on fore-right ; 

It is the end that crowns us, not the fight. 

Herricle, Aph. 340. 

Conquer wo shall, but we must first contend ; 

*Tis not the fight that crowns us, but the end. Ih. 341. 

If all things by success are understood. 

Men that make war, grow wicked to be good. 

Howard, Indiayi Queen, 

^ Virtue, without success, 

Is a fair picture shewn by an iU light ; 

But lucky men are favourites of heaven 

All own file chief, when fortune owns the cause. 

Dryden, Spanish JYriar» 
*Tis not in mortals to command success ; 

Bat we*Il do more, Sempronius —we’ll deserve it. 

Addison, Cato, i. 2« 
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BTTOCXtSS — continued. 

Had I miscarried, I had been n villain : 

For men jud^jc actions always by events ; 

But when we manage by a just foresiii^lit, 

Success is piudence, and possession right. 

Generous Conqueror, 

It is success that colours all in life : 

Success makes fools admir'd, makes villains honest ; 

All the proud virtue of this vaunting world 
Fawns on success, and power, howe'er acquir’d. 

Thomson, Agamemnon, v. 1. 
"What ; though success will not attend on all, 

Who bravely dares must sometimes risk a fall. 

Smollett, Advice, 207. 

STTFFEBIKGl, STJFFEBAKCE. 

SujSerance is the badge of all our tribe. Sh, M. of Yen. i. 3. 

The poor beetle that wo tread upon, 

In corp’ral sufferance feels a pang as great 

As when a giant dies. Sh. M.for AT. iii. 1. 

We by our sufferings learn to prize our bliss ; 

Like early lovers, whose unpractis'd hearts 
Were long the may-game ot malicious arts, 

Wlien once they find their jealousies were vain, 

With double heat renew their fires again. 

Dry den, Astropa Redux, 210. 
Suffering is sweet when honour doth adorn it. 

Who slights revenge P not he that fears, but scorns it. 

Sheffield, Duke <f Bucklugham. 

8U10n»E — see Death, Despair, Immortality. 

Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life, 

Cuts off so many years of fearing death. Sh. Jal. O. iii. 1. 

I do find it cowardly and vile, 

For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 

The time of life. Sh. Jul. C. v. i. 

To be or not to be ; that is the question : 

Whether 't is nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The stings and arrows of outrageous fortune. 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And, by opposing, end them P To die— to sleep - - 
Ho more, — and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That fiesh is heir to ; 't is a con«;ummation • 

Devoutly to bo wished Sk. Ham. in. 1 
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ST71CIDE. 


SUICIDE ^continued. 

Who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 

The oppressor's wronff, the proud man’s contumely, 

The pangs of disprus’d love, the law’s delay. 

The msolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy take, 

When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? S?i. Ham, iii. 1* 

r“He 

Hiat kills himself t* avoid misery, fears it ; 

And at the best shows a bastard valour. 

Massinger, Maid cf Honout* 

Says he, to kill himself a brave man scorns ; 

So, instead of his throat, he cut his corns. 

Kenny, Major McJPherson, a Song^ 
What torments are allotted those sad spirits 
Who, groaning with the burden of despair, 

ITo longer will endure the cares of life. 

But boldly set themselves at liberty. 

Through the dark caves of death to wander on. 

Like wilder’d travellers without a guide ; 

Eternal rovers in the gloomy maze. Lee. 

When all the blandishments of life are gone. 

The coward sneaks to death, the brave Eve on. 

G. Sevrell, The Suicide, 

Fear, guilt, despair, and moon-struck fren;^ rush 
On voluntary death : the wise, the brave. 

When the fierce storms of fortune round them roar. 

Combat the billows with redoubled force : 

Then, if they perish ere the port is gain’d. 

They sink with decent pride ; and from the deep 
Honour retrieves them bright as rising stars. 

Kenton, Mariamne. 

If there be an hereafter. 

And that there is, conscience, uninfiuenc’d 
And suffer’d to speak out, tells every man. 

Then must it be an awiul thing to die ; 

More horrid yet to die by one's own hand. Blair, Grace, 398. 

Our time is fix’d ; and all our days are number’d ! 

How long, how short, we know not : this we know, 

Duty requires we calmly wait the summons. 

Nor dare to stir tiU heaven shall give permission. 

Blair, Grave, 4L7« 
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SUICIDE— 

To run away 

From this world’s ills, that, at the yery worst, 

"Will soon blow o'er, blinking to mend ourselves 
By boldly venturing on a world unknown, 

And plunging headlong in the dark ! — *t is mad I 
No frenzy bfuf so desperate as this. Blair ^ Graoe, 425. 

When affliction thunders o’er our roofs ; 

To liide our heads, and run into our graves. 

Shows us no men, but makes us fortune’s slaves. 

Jno. Jones, Adrastau 

How ! leap into the pit our life to save ? 

To save our life leap all into the grave. 

Cowper, The Needless Alarm, 107* 
My spirit shrunk not to sustain 
The searching throes of ceaseless pain ; 

Nor sought the self- accorded grave 

Of ancient fools and modem Imave. Byron, Giaow\ 

He, with delirious laugh, the dagger hurl’d. 

And burst the ties that bound him to the world ! 

Camphtll, Pleasures of Nope* 

SUIT, 8UIT0B;. 

Mistress, look on me. 

Behold the window of my heart, mine eve. 

What humble suit attends thy answer there. 

Loves L. L. v. 2* 

Lightly from fair to fair he flew, 

And loved to plead, lament, and sue ; 

Suit lightly won, and short-lived pain. 

For monarohs seldom sigh in vain. Scott, Marmion, v. 9. 
Sti .MilVt Bit 

From bright’ning fields of ether fair disclos’d 
Child of the sun, refulgent summer comes. 

In pride of youth, and felt through nature’s depth ; 

He comes attended by the sultry hours. 

And ever-fanning breezes, on his way ; 

While, from his ardent look, the turning spring 
Averts her blushful face ; and earth and skies. 

All-smiling, to his hot dominion leaves. Thomson, Sammer* 1. 

BUE— m Dawn, Evening, Morning. 

The glorious sun. 

Stays in his coui‘se, and plays the alchemist ; 

Turning, with splendour of nis precious eye. 

The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold. 8h, K* JbAntiiu 1* 
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SUN -^eoHlinucd. 

Wliat liglit tlirougli yonder \rindovr breaks ? 

It is the east, an 1 Jaliet is the sun ! 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon. Sh. Rom. ii. 
iN’oTT, ere the sun advance his burning eye, 

Tlie day to cheer, and night’s dank dew to dry. Sh, Rom. ii. 3, 
All the world’s bravery that delights our eyes, 

Is but thy several liveries : 

Thou the rich dye on them bestow’st, 

Thy pencil paints this landscape as thou go'st. Comley^ 

The sunshine broken in the rill. 

Though turned astray, is sunshine still. 

Moorot Lalla RooTcU^ The F, re-lForsJiijppers., 

And see the sun himself I on wings 
Of glory up the east he springs. 

Angel of light ! who from the time 
Those heavens began their march sublime, 

Hath first of all the starry choir 

Trod in his Maker’s steps of fire I Moore^ Lalla Roohh., 
Tlicu material god 1 
And representative of the unknown, 

Who chose thee for his shadow I Thou chief star I 
Centre of many stars ! —which mak’st our earth 
Endurable, and temperest the hues 
And hearts of all who walk v ithiu thy rays ! 

Sire of the seasons ! Monarch of the climes, 

And those who dwell in them ! for near or far, 

Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee. 

E'en as our outward aspects, — thou dost rise, 

And shine and set in glory ! Byron, Manfred^ iii. 2* 

I marvel not, O sun ! that unto thee 
In adoration man should bow tlie knee, 

And pour the prayer of mingled awe and love ; 

Eor like a God thou art, and on thy way 
Of glory shed (lest, w'ith benignant ray, 

Beauty and life and joyance from above. Southey, 

SUNBEAM. 

Sunbeam of summer ! oh ! what is like thee, 

Hope of the wilderness, joy of the sea I 
One thing is like thee to mortals given, — 

The faith touching all things with hues of heaven. 

Mrs. BLemans^ 
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STJOTIOWES. 

Tlie lofty folloTTcr of the sun. 

Sad when he sets, shuts up her yellow leaves, 

Drooping all night ; and when he w^arm returns, 

Points her enamour’d hosom to his ray. Thomson, Summer, 216. 
STODAY— see Sabbath. 

E’en Sunday shines no Sabbath-day to me. 

JEp. to Arh. 12* 

BinirBISE— see Dawn, Homing. > 

Yonder comes the powerfol king of day 
Pejoicing m the^eaat. The lessening cloud, 

The kindling azure, and the mountain’s brow, 

Illumed wuth fluid gold, his near approach 
Betoken glad. Lo ! now, apjiarent all, 

Aslant the dew-bright earth and colour’d air 
He looks in boundless majesty abroad, 

And sheds the shining day, that burnish’d plays 
On rocks, and hills, and towers, and wandering streams, 
High gleaming from afar. Thomson, Summer, SI. 

Prime cheerer, light ! 

Of all material beings first and best ! 

Efllux divine ! Nature’s resplendent robe ! 

Without whose vesting beauty all were wu*apt 

Tti unessential gloom ; and thou, O sun I 

Soul of surrounding worlds ! in whom best seen 

Shines out thy maker I Thomson, Summer, 90. 

I say the sun is a most glorious sight, 

I’ve seen him rise full oft, indeed of late 
I have sat up on purpose all the night, 

Which hastens, ns physicians say, one’s fate ; 

And so all ye, who would be in tlie right 
In health and purse, begin your day to date 
Prom day-break, and w hen coffin’d at fourscore. 

Engrave upon the plate, you rose at four. Byron, D* J* H. 140* 
SPHSET—tffd Evening, JNTight. 

Tlie sun, wdien he from noon declines, 

And with abated heat less fiercely shines. 

Seems to grow milder as he turns away. 

Pleasing himself wuth the remains of day. Dryden^. 

Bless’d be the hour. 

The time, the clime, the spot, where I so oft 
Have felt that moment in its fullest power 
Sink o’er the earth so beautiful and soft, 

• While swung the deep bell in t]\e distant tower, 
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STTKSET — continued. 

Or tke fainfc dying day-kymn stole aloft, 

And not a breatk crept tkrougk tke rosy air. 

And yet tke forest leaves seem’d stirr’d with prayer. JDyroiu 

*Tis sunset : to tke firmament serene, 

Tke Atlantic wave reflects a gorgeous scene ; 

Broad in tke cloudless west a belt of gold 
Girds tke blue kemispkere ; above, unroll’d, 

Tke keen clear air grows palpable to sigkt. 

Embodied in a flush of crimson ligkt. 

Jus, Montgomery t Greenland, b. t. 
Dipp’d in tke hues of sunset, wreatk’d in zones, 

Tke clouds are resting on their mountain thrones ; 

One peak alone exalts its glacier crest, 

A golden paradise, above tke rest ; 

Thither tke day with lingering steps retires, 

And in its own blue element expires. Ih . b. iii« 

SOTEETLiriTY. 

If ye know 

"Why ask ye, and superfluous begin 
Your message like to end so muck in vain ? 

Mdto)u IV. 832. 

SUPESIOBITT— Eminence. 

He, above tke rest 

In shape and nature proudly eminent, 

Stood like a tower. Mdton^ P. L. i. 589. 

SW^'ERSTmOlX—see Gipsies 

‘ Alas ! you know tke cause too well : 

Tiie salt is spilt, to me it fell. 

Then, to contribute to my loss. 

My knife and fork were laid across ; 

On Friday too 1 tke day I dread 1 
Would I were safe at home in bed ! 

Last night (I vow to heaven *tis true) 

Bounce from tke fire a cofSn flew. 

Hext post some fatal news shall tell, 

God send my Cornish friends are well 1* Gay, Fable 17. 

Force first made conquest, and that conquest law, 

Till Superstition taught tke tyrant awe. 

Then shar’d the tyranny, then lent it aid, 

And gods of con^u’rors, slaves of subjects made : 

She, ^dst tke lightning’s blaze and thunders sound, 

When rock’d the mountains, and when groan’d the ground* 
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SUFEBSTITlOir — continued^. 

Slie tauj^lit tlie weak to bend, tbe proud to pray 
To power unseen, and miglitier far tba.n they ; 

She, from the rending earth and bursting skies, 

Saw gods descend, and fiends infernal rise ; 

Here fix’d the dreadful, there tlie blest abodes ; 

Fear made her devils, and weak hope her gods. 

Pope, P. M, III. 21a. 

England a fortune -telling host. 

As num’rous as the stars could boast,-- 
Matrons, who toss the cup, and see 

The grounds of fate in grounds of tea. Chui'cMlUGhostf i.llo. 
I have led 

A life too stirring for those vague beliefs 

That superstition builds in solitude. L. P. Lanthiu 

Superstition must throw oflf religion’s disguise ; 

For men, now enlighten’d, not darkling like owls,^ 

While they reverence priests who are holy and wise. 

Will no longer be hoodwink’d by cassocks or cowls. 

Horace Smithy Q^uarrel of Faith, ISope, and Cltavilj/^ 
’Tis a history 

Handed from ages down ; a nurse’s tale — 

Which children, open-ey’d and mouth’d, devour ; 

And thus as garrulous ignorance relates, 

We learn it and believe. Southey, Thalaha, iv. 

What a reasonless machine 

Can superstition make the reas’ner man I Miller, Mahomet^ 

StTPPIEKESS— wfi Deceit, Hypocrisy, Obsequioosness, Sycophancy. 
How hard for real worth to gain its price : 

A man shall make his fortune in a trice. 

If blest with pliant, though but slender sense, 

Feign’d modesty, and red impudence. 

A supple knee, smooth tongue, an easy grace, 

A curse within, a smile upon his face. iToung, L, of P. iii. 2oC. 

SITBPEIT—s;^ Excess, Gluttony, Satiety. 

As surfeit is the father of much fast. 

So every scope, by the immoderate use, 

Tams to restraint. M.for AT. 1. 

They surfeited with honey : and began 

To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof little 

More than a little is by much too much. Sh, Hen. iv . i.'3, % 

E E 
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SUEPHISB — SWALLOW. 


STTBPBISS— 5^ Amazenient, Astonisbmezit. 

The things, we know, are neither rich nor rare. 

But wonder how the devil they got thoro. Pope, JSp, to Arh, 
The handsome bar-maids stare, as mute as hshes ; 

And sallow waiters, frighten’d, drop their dishes I JP, Pindar, 
Were his eyes open ? Yes, and his mouth too ; — 

Surprise has this effect, to make one dumb, 

Yet leave the gate, which eloquence slips through, 

As wide as if a long speech were to come. JB^ron, D. J 
SXTSPEKSE — see Oxime. 

Bor thee the fates, severely kind, ordain 
A cool suspense, from pleasure or from pain. Pope, 

SXrSPICIOK— Oonsoience, Jealousy, Love. 

See, what a ready tongue suspicion hath ! 

He that but fears the thing he would not know, 

Hath, by instinct, knowledge from others’ eyes, 

That what he feared is chanced. Sh. JBi, IV. 2, i. 1. 

He that will live of all cares dispossess’d. 

Must shun the bad, aye, and suspect the best. 

JECerrich, Apli, 245. 

I would not wrong 

Yirtue, so tried, by the least shade of doubt • 

Undue suspicion is more abject baseness 

Hven than the guilt suspected. Aaron Mill, 

Suspicion is a heavy armour, and 

With its own weight impedes more than it protects. 

liyron, Werner. 

Suspect ! — that’s a spy’s office. Oh ! we lose 
Ten thousand precious moments in vain words. 

And vainer fears. Byron, Sardanapalue, IL 

And shall we all condemn and all distrust. 

Because some men are false and some unjust ? 

Forbid it heaven ; for better ’twere to be 
Duped of the fond impossibility — 

Of light and radiance which sleep’s visions gave, 

Tlian thus to live suspicion’s bitter slave. Mrs. Norton, 
SWALLOW. 

When Autumn scatters his departing gleams, 

Warned of approaching Winter, gathered, play 
The swallow-people ; and tossed wide around 
O’er the calm sky, in convolution swift, 

The feathered eddy floats ; rejoicing once. 

Ere to their wintry slumbers they retire. Thomson, Ant, 834 . 
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SWANS -SWIPTNESS. 


Gil 


The swan with arched neck 
Between her white wings mantling proudly, rows 
Her state with oary feet* Milfon, P, L. vit. 438. 

The stately-sailing swan 
Gives out his snowy plumage to the gale ; 

And, arching proud his neck, with oary feet 
Bears forward fierce, and guards his osier isle. 

Protective of his young. Thomson, Spring, 775. 

SWEARING — see Boastmg, Oaths. 

When perjury, that heaven- defying vice. 

Sells oaths by tale, and at the lowest price, 

Stamps God’s own name upon a lie just made, 

To turn a penny in the way of trade. Coiopev, Table Talk, 421. 
^Vhat follows next, let cities of groat name, 

And regions long since desolate proclaim. 

And hast thou sworn, on every ^ight pretence. 

Till perjuries are common as bad pence, 

While thousands, careless of the damning sin. 

Kiss the book’s outside who ne’er look within P Jb.JSxp, 38l> 
Take not His name, who made thy tongue, in vain ; 

It gets thee nothing, and hath no excuse. Iferbei^i, Church P 

SWEET BRIAR. 

From this bleeding hand of mine, 

Take this sprig of eglantine ; 

Which, though sweet unto your smell, 

Yet, the fretful briar will tell, 

He who plucks the sweets shall prove 

Many thorns to be in love. Merrick, Amatorp Ode, 44. 

SWEETNESS. 

Tilings sw'eet to taste prove in digestion sour. SL P, ll, i. 3. 

Your words, they rob the Hybla bees. 

And leave them honeyless, Sh, Jul, Q, v. 1. 

Sweets to the sweet ; farewell, Sh. Mam* v. 1. 

Your words are like the notes of dying sw'ans — 

Too sweet to last. Dryden* 

How sweet must be the* lips that guard that tongue ! 

Parquhar, Constant Couple, iii. 

BWIETNESS. 

I go, I go, look how I go ; 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow. Sh, Mid* AT. m. 2, 

R R 2 



612 STOMMiwa— stcophjlnts, stcophanot, 

SWOVIIDJX0 — see SMpwreck. 

Cheer’d by the milder beam, the sprightly youth 
Speeds to the well-known pool, whose eirstal depth 
A sandy bottom shows. Awhile he stands 
Gazing th* inverted landscape, half afraid 
To meditate the blue profound below ; 

Then plunges headlong down the circling flood. 

His ebon tresses and his rosy cheek 

Instant emerge ; and througk th* obedient wave. 

At each short breathing by his lip rcpell’d. 

With arms and legs according well, he makes. 

As humour leads, an easy winding path ; 

While, from his polish’d sides, a dewy light 

Effuses on the pleas’d spectators round. Thomson, Sum* 1213. 

There was one did battle with the storm 

With careless, desperate force ; full many times 

His life was won and lost, as though he recked not — 

Ho hand did aid him, and he aided none — 

Alone he breasted the broad wave, alone 

That man was saved. Maturin, Bertram, i. 3. 

How many a time have I 
Cloven with arm still lustier, breast more daring, 

The wave all roughen’d ; with a swimmer’s stroke 
Elinging the billows back from my drench’d hair. 

And laughing from my hp the audacious brine. 

Which kiss’d it like a wine-cup, rising o’er 

The waves as they rose, and prouder still 

The loftier they uplifted me. Byron, Ttoo JEhscari, i. . 

SWISS AXPS. , 

Ho vernal blooms their torpid rocks array. 

But winter lingering chills the lap of May ; 

Ho zephyr fondly sues the mountain’s breast 
But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest. 

Goldsmith, Traveller, 172 
SYCOPHAirrS, SYCOPHAKCY— Courtiers, Obsequiousness, Time 
serving. 

You are meek, and humble-mouth’d ; 

You sign your place and calling, in full seeming, 

With meekness and humility : but your heart 

Is cramm’d with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. , 

Sh, HI VIII. n. 4 

See how he sets his countenance for deceit, J 

And promises a lie before he speaks. BryUi^ 



SYMPATHY. 


613 


SYMPATHY— Kindness, Love, Music, ITature, Sensibility. 

How much better it is to weep at joy 

Than to joy at weeping. ‘ S/i. M. Ado, 1, 1. 

What my tongue dares not, that my heart sliall say. 

Ihou hast given mo, m this beauteous face, 

A world of earthly blessings to my soul, 

If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. S/i. JSen, vu 2. 1 . 1% 
The eye that will not weep another’s sorrow. 

Should boast no gentler brightness than the glare 

That reddens in the eyeball of the wolf. Massinger. 

Like will to like ; each creature loves his kind. 

Chaste words proceed still from a bashful mind. 

, ^ Uenncli^ Aph, 293. 

Oh I who the exquisite delights can tell, 

The joy which mutual conddeiice imparts P 
Or who can paint the charm unspeakable. 

Which links in tender bands two faithful hearts ? 


ILv. Tighe, Psgcho* 

There’s nought in this bad world like sympathy ; 

’Tis so becoming to the soul and face — 

Sets to soft music the harmonious sigh, 

And robes sweet friendship in a Brussels lace, Bgron, D. JI 
There are ten thousand tones and signs 
We hear and see, but none defines — 

Involuntary sparks of thought. 

Which strike from out the heart overwrought. 

And form a strange intelligence. 

Alike mysterious and intense, 

Wliich link the burning chain that binds 
Without their will, young hearts and minds ; 

Conveying as the electric wire. 

We know not how, the absorbing fire. Jb. Mizeppa, rr. 234. 
Oh I ask not, hope not, thou too much 
Of sympathy below ; 

Few are the hearts whence one same touch 
Bids the same fountain flow : 

Few— and by still conflicting powers 
Forbidden here to meet— 

Such ties would make this life of ours 

Too fair for ought so fleet. Mrs, Meaiant* 

Close as the fondest links could strain, 

Turned with my very heart he grew. 

And by that fate which breaks the chain, 

The heart is almost broken too- T, Moore, JmeiuU PoemB^ 
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STMPAT IIT— STKODS, 


S7MPA.TH7 — continued* 

Our hearts, my love, were form’d to be 
The genuine twins of sympathy. 

They live in one sensation : 

In joy or grief, but most in love, 

Like chords in unison they move, 

And thrill with like vibration. T* Moore, S^)npathy, to Juft it. 

Whose hearts in eveiy thought are one. 

Whose voices utter tne same wills, 

Answering, as echo doth some tone 
Of fairy music ’mong the hills, 

So like itself we sock in vain 

Which is the echo, which the strain. Ib* Loves of the Angeh, 
How bless’d the heart that has a friend 
A sympathising ear to lend 
To troubles too great to smother ? 

Per as ale and porter, when flat, are restor’d 
Till a sparkling bubbling head they afford, 

So sorrow is cheer’d by being pour’d 

Prom one vessel into another. Mood, .V/v? Kilm fmegg, 
A knight and a lady once met in a grove, 

While each was in quest of a fugitive love ; 

A river ran mournfully murmuring by, 

And they wept in its waters for sympathy. 

** Oh, never was knight such a sorrow that bore, 

Oh, never was maid so deserted before.” 

"Prom life and its woes let us instantly fly, 

And jump in together for sympathy 1” 

At length spoke the lass, ’twixt a smile and a tear ; 

" The weather is cold for a watery bier, 

Wlien the summer returns, we may easily die ; 

Till then* let us sorrow in sympathy.’^ Reginald Meher* 

I know thee not— and yet our spirits seem 
Together link’d by sympathy and love, 

And, like the mingled waters of a stream, 

Our thoughts and fancies all united rove. Mrs* Welhg, (Am.) 

BYNODS. 

Syn ods are mystical bear-gardens, 

"V^ere elders, deputies*, church-wardens, 

And other members of the court, 

Manage the Babylonish sport. Butler, Hud. i. iii. 1095* 
Synods are whelps o’ th’ Inquisition, 

^A mongrel breed of like pernitiou. Butler, IIul. i. iir. 1154« 
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TAILORS. 

0 monstrous arrogance ! thou liest 
Thou thread, thou thimble, 

1 hou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail. 

Thou flea, thou nib, thou winter-cricket, thou . — 

Brav'd in mine ov n house with a skein of thread ! 

Away thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant ; 

Or I shall so be-mete thee with thy yard, 

As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou liv'st ! 

S/i* Tam, S iv. 3, 

Astonishment, Rear, Life, Story. 

This act is an ancient tale new told ; 

And, in the last repeating, troublesome, 

Being urged at a time unreasonable. SJu K, Jo7ni, iv 2. 

An honest tale speeds best, being plainly told. 5/^. R. in, . \ . L 
They gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid apparition, tall and ghostly, 

That walks at dead of night, or takes his stand 
O’er some new-open’d grave, and, (strange to tell,) 

Evanishes at crowing of the cock. Bhtirj Grave ^ 6T> 

TALENTS, 

Talents angehbright. 

If wanting worth, are shining instruments 
In false ambition’s hand, to flnisli faults 
Illustrious, and give infamy renown. Youn^, AT. T vi. 273. 
TAUACOTIUS. 

So learned Taliacotius, from 
The brawny pai*t of porter’s bum. 

Cut supplemental noses, which 
Would last as long as parent brooch ; 

But when the date of Kock was out, 

Oflf dropt the sympathetic snout. Butler, JTud, i. 281* 

TALRING~ns^ SoastiiLg, Bores, ELoquence, Tediousness, Words 
You cram these words into mine ears, against 
The stomach of my sense. 5A. Temp, ii. 1. 

The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words : and I do know 
A many fools that stand in better place, 

Garnish’d like him, that for a tricksy word 

Defy the matter. Sh, M, of Yen. iii. 5. 

He gives tho bastinado with his tongue ; 

Our ears are cudgol’d ; not a word of his. 

But buffets better than a flst of France : 

Zounds ! I was never so bethump’d with words, 

Since I first called my brother’s father, dad. Sh. K. Jolin, i £. 2, 
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TALKING — TAMPEfilNG. 


TAXKIN G — continued, 

Wliy, wliat a waf^T>- stung and impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this woman’s mood ; 

Tying thine ear to no tongue but tliine own ! 

SL JI, VI, part 1. i. 
We will not stand to prate, 

Talkers are no good doers ; be assured 

We go to use our hands, and not our tongues. S/t. Hir, ill. i. 3. 

I’ll talk a word ti ith this same learned Theban : — 

What is your study ? JS/e. Lear, iir. 4. 

But words are words ; I never yet did liear. 

That the bruis’d heart ^ as pierced through the ear. 

&k. Olh. r. 3. 

But still his tongue ran on, the less 
Of weight it bore, with greater ease ; 

And with its everlasting clack, 

Set all men’s cars upon the rack. Butler ^ Hud. 3, n. 413. 

What you keep by you, you may change and mend ; 

But words once spoken can never be recall’d. JRoscoinmou, 

My tongue within my lips I rein, 

For who talks much must talk in vain ; 

We from the wordy toiTent fly ; 

Who listens to the chatt’ring pye. Fable, Introduction. 

On folly’s lips eternal tattlings dwell ; 

Wisdom speaks little, but that little well. 

So lengthening shades the sun’s decline betray, 

A.nd shorter shadows mark meridian day. S. BUh 

Words leam’d by rote, a parrot may rehearse, 

But talking is not always to converse ; 

Not more distinct from harmony divine. 

The constant creaking of a country sign. Cowjper^ Conversation, 

TALLKESS. 

She, in sooth, 

Possess’d an air and grace by no means common ; 

Her stature tall — I hate a dumpj’' woman. Bp'on, B. J. r. Cl. 
JAlifPEBIKe. 

** At once all law all settlement control, 

And mend the parts by ruin of the whole ; 

The tampering world is subject to this curse 
To plwsic their disease into a worse.” 

Quoted by Mr. Lowe on the Btform Bill, June let, 1866 « 
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TASSO. 

Tasso is tlieir glory and their shame. 

Hark to his strain 1 and tlion survey his cell ! 

And see how dearly earn’d Torquato’s fame, 

And where Alfonso bade his poet dwell ; 

The miserable despot could not quell 
The insulted mind he sought to quench, and blend 
With the surrounding maniacs, in the hell 
Where he had plunged it. Glory without end 
Scatter’d the clouds away ; and on that name attend. 

Byi'on, CA. J£. IV. 86. 

Peace to Torquato’s injured shade ! ’twas his 
In life and death to be the mark where wrong 
Aim’d with her poison’d arrows, — but to miss. 

Oh, victor unsurpass’d in modern song ! 

Each year brings forth its millions ; but how long 
The tide of generations sliall roll on. 

And not the whole combin’d and countless throng 
Compose a mind like thine P though all in one 
Condens’d their scatter’d rays, they would not form a sun. 

Byron, Ch. If, iv. 80. 

TASTE. 

They never taste who always drink ; 

They always talk who never think. 

Brior, On a passage in the Scaligeriana, 
Talk what you will of taste, my friend, you’ll find 
Two of a face as soon as of a mind. Bope, Bn, ofJSor, 2, ii. 268. 

Eor what has Virro painted, built, and planted ? 

Only to show how many tastes he wanted. 

What brought Sir Vistb’s ill-got wealth to waste ? 

Some demon whispered, “ Visto I have a taste.” 

Bope, M. JS, IV. 13. 

Good native taste, though rude, is seldom wrong, 

Be it in music, painting, or in song ; 

But this, as well as other faculties. 

Improves with age and ripens by degrees. 

Armstrong, Taste, 26. 

’Tis chiefly taste, or blunt, or gross or fine, 

Makes life insipich bestial, or divine ; 

Better be born with taste to little rent, 

Than the dull monarch of a continent ; 

Without tJiis bounty which the gods bestow. 

Can Fortune make one favourite happy P Ho. 

Armstrong, Beneoolenee, 48. 
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TA.TTLEttS — TBJLCHERS, TEAC.TIliiO. 


TilTTLEBS. 

Beware of tattlers ; keep your ear 
Close stopb against tlie tales they Lear, 

Fruits of tlieir own invention ; 

The separation of chief friends 
Is what their kindness most intends ; 

Their sport is your dissension. Coicper, Friendship, Id 

lATEBNS. 

Souls of poets dead and gone. 

What elysium have ye known. 

Happy field or mossy cavern. 

Choicer than the Mermaid tavern? Keats, Mermaid Tavern* 
Would you have each blessing full, 

Hither fly and live with Bull, 

Feast for body, feast for mind, 

Best of welcome, taste refin’d. 

Bull does nothing here by halves. 

All other landlords are but calves. 

Jjord Frskine, N* Q. Sep, Slh, 1868. 

TAXATIOK, TAXES, 

These eractions 

Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 

Most pestilent to th’ hearing 5 and, to bear ^em 

The back is sacrifice to th* load. 8h, JT. rm, ii. !• 

By heaven, I had^ rtitlier coin my heart, 

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash, 

By any indirection. Sh. Jul, Q, iv. 8 . 

In things a moderation keep ; 

Kings ought to shear, not skin their sheep. Her rich, Aph.\S^0 
What is*t to us if taxes rise or fall ? 

Thanks to our fortune, we pay none at all. Churchill, JN7, 263* 
TEA. 

The gentle fair on nervous tea relies. 

Whilst gay good-nature sparkles in her eyes ; 

An inoffenswo scandal fiuttering round. 

Too rough to tickle, and too light to wound. Orahbe, Inebriety* 
TEACHEBS, TEA0EUQ7G — see Education. 

I have laboured. 

And with no little study, that my teaching 
And the strong course of my authority. 

May go one way. Sh, H. niX- 2» 

’I eadiers men honour, learners they allure ; 

But learners teaching, of contempt are sure. 

Orahhe, Learned J3qy» 
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TEAjKS— AJBE ecfcion, Grief, Love, Petitloiie, Weeping. 

The big round tt* ars 

Cours*d one another down liis innocent nose 
In piteous chase. Sh. Aa X. ii. 1. 

What's the matter, 

Tliat this distemper'd messenger of wet, 

The many coloured Iris, rounds thine eye. /S/^. AlVa W. i, 3. 
I am not prone to weeping, as our sex 
Commonly are ; the want of which vain dew, 

Perchance shall dry your pities : but I have 
That honourable grief lodg'd here, which bums 
Worse than tears drown. SA. Wint. T. ii. U 

Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes, 

For villany is not \^ ithout such rheum ; 

And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 

Like rivers of remorse and innocency. S/i, K» John, iv. 3* 

Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 

That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks ; 

My heart hath melted at a lady’s tears, 

Being an ordinary inundation ; 

But mis effusion of such manly drops, 

This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul, 

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz’d 

Than had 1 seen the vaulted top of heaven 

Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors. SIi> K. Johu v. 2.. 

The pretty and sweet manner of it forc'd 

Those waters from me which I would have stopp’d ; 

But I had not so much of man in me, 

But all my mother came into mine eyes, 

And gave me up to tears. Sh, JEL, v, iv. 6. 

To weep, is to make loss the depth of grief : 

Tears, then, for babes ; blows and revenge for me ! 

Sh, 21, VI, 3, II. 1. 
What I should say. 

My tears gainsay : for every word I speak. 

Ye see, I drink the water or mine eyes. lA. 3. y. 4. 

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn* salt tears. 

Sham’d their aspects with store of childish drops. 

Sk. E^e, nh I. -i, 

I did not think to shed a single tear 

In all my miseries ; but thou liast forc'd me, 

Out of thy honest truth, to play the mmiau. 

Sh, m vni. in..3. 

Ho has strangled his language in his tears. lb v-.L 



teahs. 


•620 

TEASlS — continued. 

Toucli me with noble anger I 
O, let not woman’s weapons, water-drops, 

Stain my man’s cbeek ! SL Lear, n. 4 

Patience and sorrow strove, 

'W’liicli should express her goodliest. Yon have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once : those happy smiles 
That play’d on her ripe lip, seem’d not to know 
What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence, 

As pearls from diamonds dropp’d. S!i. Lear, iv. 3. 

Then fresh tears 

Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey-dew 

Upon a gather’d lily almost wither'd. S7i, Tit. And, 

^’’enus smiles not in a house of tears. SL Eom. iv. 1. 

‘ O father, what a hell of witchcraft lies 
In the small orb of one particular tear ! 

But with the inundation of the eyes, 

What rocKy heart to water will not weav? 8h. Lover's Comp. 42. 

Heav’n, that knows 
The weakness of our natures, will forgive. 

Nay, must applaud love’s debt, wlien decent paid : 

Nor can the bravest mortal blame the tear 

Which glitters on the bier of fallen worth. Shirlep, Parricide, 

She by the river sat, and sitting there, 

She wept, and made it deeper by a tear. Serrich, Anacr. 332. 
Thrice he assay’d, and thrice in spite of scorn, 

Tears, such as angels weep, burst forth. Milton, P. L, i. 619. 
And sorrow too finds some relief, 

In tears which wait upon our grief. Waller, 

There’s not a tear that falls from those dear eyes, 

But makes my heart weep blood. Lee, Mithridates, 

Believe these tears, which from my wounded heart. 

Bleed at my eyes. Dtyden, Spanish Friar, 

Thy tears are no reproach : 

Tears oft look graceful on the manly cheek ; 

The cruel cannot weep. Lo, friendship’s eye 
G-ives thee the drop it would refuse itself. 

Thomson, Sophonisha, T. 1. 

Of nature’s tears 

I would not rob thee : they invigorate virtue. 

Soften at once and fortify the heart ; 

But when they rise to speak this desperate lai^age, 

They then grow tears of weakness. Thomson, JEd. 
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TEABS — continued. 

Hide not tliy tears ; '^eep boldly and be proud 
To give the flowing virtue manly way : 

’Tis nature's mark to know an honest heart by. 

Shame on those breasts of stone that cannot melt 

In soft adoption of another's sorrow. Aaron JIill, Alzira, 

See the tide working upward to his eye, 

And stealing from him m large silent drops, 

Without his leave. Young, Biisiris, 

The eye, that will not weep another’s sorrow, 

Should boast no gentler brightness than the glare. 

That reddens in the eye-bail of the wolf. Mason, Bifrida* 
No radiant pearl, which crested fortune wears. 

No gem, that twinkling hangs from beauty's ears : 

Not the bright stars, which night's blue arch adorn ; 

Nor rising sun, that gilds the vernal moi*n ; 

Slime with such lustre as the tear, that flov^ s 

Down virtue's manly check for other's woes. Daricin^ 

The tear down childhood’s cheek that flows, 

Is like the dewdrop on the rose ; 

When next the summer breeze comes by, 

And waves the bush, the flower is dry. ScotU ItoJcehi/, iv. 11. 
A child will weep at a bramble's smart, 

A maid to see her sparrow part, 

A siripling for a woman’s heart : 

But woe awaits a country, wdien 

She sees the tears of bearded men. Scott, Marmio7i, v. 16. 
So bright the tear in beauty's eye. 

Love half regrets to kiss it dry ; 

So sweet the blush of bashfiilnoss, 

Ev’n pity scarce can wish it less. Bgron, Bride of Ah. i. 8. 
What gem hath dropii’d and sparkles o'er his chain ? 

The tear most sacred, shod for other’s pain, 

That starts at once — ^bright — ^pure — ^froni pity’s mine. 

Already polished by the hand divine ! Byron, Cjrsair, ti. 15. 
Oh ! too convincing— dangerously dear — 

In woman's eye the unanswerable tear ! 

That weapon of her weakness she can wield. 

To save, subdue — at once her spear and shield ; 

Avoid it — ^virtue ebbs and wisdom errs, 

'roo fondly gazing on that grief of hors ! 

What lost a world, and made a hero fly ? 

The timid tear in Cleopatra's eye. Byron, Corsair, ii. 19t. 
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’!rSA!&S — contintied, 

iNone are so desolate but sometLing dear, 

Dearer than self, possesses or possess’d 
A thought, and claims the homage of a tear. 

Byron^ Ch. JL \ i. 24 

She was a good deal shock’d ; not shock'd at tears, 

Por women shed and use them at their liking ; 

But there is something when man’s eye appears 
"Wet, still more disagreeable and striking. Byron, D, J, v. 118. 
Hide thy tears — 

I do not bid thee not to shed them — ’twere 
Easier to stop Euphrates at its source 
Than one tear of a true and tender heart — 

But let mo not behold them ; they unman me. 

Byt'on, Sardanapalus, 

I wish’d but for a single tear. 

As something welcome, new and dear, 

I wish’d it then, I wish it still, 

Despair is stronger than my will. Byron, Giaour, 

When friendship or love our sympathies move, 

When truth in a glance should appear, 

'The lips may beguile with a dimple or smile, 

But the test of Section’s a tear. Byron, The Tear, 

May no marble bestow the splendour of woe, 

WliSeh the childi’on of vanity rear ; 

Ho fiction of fame shall blazon my name. 

All I ask— all I wish — ^is a tear. Byron, The Tear 

*Oh ! those are tears of bitterness. 

Wrung from the breaking heart. 

When two, blest in their tenderness, 

Must learn to live apart ! X. E. Landon, 

Beauty’s tears are lovelier than her smile. QamphelL 

To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
' Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 

'Wordeicortli, Intimations of Immortali fy , II. 
The tear that is shed, though in secret it roll, 

Shall long keep his memory green in my soul. T M joint. 

Tears such as tender fathers shed 
Warm from my aged eyes descend, 

.Eor joy, to think, when I am deod, * 

3£y son will have mankind his friend. 


HandeL Song 
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XEAES — eontthi %t$d. 

Tears, .idle teai's, I know not wliat tkey mean, 

Tears from tlie depth of some divine despair 
Uise in the haart, to gather in the eyes, 

In looking on the hajmy autumn- fields, 

And thinking of the days that are no more. 

TennyHon^ The Trinctu^ nr. 
The smile that illumines the features of beauty, 

When kindled by virtue, alluring appears ; 

But smiles, tho* alluring, no magic can borrow, 

To vie with the softness of beauty in tears. 

The smiles that are sweetest are often deceiving ; 

Too often a mask wliich tho cold hearted wears ; 

But a tear is the holiest ofispring of feeling, 

And monarchs are weak before beauty in tears. MS* 

TEDIOTTSKESS— Talking. 

Sometimes an author, fond of his own thought, 

Pursues its object till *tis over-wrought : 

If he describes a house, he shows the face. 

And after, walks you round from place to place ; 

Here is a vista, there the doors unfold. 

Balconies here are ballustred with gold ; 

Then counts the rounds and ovals in the halls, 

The festoons, friezes, and the astra^ls : 

Tired with his tedious pomp, away 1 run, 

And skip o’er twenty pages to be gone. 

Dryden, Art of Poetry, i. 49. 

TEETH. 

Some ask’d how pearls did grow, and where ? 

Then spoke I to my girl, 

To part her lips, and shew me there 

The quarrelets of pearl. Merrick, Amatory Odes, 61, 

Kate’s teeth are black ; white lately Bell’s are grown : 

Bell buys her teeth, and Kate still keeps her own. 

Martial, {Hodr/son), v. 43, 

lEliEGBAPH. 

O star-eyed science ! Iiast thou wander’d there. 

To waft us home the message of despair ? 

Campbell, Pleasures of Mope, ii. 325. 
The electric chain, whose mystic girth. 

Makes distance hut a span ; 

And science covering ail the earth 
With benefits for man ; 

And countless triumphs to be bom, 

In the new dawnidg of the mom, 

‘ Charles Maokay, to QAoen Vlcioria, Staaza 12^ 
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TEMPEE — TEMPE BANCE. 


TEHPEE~«f0 Discretion. 

TMnk you a little din can daunt mine ears ? 

Have I not in my time heard lions roar ? 

Have I not heard the sea, puffed up with wind, 

Eage like an angry boar, chafed with sweat ? 

Have I not heard great ordnance in the field. 

And heaven’s artillery thunder in the skies ? 

Have I not in a pitched battle heard 

Loud ’larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets clang? 

And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue ? S7i, Tam, S. ii. 2, 
Oh ! blest with temper, whose unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow cheerful as to-day. Pojte, Hf. JE, ii. 257, 
Some fretful tempers wince at every touch, 

You always do too little, or too much. Cotoper* 

Of all bad things by which mankind are curs’d. 

Their own bad tempers surely are tlie worst. 

Ckimbfrland^s Menander, 
TEMPEBANCE — see Abstinence, Old Age, Water. 

Philosophy, religious solitude 
And labour wait on temperance ; in these 
Desire is bounded : they instruct the mineVs 
And body’s action. 2sahh, Mkrocosmiis 

If all the world 

Should, in a pet of temperance, feed on pulse, 

Drink the clear stream, and nothing wear but frieze, 

The AU-giver would be unthank’d, would be unprais’d ; 

Hot half his riches known, and yet despis’d ; 

And we should serve him as a grudging master, 

As a penurious niggard of his wealth ; 

And live like nature’s bastards, not her sons. 

Milton i Comus^ 720. 

Impostor ! do not charge most innocent nature 
As if she would lier children should be riotous 
With her abundance ; she, good cateress. 

Means her provision only to the good. 

That live according to her sober mws, 

And holy dictates of spare temperance, Milton, Comus, 761* 

If thou weU observe 

The rule of ‘ not too much,’ by temperance taught 
In what thou eat’st and drink’st, seeking from thence 
Due nourishment, not gluttonous delight. 

Till many years over thy head return ; 

So mayst thou live, till, like ripe fruit, thou drop 

Into thy mother’s lap, or be with ease 

Gatlier <1, not harshly pluck’d, in death mature. Z&. P. X. 530k 
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TEMPEEAEfCE— 

Temperate in every place,— abroad, at iiorae, 

Tbence will applause, and hence will profit come ; 

And health from either he in time prepares 
Tor sickness, age, and their attendant cares. 

Crahhe, The Borough, 

TEHPESTS— Storms, Thunder. 

Suddeine they see from midst of all the maine 
The surging waters like a mountain rise, 

And the great sea, puft up with proud disdainc, 

To swell above tho measure of his guise, 

As threatning to devoure all that his powre despise. 

Sjpensev, Fairy Quee?i, Xil. 21. 
The southern wind 
Dothplav the trumpet to his purposes ; 

And, by bis hollow whistling m the leaves, 

Peretefls a tempest, and a blustering day 

Sh, H, IV, part 1, v. x. 

I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have riv’d the knotty oaks ; and I have seen 
The ambitious ocean swell, rage, and foam, 

To be exalted with the threatening clouds ; 

But never till to-night, never till now. 

Did I go through a tempest dropping fire. 8h, Jul, C, r. 3. 

Look from tho turbid south 
What floods of flame in rod diffusion burst, 

Frequent and furious, darting tlmo* the dark 
And broken ridges of a thousand clouds, 

Pil’d hill on hill ; and hark, the thunder rous’d, 

Groans in long roarings through the distant gloom. 

Mallet^ Mustapha, 

A horrid stillness first invades the ear. 

And in lhat silence we the tempest fear. 

JDiyderif Astraa Med ax, 7m 

Prom cloud to cloud the rending lightnings rage ; 

Till, in the furious elemental war 
Dissolved, the whole precipitated mass, 

Unbroken floods, and solid torrents pour. Thomson, Sum, 799. 

Along the woods, along the moorish fens. 

Sighs the sad genius of the coming storm ; 

And up among the loose disjointed cliffs, 

And fractured mountains wild, the brawling brook 
And cave, presageful, send a hollow moan, 

Itesounding long in listening fancy’s ear. Ib, Winter, 60- 

8 8 
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TEMPESTS — ^TEMPTATIOW, 


TEMPESTS — continued. 

And sometimes too a burst of rain, 

Svrept from the black horizon, broad, descends 
In one continuous flood. Still over head 
The mingling tempest weaves its gloom, and stfll 
The deluge deepens ; till the fiekU around 
Lie sunk, and flatted* in the sordid wave. 

Sudden the ditches swell ; the meadows swim. 

Eod, from the hills, innumerable streams 
Tumultuous roar ; and high above its banks 
The nver lifts ; before whose rusliing tide. 

Herds, flocks, and harvests, cottages and swains, 

Holl mingled down ; all that the winds had spar’d 
In one wild moment ruined ; the big hones. 

And well-earned treasures of the painful year. 

I'AojJison, Autumn j 3:lt> 

The sky 

Is overcast, and musters muttering thunder, 

In clouds that seem approaching fast, and show 
In forked flashes a commanding tempest. 

8ardana}>iilas, n. 1. 

Hark ! hark ! deep sounds, and deeper still, 

Are howling from the mountain’s bosom : 

There’s not a breath of wind upon the hill. 

Yet quivers every leaf, and drops each blossom ; 

Earth groans as if beneath a . heavy load. 

JBjf/ron, JBEeaven and JSartht i. H, 
Ear along 

JFrom peak to peak, the rattling crags among 
Leaps the live thunder ! Hot from jone lone cloud, 

But every mountain now hath found a tongue, 

And Jura answers, through her misty shroud, 

Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her aloud. 

JBi/ron, Ch, II. iir. 02* 

The night grows wondrous dark : deep-swelling gusts 
And sultry stillness take the rule by turn, 

Whilst o’er our. heads the black and heavy clouds 
Boll slowly on. This surely bodes a storm. 

Ioanna JSaillie, It'fhncr, i. 1. 

TEMPTATION-^^ Saints. 

Ay me ! how many perils do enfold 
The righteous man, to make him daily fall ! 

Were not that heavenly grace doth him uphold. 

And steadfast truth acquit him out of all. Sd, Sjoetuten, 
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TEMPTATION — continued. 

Oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The instruments of darkness tells us traths ; 

Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 

In deepest consequence. Sh, Mach. r. 11. 

To fly the boar before the boar pursues, 

Were to incense the boar to follow us ; 

And make pursuit where he did mean no chase. 

8h. Bic. 211, ni. 2. 

Between the acting of a fearful thing 
And the first motion, all the interun is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream : 

The genius and the mortal instruments 
Are then in council ; and the state of man, 

Like to a litde kingdom, sufiers then 

The nature of an insurrection. Sh, JuL C. ii. 1. 

They that fear the adder’s sting will not come 

Near her hissing. Chapman, 

Virtue*s no virtue whiles it lives secure ; 

When difficulty waits on’t, then 'tis pure. Qitavles,. 

*Tis the temptation of the devil 
That makes all human actions evil ; 

For saints may do the same thing by 
The spirit, in sincerity. 

Which othex men are tempted to, 

And at the devil’s instance do : 

And yet the actions be contrary, 

Just as the saints and wicked vaiy. But. Mad. part 2. ii. 233. 

There’s naught so monstrous but the mind of man 
In some condition, may be brought to approve ; 

Theft, sacrilege, treason, and parricide, 

"V^en flattering opportunity enticed, 

And desperation drove, have been committed 

By those who once would start to hear them named. Lillo, 

The veriest hermit in the nation 

Mav yield, Q-od knows, to strong temptation. . . , , 

Bopct Imit. of Mor, 2, vi. 181. 

But who can view the ripen'd rose, nor seek 

To wear it P who can curiously behold 

The smoothness and the sheen of beauty's cheek, 

Kor feel the heart can never all grow old P 

Byron^ Ch, M. iir. IL 
s s 2 
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XEEEOB — THAHES. 


tSBBOB — dee Alarm. 

The bay-trees in our country are all wither’d. 

And meteors frighfc the fixed stars of heaven ; 

The pale-fao’d moon looks bloody on the earth. 

And lean-look’d prophets whisper fearful change. 

SL JSic, //. IT. 4. 

THAUES— Elvers. 

0, could I flow like thee, and make thy stream 
My great example, as it is my theme ! 

Though deep, yet dear : though gentle, yet not dull ; 

Strong without rage, without o’erflowing full. 

Denham Cooper'd DdU 188. 
Tlie time shall come, when, free as seas or wind, 
tTiiboundcd Thames shall flow for all mankind. 

Whole nations enter with each swelling tide, 

And sens but join the regions they divide ; 

Earth’s distant ends our glory shall behold, 

And the new world launch forth to seek the old. 

Pope^ Windsor JForesU 397. 
The river Thames, now nearly undone. 

Doth wash your famous city London ; 

But toll me, cits, what power supreme 
Shall henceforth wash your filthy stream ? Anon, 

f JEEANKS — $ee Gratitude. 

The poorest service is repaid with thanks. Sk, Tam, Sh, iv, 3. 
Ever more thanks, the exchequer of the poor ; 

Wliich, till my infant fortune comes to years. 

Stands for my bounty. Sh, Rio, u, h. 3. 

Thanks, to men 

Of noble minds, is honourable meed. Sh, Tit, A, i. 2. 

Words would but wrong the gratitude I owe you ; 

Should I begin to speak, my soul’s so full. 

That I should talk of nothing else all day. Oticap, Orphan, 
Toa liave deserved of me 
More than reward can answer. 

^Vore the mam ocean crusted into land, 

And universal monarchy were mine. 

Here should the gift be placed. Drpden, Don Sehastian, 

Tour bounty is beyond my speaking ; 

But though my mouth be efumb, my heart shall thank yon. 

JRoice, Jane Shore. 

There is a kind of gratitude in thanks. 

Though it be barren, and bring forth but word-?, 

Souihci //, Fufe of Capua 
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X&£lATBiICAXi8~ DrAiDAt 

^mortal Bick ! kow calm ke sits at ease, 

'Midst snows of paper, and fierce kail of peas ! 

And, proud kis mistress’ orders to perform, 

Hides in tko wkirlwind, and directs the storm, 

rope, Dunciail, iir. 2fiL 

THEOBY. 


'Tis mi^kty easy o’er a glass of wine 
On Tain refinements vainly to refine. 

To laugk at poverty in plenty’s reign. 

To boast of apatky when out of pain, 

And in eack sentence, wortky of the schools, 

Tamisk'd with sophistry, to deal out rules 
Most fit for practice, but for one poor fault 
That into practice they can ne’er be brought. 

C/ittrchill, Farev^eJl, 

TKiisVjtsS-— Appearanoes. 

I’ll example you with thievery, 

The sun’s a thief, and with kis great attraction 
Bobs the vast sea ; the moon’s an arrant thief. 

And her pale fire she snatches from the sun ; 

The sea’s a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears ; the earth’s a thief, 

That feeds and breeds by a composturo stolen 
From general excrement : eack thing’s a thief. 

8h, Tiition, TV. 

Every true man’s apparel fits your thief. Sh, M,for M> iv. 2u 


THIUST— Water. 

The panting thirst, which scorches in the breath 
Of those that die the soldier’s fiery death, 

In vain impels the burning mouth to crave 

One drop — one last— to cool it for the grave, JBpron, Lara^ 

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 

Agape they heard me call ; 

Gramercy they for joy did grin. 

And all at once their breath drew in. 

As they were drinking all. S. T. Coleridga* 

A small glass, and thirsty I be sure never ask it ; 

Man mi^t as well serve up his soup in a basket. 

Leigli Sunt, from the Italian* 
T^as thirst, 'twas maddening thirst alone, 

®iat wrung my spirit’s inmost groan. 

Hunger is toter,but the worst 
Of human pangs, the most accursed 

Of Want’s fell scorpions, is thirst. JEHixa CooJc, Milata* 



630 THIRTT-PIYE — THOTianTS, TUOUGnTFTJLlirESS. 

THIBTY-FIVE. 

Ladies, stock and tend yonr liiro. 

Trifle not at tliirty-five ! 

'For, howe’er we boast and strive. 

Life declines from thirty-five ; 

He that ever hopes to thrive, 

Must begin by thirty -five. 

Dr. Jo/diso/i, to Thrale, when thirt^-Jive* 
Of all barb'rous Middle Ages, that 
Which is most barb’rous is the Middle Age 
Of man ; it is — I really scarce know what ; 

But when we hover between fool and sage, 

And don’t know justly what we would be at, — 

A period something like a printed page, 

Black letter upon foolscap, while our hair 
Grows ffrizzled, and we are not what we were, — 

Too 01(1 for youth — ^too young at thirty-five. 

To herd v-itu boys, or hoard with good threescore — 

I wonder people should be left alive ! 

But since they are, that epoch is a boro ; 

Love lingers still, although ’twere late to wive ; 

And as tor other love, the illusion *s o’er ; 

And money, that most pure imagination, 

Gleams only through the dawn of its creation. 

Byron, D. J. xii. 1-2. 

THOKNS, 

The thorns which I have reap’d are of the tree 
I planted ; they have tom me, and I bleed ; 

I should have known what fruit would spring from such a 
seed. Byron, Ch. K. iv. 10. 

THOTOHTS, THOXrGHTFTJLirESS--w<} Reflection. 

J and my bosom must debate awhile, 

And then I would no other company. Sh, Sen* v* iv. 1. 
Bright-eyed Fancy, hovering o’er. 

Scatters from her pictured urn 
Thoughts that breathe, and words that bum. 

Gray, The Progress of Poesy, ii. S. 
Guard well thy thought 

Our thoughts are heard in heaven. Young ^N, T, tr. 95. 
Thoughts shut up, want air. 

And spoil like bales unopened to the sun. Young, N. T. ii.4GG. 

Kindred objects kindred thoughts inspire. 

As summer clouds flash forth electric firc« 


Hagers 



'THOUGHTS, THOtranTTULHESS-— TUaSATS, ETC- C3I 


IHOTJ GHTS, TKOVGt'ET^VL'Sl^SS^contimied. 

Wlio can mistake great tliouglils ! 

They seize upon tlio mind ; arrest, and soarcli, 

And sliako it. 

THREATS, THREATENING — see BeAanoe, Honesty. 

If tlion more murm*rest, I will leiid an oak, 

And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 

Thou has howl’d away twelve 'w inters. Sk, Temp. i. 2. 

I’ll note you in my book of memory, 

To scourge you for tliis reprehension ; 

Look to it well, and say you are well warn’d. Sh.II. VJ, 1, ii.4. 

Hence, 

Horrible villain 1 or Pll spurn thme eyes 
Like balls before me ; I’ll unhair thy head ; 

Thou shalt bo whipt with wire, and stew’d in brine, 

Smarting in ling’rmg pickle. 67^. Aut. (Jleop, ii. 6. 

Unhand mo gentlemen 

By heaven, 1*11 make a ghost ot him that lets me. 5>A. 

Leave wringing of your hands ; Peace ; sit you down, 

And let me wring your heart : for so I shall, 

If it.be made of penetrable stuff ; 

If damned custom have not braz’d it so. 

That it be proof and bulwark against sense. SIu JSam, ni. 4k 


I pr’ythee take thy fingers from my throat ; 

Por, though I am not splenetive and rash, 

Yet have I in me something dangerous, 

"Which let thy wisdom fear ; hold off thy hand. Sh, JECam, v.l. 

Por Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl : 

He that stirs next to carve for his own rago, 

Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. Sh, 0th* Iir8. 

Sot hills on hills betwixt me and the man 
That utters this, and I will scale them all ; 

And from the utmost tops fall on his neck. 

Like thunder from a cloud. Jteaumonti PJiilaster* 


Back to thy punishment, 

Palse fugitive, and to thy speed add wings, 

Lest with a whip of scorpions I pursue 

Thy ling’ring. Milton^ P . L* li. ' 


Old as I am, and quench’d with scars and sorrows, 
Yet could I make this w’ither’d arm do wonders. 
And open in an enemy such wounds, 

Alercy would weep to look on- Ttochesten * , 
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THBEi^TS, TJlEEi.T£NDS’G — TUTINDEB. 

THEEAT8, THEEAXENIirG~£;o»^m2<^. 

Cowards are scar'd with threat'nings, boys are whipped 
Into confessions ; but a steady mind 

Acts of itself, ne'er asks the body counsel. Otvoay^ Fen, Pre*, 
^eak then, or I will tear thee limb from limb : 

Thou shalt be safe, if thou confess the truth ; 

But if thou hide aught from me, I will rack thee. 

Till with thy homd groans, thou W'ake the dead : 

Or I will cut thee to anatomy. 

And search thro' all thy veins to find it out. Zee, C<bs, Borgia* 
Think not I've forgot thy insolence, 

No ! though I pardon’d it, yet if again 
Thou dar’st to cross me with another crime, 

The bolts of fury shall be doubled on thee. Lee, Alexander* 

Oh I that thou wert my equal, great in arms 

As the first Csesar was, that I might kill thee 

Without a stain to honour. Drgden, All for Love* 

Oh ! that I had the fruitful heads of hydra, 

That one mmht bourgeon where another fell; 

Still would I give thee work : still, still, thou tyrant ! 

And hiss thoe with the last. Bryden, Don Sehaetian* 

Ne’er think to fight me with thy mighty looks : 

Xnow, I dare stem that tempest in your brow, 

And dash it back upon you. Dtyden, Secret Lovo*, 

Stand there, damn’d meddling villain, and be silent ; 

For if thou utt’rest but a single word, 

A cough or hem, to cross me in my speech. 

I’ll send thy cursed spirit &om the earth. 

To bellow with the damn’d ! Joanna Baillie, Basil, ii. 2- 
THRIFT — see Caution, Economy. 

This was a way to thrive, and he was blest ; 

And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. Sk, M, of Fen, i. 3.. 

Thrift, thrift, Horatio ! 

The funeral baked meats 

Did coldly furnish forth the marriage table. S/i. Ham i. 2, 
Though some men do as do they would, 

Let thrifty do as do they should. 

Tiisser, 500 points ofG, Husbandry* 
THintDER — see Storm, Tempest. 

Hear ye not his chariot wheels. 

As the mighty thunder rolls ? 

Nature, stertled Nature, reels, 

From the centre to the poles 
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rHTTNBEB — continued, 

Brigliter, broader lightning’s flasli, 

Hail and rain tempestuous fall ; 

Louder,^ deeper thunders crash, 

Desolation threatens all. Jas, M6ntgome)\t/f Tivmder Storm* 
- Meantime, from every region of the sky, 

Bed burning bolts in forky vengeance fly ; 

Dreadfully bright o’er seas and earth they glare, 

And bursts of thunder rend th* encumber’d air. Broome 
TicmiKa 

I’ll tickle your catastrophe. 8h, Ken. iv, 2, ii. 1. 

TIME— wd Age, Decay, Decision, Dispatch, Life, Mortality, Promptitude, 
nor mough we sleep, or wake, or roam, or ride ; 

Aye fleeth the time ; it will no man abide. Chaucer, 

Beautie’s great enemy, and to all the rest 
That in the garden of Adonis springs, 

Is wicked time, who with liis sythe addrest. 

Does mow the flowing herbs and goodly things. 

And all their glory to the earth down mngs, 

Where they do withei, and are fouly made ; 

He flies about, and with his flaggie wings, 

Beats down both leaves and buds without regard, 

Hever pity may relent his malice hard. Kd. Spenser, 

The clock upbraids me with waste of time. A/i. T, NL iii. L. 
Thus the whirligig of time brings in his revenges. Sh,T,Ki, v. 1. 

, Time is like a fashionable host, 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by th’ hand ; 

And wim his arms outstretch’d, as he would fly, 

Grrasps-in the comer: W"elcome ever smiles, 

And farewell goes out sighing. S/i, Wint. T. iii. 3. 

Come what come may ; 

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day. 

T * J j I- 3. 

X wasted time, and now doth time waste me. 8h, JR, u, v. 5. 
What s past, and what’s to come, is strew’d with husks. 

The formless ruin of oblivion. SK, Ttoil, iv. 5. 

The end crowns all ; 

And that old common arbitrator, Time, 

Will one day end it. Sh, TroiL iv. 6 

Time’s the king of men, 

JFop he's their parent, and he is their grave, 

And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 

Sh Fertc, ii. 3 
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TWEi~-eontmued, 

Make use of time ; let not advantage slip : 

Bcau^ witliin itself should not be wasted : 

Fair flowers, that are not gather’d in their prime, 

liot and consume tliomselves iu little time. 8h. Ven* Sc Ad^ 

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore, 

So do our minutes hasten to their end ; 

Each changing place with that which goes before ; 

In sequent toil all forwards do contend. 8h. Son, 60. 


Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth, 

And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow ; 

Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth, 

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow. 8k, Son* 60. 

O, how shall summer’s honey breath hold out 
Against the wreckful siege of battering days, 
when rocks impregnable are not so stout, 

Nor gates of steel so strong, but time decays ? Sh. Son, 65. 
Time’s glory is to calm contending kings, 

To unmask falsehood, and bring truth to light ; 

To stamp the seal of time in aged things, 

To wake the morn, and sentinel the night ; 

To wi'ong the wronger till he render right ; 

To ruinate proud buildings vnth thy hours, v 

And smear with dust their glittering golden towers. 

Sk. E, ofL. 135 

tSwift speedy time, feather’d with flying hours. 

Dissolves the beauties of the fairest brow. Sam, Daniel, 


■Gather ye rose-buds while ye may. 

Old time is still a-flying ; 

And this same flower that smiles to day ; 

To-morrow will be dying. Herrick, Amatory Odes, 93. 

Time’s the prime minister of death. 

There’s nought can bribe his honest will ; 

He stops the richest tyrant’s breath. 

And lays his mischief still. Marvel 

Time lays his hand 

On pyramids of brass, and ruins quite 
What all the fond artificers did tliink 
Immortal workmanship ; he sends his worms 
To books, to old records, and they devour 
Th* inscriptions. He loves ingratitude, 

For he destroy’d the memory of man. 

Sir iniliam Davenant^ Cruel Brother* 
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TtH£ 

My galligaskins, tliat have long witlistood 
The winter’s fury and encroaciiing frosts, 

33y time subdued (what will not time subdue !) 

A horrid chasm disclosed. JPhitipSy Splendid Shilling^ 121. 

Let time that makes you liomely, make you sage, 

The sphere of wisdom is the sphere of age. 

Parnell^ JSlegg to an Old Laapt 86. 
The greatest sclicmes that human wit can forge, 

Or bold amliition dares to put in practice, 

Depend upon our husbanding a moment. Rowe, 

Look on each day youVe pass’d 
To be a mighty treasure won ; 

And lay each moment out in haste i 
We’re sure to live too fast, 

And cannot live too soon. 

Youth doth a thousand pleasures bring. 

Which from decrepit ^e wiE fly ; ^ 

The flowers that flourisli in the spring. 

In winter’s cold embraces lie. Congreve* 

Time conquers all, and we must time obey. 

Pope, Pastorals; Winter^ 88. 
Time hurries on 

With a resistless, unremitting stream, 

Yet treads more soft than e’er did midnight thief, 

That slides his hand under the miser’s pillow. 

And carries off his prize, Blair, Grave* 

This vast and solid earth, that blazing sun ; 

Those skies through which it rolls, must all have end ; 

What then is man ? — The smallest part of nothing. 

Day buries day, month, month ; and year the year. Thomson* 

Wliat though on her cheek the rose loses its hue. 

Her ease and good-humour bloom all the year through ; 

Time still as he flies brings increase to her truth, 

And gives to her mind what he steals from her youth.. 

Md, Mooroy Song X. 4 

The bell strikes one. We take no note of time - 
But from its loss. To give it then a tongue, 

Is wise in man. ^ oung, P. i. 56. 

We see Time’s furrows on another’s brow, 

Ati H death intrench’d, preparing his assault ; 

How few themselves in that just mirror see I Ib, N* T. v. 627* 



636 TIME. 

XnCB — oontiilued* 

Time is eternity. 

Pregnant with all eternity can give ; 

Pregnant with all that makes Archangels smile. 

Who murders time, he crushes in the birth 
A power ethereal, only not adored. Young, K, T, rr. 107* 
Time wasted is existence ; used, is life. Young, N. ii. 150. 
Nought treads so silent as the foot of time ; 

Hence we mistake our Autumn for our prime. Ib, Sat v. 497. 
Time destroyed. 

Is suicide where more than blood is spilt. Ib. JY, 1\ ii.200. 

Youth is not rich in time, it may be poor ; 

Part with it as with money, spaidng ; pay , 

No moment but in purchase of its worth ; 

And what it*s worth ask death-beds, they can tell, lb, ii. 4*8. . 
Time shakes the stable tyranny of thrones, 

And tottering empires rush by their own weight. 

Armstrong, Art of Preserving Health, li. 64*2. 
Catch ! then, O catch, the transient hour ; 

Improve each moment as it hies ; 

Life’s a short summer — man a flower — 

He dies— alas ! how soon ho dies. I>r,Johnon, Winter, an 0Je,9^* 
Pome on the swift, tho’ silent wings of time, 

Old age comes on apace, to ravage all the clime. 

Beattie, The Minstrel, xxv. 8. 

Noiseless falls the foot of time 
That only treads on flowers. 

IF. jR. Sjpemer, lines to Ladg A, HamUtoiu 
Nations from every land and chme 
Shall gather to gaze on the close of Time, 

The moon shall look down with a tearful eye, 

And the sun shall withhold his fire. 

And the hoary earth, all parched and dry. 

Shall fiame for his funeral pyre, 

When the angel, that standeth on earth and shore, 
Proclaimeth that Time shall be no more !” 

Polloh, Course ofT 

Before my breath, like blazing flax. 

Man and his marvels pass away ; 

And changing empires wane and wax, 

Are founded, flourish, and decay. 

Itedeem mine hours — the space is brief — 

While in my glass the sand grains shiver. 

And measureless thy joy or grief. 

When time and thee shall part, for ever ! Sir TF. SeoU 



TIM’S. 
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TIKE — eontinmS, 

Time rolls his ceaseless course. The race of yore. 

Who danced our infancy upon their knee. 

And told our marvelling boyhood legends store, 

Of their strange ventures happ’d by land or sea. 

How are they blotted from the things that be ! 

How few, all weak and wither’d, of their force 
Wait, on the verge of dark eternity. 

Like stranded wrecks, the tide returning hoarse. 

To sweep them from our sight 1 Scotty L. of L. iii. 1. 

Time that is past thou never canst recall ; 

Of time to come thou art not sure at all; 

The present, only, is within thy power. 

And therefore now improve the present hour. Byron, 

“ Where is the world,” cries Young, “ at eighty ? Whore 
The world in which a man was born P** Alas ! 

Where is the world of eight years past P ’Twas there — 

I look for it — ’tis gone, a globe of glass 1 
Cracked, shivered, vanished, scarcely gazed on ere 
A silent change dissolves the glittering mass. 

Statesmen, chiefs, orators, queens, patriots, kings, 

And dandies, all are gone on the wind’s wings. 

Byron^ D. J, xi. 76 

Oh, Time ! Why dost not pause P Thy scythe so dirty 
With rust should surely cease to hack and hew. 

Reset it ; shave more smoothly, also slower. 

If but to keep ihy credit as a mower. Byron^ JD, xiv. 51. 

Oh Time ! thou beautifier of the dead,— 

Adomer of the ruin — comforter 

And only healer when the heart hath bled — 

Time ! tW corrector when-our judgments err. 

The test of truth, love, — sole philosopher ! JByrd/i. CA.ITtv.lSO. 

Time writes no wrinkle on thy azure brow. 

Such as creation’s dawn beheld, thou rollest now. Ib. iv.l82. 

Out upon time I it will leave no more, ^ 

Of the things to come than the things before ! 

Out upon time ! who for ever will leave 
But enough of the past for the future to grieve. 

Byron, Sie^of Corinth, IS* 
Still on it creeps, 

Each little moment at another’s heels. 

Tin hours, days, years, and ages are made up 
Of such small parts as these, and men look back. 
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TIME — TITLES. 


l!nB3^^e07iHKued, 

Worn and boTv-ilder’d, wondring how it is. 

Thou trarellest like a ship in the wide ocean. 

Which hath no bounding shore to mark its progress, 

O time ! ere long I shall have done with thee. 

Joanna Baillie, Bayner^ V. 2» 
Tlie noiseless foot of time steals swiftly by, 

And ere we dream of manhood age is nigh. 

Gifford, Jutenal, ix. 132. 

He who knows most, grieves most for wasted time. 

Dante (Wrijht), 

Oh ! never chide the wing of time, 

Or say ’tis tardy in its flight ! 

You’ll find the days speed quick enough. 

If you but husband them aright. 

Thy span of life is waning fast ; 

JBoware, unthinking youth, beware I 
Thy soul's eternity depends 

Upon the record moments bear I JSlliza GooTc^ 

Why grieve that Time has brought so soon 
The sober age of manhood on ? 

As idly should I weep at noon 

To see the blush of morning gone. Q, Bryant, (Am,) • 

Desire not to live long, but to live well ; 

How long we live, not years, but actions tell. Watkyns, (Am.) 
TIME-SEEVUTGI— sycophancy. 

That, sir, which servos and seeks for gain 
And follows but for form. 

Will pack, when it begins to rain, 

And leave thee in the storm. jS/a. Lear, it. 4. 

HTHES. 

This priest he merry is and blithe 
Three quarters of the year. 

But oh ! it cuts him like a scythe. 

When tithing-time draws near. 

He then is full of frights and fears. 

As one at point to die. 

And long before the day appears 

He heaves up many a sigh. Cowper, Yearly Distress, 2. 

TITLES — see Ancestry, Honour, Nobility, Pedigree. 

We all are soldiers, and all venture lives ; 

And where there’s no difference in men’s works. 

Titles are all jests. Beaumont ^ Fletcher, King or no Kmg^, 



TITLES— TOABYISM. 


689 


TITLES— 

He*s a name only, and all good in Lim 
He must derive from liis great grandsires* aslies : 

For had not tlieii* victorious acts heqiicath*d 
His titles to him, and wrote on his forehead, 

“ This is a lord,” he had lived unobserved 

lh» Custom of the Country* 
Titles, the servile courtier’s lean reward, 

Sometimes the pay of virtue, but more oft 

The hire which greatness gives to slaves and sycophants. 

JRowe, Jane Shore, ll. 1* 
With their authors, in oblivion sunk, 

Yain titles lie ; the servile badges oft 

Of mean submission, not the meed of worth. Thomson* 

Titles arc marks of honest men and wise ; 

The fool or knave who wears a title, lies. Young^ Z. qf F, 1.147* 

These are the lords 

That have bought titles : men may merchandise 
Wares, ay, and traffic all commodities 
From sea to sea, ay, and from shore to shore ; 

But in my thoughts, of all tilings that are sold, 

'GKs pity honour should be bou^t for gold 

It cuts off all desert. Megicood, Ztogxl King* 

A fool, indeed, has great need of a title. 

It teaches men to call him count and duke, 

And to forget his proper name of fool. 

Crowney Ambitious Statesman* 
Titles of honour add not to his worth. 

Who is liimself an honour to his titles. Ford, Lady's Trial* 

Though I do * Sir ’ thee, be not vain, I pray : 

I ‘ Sir ’ my monkey Jacko every day. 

Martial, v. 67 (Cyrus Bedding.), 

JITTLE-TATTLE. 

In fact, there’s nothing makes me so much grieve 
As that abominable tittle-tattle, 

Wliich is the cud eschew’d by human cattle. Byron, D. J* 

JOADTISM— Sycophancy. 

Warm in pursuit, he levees all the great, 

Staunch to the foot of title and estate. 

Wliere’er their lordships go, they never find. 

Or Lico, or their shadows, lag behind ; 

He sets them sure, where’er their lordships run. 

Close at their elbows as a morning dun. Young, L. of F.iv 1 32* 
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TOASTS — TOBACCO. 


TOASTS. 

Quiet days, fair issue, and long life. Sh. T^mp, xr. 1. 


To tlie old, long life and treasure, 

To the young, all health and pleasure. 

Ben Jbnson, Song qftho Gipsies, 
Here’s to the maiden of blushing fifteen, 

Now to the widow of fifty ; 

Here’s to the flaunting, extravagant queen. 

And then to the housewife that’s thrifty; 

Let the toast pass, drink to the lass, 

I’ll warrant slie’ll find an excuse for the glass. 

Shendan, School for Scandal, iii. 3 
TOBACCO — see Smoking, Snnfll 

Carmen 

Are got into the yellow starch, and chimney sweepers 
To their tobacco, and strong waters. 

Ben Jonsont The Devil is an Jss, i. 1. 
Hell hath smoke 

Impenitent tobacconists to choake, 

Though never dead : there shall they have their fill. 

In heaven is none, but light and glory still. 

Sglvester, Tobacco hatter^iL 

Much victuals serve for gluttony, to fatten men like swine, 
But he’s a frugal man indeed that with a loaf can dine. 

And needs no napkins for his hands his fingers’ ends to wipe, 
But keeps his kitchen in a box, and roast meat in a pipe. 

S. Rowland, Knave of Clubs. 


In a tobacco-shop (resembling Hell, 

lire, stink, and smoke must be where devils dwell). 

He sits, you cannot see his face for vapour, 

Offering to Pluto with a tallow taper, lb. Knave of Hearts, 

Sweet youth, smoake not thy time. 

Too precious to abuse ; 

Th’ast fitter feats to choose ; 

What may redeeme that prime. 

Thy smoaldng age doth loose ? R.Brathwaiie, the SmoTcingJge 

Pernicious weed I whose scent the fair annoys. 

Unfriendly to society’s chief joys, 

Thy worst effect is banishing for hours 
The sex whose presence civilizes ours ; 

Thou art indeed the drag a gardener wants, 

To poison vermin that infest his plants. Cowper, Conver. 251. 
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TOBACCO — ccnhnuftd. 

Tobacco, an ouriaiidisb ■vreod, 

Doth in the land strange wonders breed; 

It taints the breath, tlie blood it dries. 

It burns the head, it blinds the eyes ; 

It dries the lungs, scourgoth the lights, 

It *numbs the soul, it dulls the sprites ; 

It brings a man into a maze. 

And makes him sit for other s gaze ; 

It mars a man, it mars a purse, 

A lean one fat, a fat one worse ; 

A white man black, a black man white, 

A night a day, a day a night ; 

It turns the brain like cat in pan. 

And makes a J ack a gentleman. 

l^airhoU, [from J, 8. Collier's MS,) 

TO-DAY. 

To-day is ours ; what do we fear ? 

To-day is ours ; we have it here. 

Let’s treat it kindly, that it may 
Wish, at least, with us to stay. 

Let’s banish business, banish sorrow ; 

To the gods belong to-morrow. Cowlet/. 

TOIL — see Industry, Labour. 

Whate’er is excellent in art proceeds 
Erom labour and endurance ; deep the oak 
Must sink in stubborn earth, its roots obscure, 

That hopes to lift its branches to the skies ; 

Gold cannot gold appear, until man’s toil 
Discloses wi<fe the mountain’s hidden ribs, 

And digs the dusky ore, and breaks and grinds 

Its gritty parts, and laves in limpid streams 

With oft-repeatod toil, and oft in fire 

The metal purifies. JSl>eece, iii 849. 

Toil and be glad I let industry inspire 
Into your quickened limbs her buoyant breath 1 
Who does not act is dead ; absorp’d entire 
In miry sloth, no pride, no joy he hath : 

0 leaden-hearted man, to be m love with death 

Thomson^ Castle cf Indolence t ii. 54. 

There is a time when toil must be preferr’d, 

Or joy, by mistimed fondness, is undone. __ _ 

Young, TSf. T. viii. 799. 

TT 
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TOIL — TO-MOEEOW. 


TOIL— 

Toil, and be strong ; by toil tbe flaccid nerves 
Grow firm, and gain a more compacted tone : 

Tlie greener juices are by toil subdued. 

Mellow'd, and subtilis’d ; tlie vapid old 
ExpeliM, and all the rancour of tlie blood. 

AvmUrong, A* F* S* ill. 48« 
Ho chooses best, wbose labour entertains 
His vacant fancy most ; the toil you bate 
Eatigues you soon, and scarce improves your limbs. 

Armstrong, A, P. PT. HI. 39. 
Tlie body overcharg’d with unctuous pblegin 
Much toil demands ; the lean elastic less. 

While winter cliills the blood and binds the veins, 

Ho labours are too hard ; by those you ’scape 
The slow diseases of the torpid year, 

Endless to name. Armstrong, P. PT. iix. 857. 

TOKEKS-^«« Gifts. 

This, and in this, my soul I give. 

Lodg’d where I know ’twill ever live, 

For never could myself or mine 

Fall into kinder himds than thine. MS, 

TOL£EA.TIOir ~ see Bigotry, Eeliglon. 

Look round, how Providence bestows alike 
Sunshine and rain to bless the fruitful year, 

On different nations, all of different faiths ; 

And (though by several names and titles worship’d) 

Since all agree to own— at least to mean— 

One best, one greatest, only Lord of all. Fowe, 

TOUBS. 

The tomb^ 

And monumental caves of death look cold, 

Aind shoot a oh ill ness to my trembling heart : 

Congreve, Mourning Ffide, 
The most magnificent and costly dome. 

Is but an upper chamber to a tomb ; 

Ho spot on earth but has supplied a grave, 

And human skulls the spacious ocean pave. 

Young, Last Lav, ii. 87. 

TO-HOBEOW. 

Defer not till to-morrow to be wise, 

To-morrow’s sun to thee may never rise ; 

Or should to-morrow chance to cheer thy sight 
With her enlivening and unlock’d for light. 

How grateful will appear her dawning r^s, 

Aa favours unexpected doubly please. Congreve, to Cobhami 
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TO-HOItBOW — continued. 

To-morrow is a satire on to-day, ^ , 

And shows its weakness. Young, Old MarCs IReiapsom 

In human hearts what bolder thought can rise, 

Than man’s presumption on to-morrow’s dawn ! 

Where is to-morrow ? Young, N, T. 1, 374. 

I"o-morrow’s actions ! Can that hoary wisdom, 

Borne down with years, still dote upon to-morrow,— ■ 

That fatal mistress of the young, the lazy, 

Tlie coward, and the fool ! condemn’d to lose 
A useless life in waiting for to-morrow; 

To gaze with longing eyes upon to-morrow, 

Tillinterposing death destroys the prospect 1 J)i\Jo7inson, 
To-morrow ! ’Tis a sharper, who takes the ready cash. 

And pays thee nought but wishes, hopes, and promises, ' 
Tlie currency of idiots. Injurious bankrupt, 

That gulls the easy creditor ! To-morrow ! 

It is a period nowhere to be found 
In all the hoary registers of time ; * . 

Unless, perchance, in the fools calendar 

Wisdom disclaims the word, nor holds society 

With those that own it. CoUoni 

Where art thou, beloved to^moiTOW ? 

When young and old, and strong and weak,— 

Eicli and poor, through joy and sorrow. 

Thy sweet smiles we ever seek— 

In tl^ place — ah I well-a-day ! • 

We nnd the thing we fled — ^to-day. Shelley, Misc. Poeme^ 

Oh I how many deeds 
Of deathless virtue, and immortal crime, 

The w'orld had wanted, had the actor said 
T will do this to-morrow! Pari JRussellm 

rOKCl-lJE — sec Eloquence, La^dage, Loquacity, Talking. 

Ill deeds are doubled with an evil word. Sh. Com. Pr* iir. 2. 
0 that delightful engine of her thoughts. 

That blabb’d them wnth such pleasing eloquence. 

Is tom from forth that pretty nollow cage. 

Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 

Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear ! Sh.Tit, And. xn. 1. 

Pair, rich, and yonng ! how rare is her perfection, 

Were it not mingled with one foul infection ; 

So proud a heart, I mean, so curs’d a tongue. 

As makes her seem nor rich, nor fair, nor young. 

Martial, T. 61 XSarringityi^^ 
TT 2 
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TONGUE—TBADB. 


T OyO^U E — continued 

When tliou dost tell another’s jest. 

Omit the oaths ^rhich true wit cannot need ; 

Pick out of tales the mirth, but not the sin ; 

He pares his apple that would cleanly feed* 

Herhei't, Church 'Poreh% 
Sacred interpreter of human thought, 

How few respect, or use thee as they ought ! 

But aU shall give account of every wrong, 

Who dare dishonour or defile the tongue ; 

Who prostitute it in the cause of vice. 

Or sell their glory at the market price ! Cowjper* 

TOKBENTS. 

Thus from liigh hills the torrents, swift and strong. 

Deluge whole fields, and sweep the trees along ; 

Through ruin’d moles the rushing wave resounds, 

O’erwhelms the bridge, and bursts the lofty bounds. Howe, 
TOOTHACHE. 

There was never yet philosopher, 

That could endure the toothache patiently. S7i, If. Ado, v. ir* 

Towir. 

The town divided, each runs several ways, 

As passion, humour, int’rest, party sways, 

Things of no moment, colour of the hair, 

Shape of a leg, complexion brown or fair, 

A dress well chosen, or a patch misplac'd, 

Conciliate favour, or create distaste. Churchill, Hosoiad, 37, 
TRADE. 

In every age and clime we see. 

Two of a trade can ne’er agree. Gajf, Fable 21, 

But chief by numbers of industrious hands 
A nation’s wealth is counted ; numbers raise 
Warm epaulation ; where that virtue dwells. 

There will be traffic’s seat ; there will she build 

Her rich emporium. Fyer, Flsece, in. 530. 


The times are alter’d ; trade's unfeeling train 
Usurp the land, and dispossess the swain ; 
Along the lawn, where scatter’d hamlets rose, 
Unwieldy wealth and cumbrous pomp repose. 


G-oldsmith, Des, ViL 631 

Some men make gain a fountain, whence proceeds 
A stream of liberal and heroic deeds ; 

The swell of pity, not to be confined 

Within the scanty limits of tho mind. Cowper, Charity, 2i4jL 
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lEADE — eontunied. 

And if a boundless plenty be tbe robe. 

Trade is tbe golden girdle of tlie glol)-*. 

Wise to promote whatever end he means, 

God opens fruitful Nature’s various scenes, 

!Each climate needs what other climes produce. 

And offers something to the general use ; 

No land but listens to the common call, 

And in return receives supply fiom all. Cowjpev^ Chanty, 86. 

TSAGEDY — see Actors, Drama, Plays. 

To wake the soul by tender strokes of art, 

To raise the genius and to mend the heart, 

To make manicind in conscious virtue bold, 

Live o’er each scene, and be vhat they behold ; 

For this the tragic muse first trod the stage, 

Commanding tears to stream tlirough every ago. 

JPope, FroL to Addi&orCa Cato* 

TEAINING. 

Now *tis the spring, and weeds are shallow rooted ; 

Suffer them now, and they’ll o’ei-riin the garden, 

And choke the herbs for want of husbandry. Bh, K. vx, iii. !• 

TEAITOB — see Treason. 

Eemember him, the villain, righteous hear’n ; 

In thy great day of vengeance blast the traitor, 

And his pernicious counsel, who, for wealth, 

For power, the pride of greatness, or revenge. 

Would plunge his native land in civil wars. Kotoe, Jane Shore* 

TBAirSIATIOE. 

Bless thee. Bottom ! bless thee ! thou art translated. 

Sh. Mid. N. III. 1. 

'Tis true, composing is the nobler part. 

But good translation is no easy art. 

Foscommon, On Translated Verse^ 

TEAlTSlitlGEATION. 

Think not, when woman’s transient breath is fled. 

That all her vanities at once are dead ; 

Succeeding vanities she still regai’ds. 

And thou^ she plays no more, o’erlooks the cards. 

Her ioy in ^ded chariots, when alive 
And love of ombre, after death survive. 

For when the fair in all their pride expire. 

To their first elements their souls retire : 

The sprites of fiery termagants in fiame 
Mount up, and take a sah^ander’s name. 
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TRANSMmEATION -continued. 

Soft yielding minds to water glide away, 

And sip, with, nymplis, their elemental tea. 

The graver prude sinks downward to a gnome. 

In search of mischief still on earth to roam. 

The light coquettes in sylphs aloft repair, 

And sport and flatter in the fields of air. "Pope, 11, of L,\. oh 
TEAITSPOET — see Passion. 

On such a theme ’tis impious to he calm ; 

Passion is reason, transport, temper, here I Young ^ JV. T, iv. C39.^ 
TEANSXTBSTAKTIATION. 

He was the word that spake it. 

He took the bread and brake it ; 

And what that word did make it, 

I do believe and take it. Dr. John Donnct On the Saeramenf. 
These lines have been variously assigned as vcell as misquotedf 
hut the author of ihemis undouhtedlg Dr. Donne. Sherlock, in hie 
* Practical Christian,* gives them as follows: 

“ Christ was the Word, and spake it, 

He took the bread and bx‘ake it ; 

And what the Word doth make it. 

That I believe and take it.*' 

TEAVELLERS, TEAVELLINO — see Apine Travelling,, Authorship, 
Home. 

When I was at home, I was in a better place : 

Put travellers must be content. Sh^ As Y, L. ii. 4. 

To a wise man all the world’s a soil : 

It is not Italy, nor France, nor.Europe, 

• That must bound me, if my fates call me forth. 

. Den Jonson, YolponeJ 

This is a traveller, sir, knows men and ^ 

Manners, and has plough'd up sea so far, 

Till both the poles nave knock’d ; has seen the, sun 

Take coach, and can distingxiish the colour 

Of his horses, and their kinds. Beaum. ^ Yiet. Scornful Ladgf 

The man, who, with undaunted toils. 

Sails unlcnown seas to unknown soils. 

With various wonders feasts his sight : 

What stranger wonders does he write ! 

We read, and in description view 
Creatures which Adam never knew : 

For, when we risk no contradiction 

It prompts the tongue to deal in fiction. Gag, Fable Kf 
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TKaTELLEKB, TUATEIMKO — IttEASON. 

TJtAVEIiIiEBiSy TSA VlsiLIiIl? Qe—cont inncA i 
Eeturning lie proclaims by many a grace, 

By shrugs and strange contortions of his face, 

How much a dunce that has been sent to roam, 

Excels a dunce that has been Icept at homo. Cov^er, Vrog,of JEt\ 
I can’t but say it is an awkward sight 
To see one’s native land receding through 
The growing waters ; it unmans one quite, 

Especially when life is rather new. JBgron, D. J, ii. 12. 
There is nothing gives a man such spirits. 

Leavening his blood as Cayenne doth a curry, 

As going at full speed— no matter w here its 
Direction be, so ’tis but in a hurry. 

And merely for the sake of its own merits ; 

For the less cause there is for all this flurry. 

The greater is the plcasuic in arriving ^ 

At the great end of travel— which is driving. Bgron, 1 j,J. x. 72. 
She had resolved that he should travel through 
All European climes, by land or sea, 

To mend his former morals, and get new, 

Especially in France and Italy, 

(At least this is the thing most people do). D. J*. 1. 191. 

TBEASOF— Danger, Deceit, Kings, Sedition, Traitor. 

Treason does never prosper ; u hat’s the reason ? 

Why, when it prospers none dare call it treason. 

Sir John Wtvnnglon, 

Thou art a traitor and a miscreant ; 

Too good to be so, and too bad to live. Sh, Jiic. J/. 1 . 1. 

Treason is but trusted like the fox ; 

Who, ne’er so tjiin’d,* so cherish’d, and lock’d up, 

Will have a wild trick of his ancestors. Sh 11* iv* p. 1, v. 2. 
That man, that sits within a monarch’s heart. 

And ripens in the sunshine of his favour. 

Would he abuse the countenance of the king, 
ijack, what mischiefs might he set abroach, 

In sh^ow of such greatness I Sh* H. /r. 2. iv. 2. 

Treason and murder over keep together. 

As two yoke-devils sworn to either’s purpose. Sh, JI* v* tt . j . 

So Judas kiss’d his master, 

And cried — all hail ! when as ho meant — all harm. 

Sh, 7L VJ, p. 3, T. 7. 

Treason ii? not own’d when *tis descried ; , 7 

Successful crimes alone are justified. Drgdettj Medal, 207t 

• This reading is given by A. Allott in his ‘ England’s Parnassus,’ 1000. 
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TSEASOir — TJIEJlTIRB. 


TEEASOIT— tVi iied. 

He therefore wisely cast about. 

All ways lie could t’ ensure his tliroat, 

And hither came, t’ observe and smoke 
What courses other riskers took ; 

And to the utmost do his best 

To save himself, and hang the rest. Bailer, Sudilms* 

Is there not some chosen curse. 

Some hidden thunder in the stores of heaven, 

Eed with uncommon wrath, to blast the man 

Who owes his greatness to his country's ruin ? Ad, Cato, i. L 

Why should the sacred character of virtue 

Shine on a villain’s countenance ? Ye powers ! 

Why fix’d ye not a brand on treason’s front, 

That we might know t’ avoid perfidious mortals ? J. Bennie, 
The man, who pause** on the paths of treason. 

Halts on a quicksand, the fiist step engulphs him. 

Aaron JECill, JECenr^ 

The man who rises on his country’s ruin, 

Lives in a crowd of foes, himself the chief ; 

In vain his power, in vain liis pomp and pleasure ! 

His guilty tlioughts, those tyrants of the soul. 

Steal in unseen, and stab him in his txium^\i.^art 2 /n,Timoleonn 

I know that there are angry spirits 

And turbulent mutterors of stifled treason 

Who lurk in narrow places, and « alk out 

Mufifled to whisper curses to the night ; 

Disbanded soldiers, discontented ruffians. 

And desperate liberimes who brawl in taverns. 

Hyrow, Doge qf Venice, vi. 1. 
Oh for a tongue to curse the slave, 

Whose treason, like a deadly blight, 

Comes o’er the councils of the brave, 

And blasts them in their hour of might 1 Thos, Moore* 

His country’s curse, his children’s shame, 

Outcast of virtue, peace, and fame. Thos, Moore* 

Who strikes at sov’rei^ power, had need strike home ; 

Dor storms that fail to blow the cedar down. 

May tear the branches, but they fix the roots. J^offreg, 

TREATIES. 

It is a vain attempt 

To bind th* ambitious and unjust by treaties : 

These they elude a thousand specious ways ; 

Or if they cannot find a fair pretext. 

They blush not in the face of heaven to break them. 

Thomson, Coriolanus^ re. 2, 
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Hair, Ringlets. 

Pair trosscs man*s imperial race ensnare, 

And beauij' draws us witk a single hair. Fojpe^ It, of L n. 27. 
TRIFLES— Upstarts. 

Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 

Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys. Sk, Cjfmh, iy. 2. 

Bivers from bubbling springs 

Have rise at first ; and great from abject things. Middleton, 
Thinlc nought a trifle, though it small appear ; 

Small sands the mountain, moments mate the year ; 

And trifles life. Young, Love of Fume, vi. 208. 

TRIFIiER. 

WJiether he measure earth, compute the sea. 

Weigh sunbeams, carve a fly, or split a flea, 

The solemn trifler with his boasted skill 
Toils much, and is a solemn trifler still. Cotiojger, Chavitg, 353. 
TRINITY. 

Since you’re learn ’d in Greek, let's see 
Sometliing against the Trinity. Gay, Fable 10. 

TRIMMERS. 

Wo trimmers are for holding all tilings even : 

Yes— just like him tliat hung ’twixt hell pd heaven. 

How, since the weight hangs all on our side, brother, 

You trimmers should, to poise it, hang on t'other. 

Damn’d neuters, in their middle way of steering. 

Arc neither fish nor flesh, nor good red herring : 

Hor Whigs, nor Tories they ; nor this, nor that ; 

Nor birds, nor beast ; but just a kind of bat, 

A twilight animal, true to neither cause. 

With Tory wings, but Whiggish teeth and claws. 

Drgden, Epilogue, Duke of Quize, 53. 
TROUBLES— Adversity, Distress, Misery, Misfortune, 
j O, how full of briars is this working-day world I 

Troy for ten long years her foes withstood, 

And daily bleedmg boro th' expense of blood : 

How for thick streets it shows an empty space. 

Or fill’d with tombs of her own perish'd race. 

Herself become the sepulchre or what she was. 

Dry den, Fythagorean Phil, {Ovid's Met. xv.) 680 
TRUTH— Falsehood, Fiction, Honour, Lies, Philosophy, Roses. 

The ti’iith you speak, doth lack some gentleness, 

And time to speak it in : you rub the sore, 

"V^en you should bring the plaster. 8h, Temp, ii. 1. 
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TJtUl'H — continued. 

This is all as true as it is strange : 

Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth 

To the end of reckoning. Sh. M.for M. T. 1. 

O, while you live, tell tiTilh, and shame the devil. 

Sh. Ken, IK 1, ill. 1. 

If circumstances lead me, I will find 

Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 

Within the centre. Sh. Kam. ii. 2. 

The truth doth dwell within the holy tables 
Of God’s live word, not in our wanton brain. 

Which daily coining sonic strange error vain 

Tor gold takes lead, for truth clecteth fables. J. SUveeter* 

Truth informs the judgment, rectifies the mind, 

Pleases the understanding, makes the will 
Submit ; the mem’ry, too, it doth fill 
With what do our imaginations please ; 

Likewise it tends our troubles to aiipease. JBani/an. 

Dare to be true, nothing can need a lie ; 

A fault which needs it most, grows two thereby. 

ILerheHt Church Kerch, 

*Twixt truth and error there’s this diffrence anovin. 

Error is fruitful, truth is only one. Kerrick, Ajph, 2o7- 

Thy actions to thy words accord ; thy words 
To thy large heart ^ve utterance due ; thy heart 
Contains of good, wise, just, the perfect shape. 

Milton^ P. B, III. 9 

What is truth, or knowledge, hut a kind 
Of wantonness and luxury o* tu mind, 

A greediness and gluttony o* the brain, 

I’hat longs to eat forbidden fruit again, 

And grows more desp’rate, like the worst diseases 
Upon the nobler part, the mind, it seizes. 

Butler^ Elephani in the Moof 

Tet all of us hold this for true, 

No faith is to the wicked due ; 

For truth is precious and divine. 

Too rich a pearl for carnal swine. Builer, Kud. 2, it. 26i 
True as the dial to the sun, 

Although it be not shin’d upon. Ih. 8, ii. lf>! 

Truth and fiction are so aptly mix’d 

That all seems uniform, and of a piece. won, Koracc, A,J 
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TRT7TH — continued. 

Truth ]ias such a face and such a mien. 

As to be loT*d needs only to be seen. X>ryden,'Hind8[ 
Princes, like beauties, from their youth 
Are strangers to tlic voice of truth. !Fahle x. 

*Tis not enough your counsel shall bo true. 

Blunt tiTxths more mischief than nice falsehoods do. 

Without good breeding, truth is disapprov’d ; 

That only makes superior sense belov’d. Poye, JS, Q, iir. 672. 
Truth needs no flowers of speech. Pope. 

Curse on the coward or perfidious tongue, 

That dares not, even to kings, avow the truth ! 

Thomson, Agamemnon, iir, 1, 
Truth, though sometimes clad 
In painful lustre, yet is always welcome ; 

Bear as the light that shows the lurking rocks : 

*Tis the fair star that, ne’er into the main 
Descending, leads us safe through stormy life. 

Thomson, ni. 

Truth! why shall every wretch of letters 
Dare to speak truth against his betters ! 

Let ragged virtue stand aloof, 

Nor mutter accents of reproof ; 

Let ragged wit a mute become, 

When wealth and.pcwor would have her dumb 

ChitrcUill, Ghost, iii, 875. 
Truths on which depends our main concern, 

That 'tis our shame and misery not to learn. 

Shine by the side of every path we tread 
With such a lustre, he that runs may read. 

Cowper, Tirocinium, 77* 
Marble and recording brass decay, 

And, like tbe ’graver’s memory, pass a'v^ay ; 

The works of man inherit, as is just. 

Their author’s frailty, and return to dust ; 

But Truth divine for ever stands secure, 

1 bs head is guarded, as its base is sure ; 

Fixed in the rolling flood of endless years, 

The pillar of the eternal plan appears ; 

The raving storm and dashing wave defies. 

Built by that Architect who built the skies. Cowper^ 

Can this be true P an arch observer cries, — 

Yes, rather moved, I saw it with these eyes. 

Sir 1 I believe it on that ground alone ; 

I could not had I seen it with my own. 25. Conversatiouj 2dl« 
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TJlITTir. 


TBTTTH — eonlimted. 

All truth is precious, if not all divine, 

And what dilates the pow’rs must needs refine. 

Coio^eri Charity^ 331. 

The sages say, dame truth delights to, dwell, 

Strange mansion! in tlie bottom of a well. 

Questions are, tlien, tlio windlass and the rope 
That pull the grave old gentlewoman up. 

Pete)* Pindar, BirtJt-day Ode^ 
All that I know is, that the facts I state 
Are true as truth luis ever been of late. Byron, D. J*. vr. 85. 
’Tis strange, but true, for truth is always strange ; 

Stranger than fiction ; if it could be told. 

How much would novels gain hy the cvehange I 
How di/Tcrcntly the world would men behold ! 

How oft would vice and virtue places cliangc ; 

The new world would be nothing to the old, 

If some Columbus of the moral seas 

Would show mankind their soul’s antipodes. Ih. xiv. 101. 

Truth’s fountains may be clear—hcr streams are muddy, 
And cut through sueli canals of contradiction, 

That she must often navigate o’er fiction. Ib, JD. J, xv. 88. 

Ho words siinice the secret soul to show 

Por truth denies all eloquence to woe. Pj. Corsair, iir. 22. 

Fair Truth’s immortal son 
Is sometimes hid in clouds ; not that her light 
Is in itself defective, but obscured 
By our weak prejudice, imperfect faith, 

And all the thousand causes which obstruct 

The growth of goodness. Hannah Horc. 

The real nobility of birth 

To age, maturity, or youth, 

The very crown of creature worth 

Is easy, guileless, open truth. Tapper, Vroverl), Philos phy. 

Truth! Truth! where is the sound 
Of thy calm, unfiatt’ring voice to be found ? 

Wo may go to tbe Senate, whore Wisdom rules. 

And find but deceiv’d or deceiving fools : 

V^o dare trust the sages of old. 

When one shall unsay what another has told.P 

And even the lips of childliood and youth 

But rarely echo the tones of Truth. PUza CooTc, Shtnza'i, . 

Who never doubted, never half believed. 

Where doubt, there truth is, ’tis her shadow. Bailey, FcMis, 3.>. 
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TETTTH — continued. 

How oft it pains historians to relate 

The truth wHch Truth obliges them to state : 

Colman^ Vagaries^ Tivo J^assxons^ 

TULIPS, 

Then comes the tulip race, where beauty plays 
Her idle freaks ; from family difiused 
To family, as flies the father dust, 

The varied colours run ; and while they break 
On the charmed eye, the exultino florist mnrLs, 

With secret pride, the wonders of his hand, fhonison, Sjp, 536* 
TUMTULT— Moh, Babble. 

As when in tumults rise th* ignoble crowd, 

Mad are their motions, and their tongues are loud, 

And stones and brands in rattling furies fly, 

And all the rustic arms which fuiy can supply. 

Then if some ^'ave and pious man appear. 

They hush their noise, and lend a hstening ear. Drgden^ 

TUBKEYS. 

How bless ’d, how envied were our life, 

Could we but *scape the poulterer's knife ! 

But man, curs’d man, on turkeys pre3’s, 

And Christmas shoi*tens all our days : 

Sometimes with oysters we combine 
Sometimes assist the savoury chine. 

From the low peasant to the lord. 

The turkey smokes on every board. Gray, Fable 33. 

TUBBPIKE BOAB. 

What a delightful thing’s a turnpike road ! 

So smooth, so level, such a mode of shaving 
The earth, as scarce the eagle in the broad 
Air can accomplish, with its wide wings waving ; 

Had such been cut in Phseton’s time, the Grod 
Had told his son to satisfy his craving 
With the York mail ; — ^but onward as we roll, 

“ Surgit amari aliquid ” — ^the toll 1 Byron^ D, J, x. 73. 

TUBTLB. 

Good, well-dress’d turtle beats them hollow. 

It almost makes me wish, I vow, 

To have two stomachs, like a cow I 

And lo ! as with the cud, an inward thrill 

l^heavcd his waistcoat and disturb’d his frill, 

His mouth was oozing, and he work’d his jaw— 

I almost think that I could eat one raw!’ T* Sood 
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TTOCZENHAM. 

Blasted with, siglis, and surrounded vritli tears. 

Hither I come to seek the spring. 

And at mine eyes, and at mine oars, 

Jtteceive such balm as else cures everything ; 

But 0, self-traitor, I do bring 

The spider love, which transubstantiates all, 

And can convert manna to gall, 

And that this place may thoroughlv be thought 
True Paradise, I have the serpent brought. 

Donne, Twichenham Garden 
Enow, all the distant din the world can keep, 

Bolls o’er my grotto and but soothes my sleep. 

There my retreat the best companions grace. 

Chiefs out of war and statesmen out of place. 

There St. J olin mingles with my friendly bowl 
The feast of reason and the flow of soul. 

JPojpe, ImU, ofJTor, ii, 123. 
Thou who slialt stop where Thames’ ti^slucent wave 
Shines, a broad mirror, througli the shady cave. 

Where lingering dro^js from mineral roofs distil, 

And pointed crystals break tlio sparkling rill ; 

IJnpolish’d gems no ray on pride bestow. 

And latent metals innocently glow. 

Approach ! great nature, studiousl v behold 
And eye the mine without a wish for gold. 

Pope, on Tits Grolto at TmeJeenham, 
Slow let us trace the matcliless Yale of Thames ; 

Pair winding up to where the Muses haunt, 

In Twit’nam’s bowers, and for their Pope implore. 

Thomson, Summer, 1424. 

TWHIGHI— Evening, Eight, Sunset. 

Soft hour I which wakes the wish* and melts the heart 
Of those who sail the seas, on the first day, 

When they from their sweet Mends are torn apart, 

Or fills with love the pilgrim on his way. 

As the far bell of vesper makes him start. 

Seeming to weep the dying day’s decay ; 

Is this a fancy which our reason scorns P 

Ah 1 surely nothing dies but something mourns ! 

Byron, D, J. iir. 124. 

The sun does not gladden a moment so sweet. 

The moon does not shine on so lovely an hour, 

As the soft one w here light and obscurity meet. 

And the world is half veil’d by its shadowy power. 21 Moore 
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TWILIGHT— TTBJlKNT, TXBJLKTS. 

TWILIGHT — eontimied. 

0 t\riligLt ! spirit tliat dost render birth 
To dim enchantments —melting heaven to earth— 

Leaving on craggy hills and running streams 
A softness like uie atmosphere of dreams. 

JSon, Mrs, Norton t Bream, 

TWINS. 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem. 8h, Mid, N, iii. % 
TntANNY, TYEANTS— ««« Aggression, Ueroy, Necessity, Treason. 

I grant him bloody. 

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful, 

Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin 

That has a name* Sh, Mach. iv. 3 j 

How can tyrants safely govern home, ^ 

Unless abroad they purchase great alliance. JT. vh 3, iii. 3, 
He hath no friends, but what are friends for fear ; ^ 

Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him. Bie, m, v. 
Till now you have gone on, and filled the time 
With aU licentious measure, making your wills 
The scope of justice j till now, mysdift and such 
As slept within the shadow of your power, 

Have wandered with our travers’d arms, and breath’d 
Our sufferance vainly. Sh. Timon^ v* 5* 

1 know him tyrannous ; and tyrants* feai*s ^ , 

Decrease not, but grow faster than their years. Sh. Perie, i.2. 

’Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to kiss. Sh. Per. i. 2 . 

'Twixt kings and tyrants there’s tliis difference known — * 
Kings seek their subjects’ good, tyrants their own. 

® Rerrich,AphrM)o. 

Justice is lame, as well as blind, amongst us : 

The laws, corrupted to their ends that make them, 

Serve but for instruments of some new tyranny, 

That every day starts up f enslave us deeper. 

Oiwap, Ten. Pres, 

Wlien force invades the -gift of nature, life. 

The eldest law of nature; bids defence 5 - * 

And if in that defence a iyranfc’ fail, ' 

His death’s his crime’, not ours. Jjrpdtn, 

To send the injur'd unredress’d away. 

How great soever the offender, and the wrong d 
However obscure, is wicked, weak and vile, — 

Degrades, deflles* and sLould dethrone a king. ^ 

SniolleU, Pcfftnde, 
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TTHANNY, TTEAKTS. 

TYEAlOTr, TYEANTS~tfo»^i!W?«^^. 

Fear not that tyrants shall rule for ever. 

Or the priests of the bloody’- faith ; 

They stand on the brink of that mighty river 
Whose -waves they have tainted with death. 

’Tis fed from the depths of a thousand dells ; 

Around them it foams, and rages, and swells ; 

Their swords and their sceptres I floating see. 

Like -wrecks in the serge of eternity ! Shelley ^ 

Think’st thou there is no tyranny but that 
Of blood and chains P The despotism of rice — 

The weakness and the wickedness of luxury — 

The negligenee—the apathy—the evils 
Of sensual sloth — ^produce ten thousand tyrants. 

Whose delegated erueliy surpasses 
The worst acts of one energetic master, 

However harsh and hard in his own beai*ing. 

JByron, Sardampalm^ i, 2* 

Tyranny 

Is far the worst of treasons. Dost thou deem 
Hone rebels except subjects ? The prmce who 
Heglects or violates his trust is more 

A brigand than the robber chief. Byron, Tm Foscart, ii. 1.. 

They have gone beyond 
Even their exorbitance of power ; and wheu 
This happens in the most contemn’d and abject 
States, stung humanity will rise to clieck it, Byron, Ib. u, 1. 
His country’s wrongs, and his despair to save her, 

Had stung iiim from a slave to an enslaver. Ih, v. 53^ 

Goaded by ambition’s sting 
The hero sunk into the king ! 

Then he fell — so perish all 

Who would men by man enthral ! Byron, Waterloo^ 

Tyrants, the comets of their kind. 

Whoso withering influence ran 
Through all the promise of the mind. 

And smote and mildew’d man. James Uontyomery, 

Power is a curse when in a tyrant’s hands. 

But in a bigot tyrant’s — treble curse. Jos. Miller, Mahomet* 
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TTKCBBTAUrTT— USE, rSEETOinESS. 


tTBCEETAnTTY. 

Uncertainty ! 

Fell demon of our fears 1 Tlie Luman soul, 

Tliat can support despair, supports not thee,Mcell6/,Mits/aj>/ta, 
Feally if a man won’t let us know 

TJiat lie’s alive, lie’s dead, or sliould be so. Jsyron^ Be^jpo, 35. 
racLE. 

IHit, tut ! 

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle. 8h, Mic, JU ii. 3 


FmFAirHElTLNESS 

WLo sliould be trusted now, wben one’s riglit band 
Is peijured to tbe bosom P Proteus, 

I am sorry I must never trust tbee more. 

But count tbe world a stranger for iby sake. 

Tlie private wound is deepest. SJi. Ttoo G. v. 4. 


ITT^XTEDEEiSS — see Priendsbip. 

In nature there’s no blemish but the mind ; 

None can be call’d deform’d, but the un\ind : 

Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, o’erflourish’d by the devil. 8h, T, JSfi, ill, 4. 
UPSTARTS. 

It is a note 

Of upstart greatness to observe and watch 

For those poor trifles, which the noble mind 

Neglects and scorns. Be?i Jonson, Sejanus. 


How insolent is upstart pride I 
Hadst thou not thus with insult vam. 
Provok’d my patience to complain. 

I had concealed thy meaner birth, 
Nor trac’d thee to the scum of earth. 


Gay, Fcthle 14. 


All upstarts, insolent in place, 

Bemind us of their vulgar race. Gary, Fahle 24. 


USE, USEPTTLlSrESS. 

Naught so vile that on the earth doth live. 

But to the earth some special good doth give j 
Nor aught so good, but, strain a from that fair use, 

[Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse ; 

Virtue itself turns vice, bein^ misapplied ; 

And vice sometimes ’s by action dignified. 8h. Bom. ii. 3. 

Foul cankering rust the hidden treasure frets, 

But gold that’s put to use, more gold begets. 

Shahesyeare {from Allctt^s Famassus}„ 
UU 
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vs UUPEliS, USUEP.^TI0:5r — ^TALEKTIKfiK. 

USV&PEUS, VSVRPATIOlSr. 

A sceptre^ snatcli’d witli an unruly Iiand, 

Must be as boisterously maintaiu’d as gain’d. Sli.K. John, rn.4 

Thougli usurpers svray tlie rule aw bile. 

Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth wrongs. 

Sh> Ken, VI, 3, iii. 3 

Power usurp’d, like stol’n delight. 

Is more bewitching than the right. ’Butler, Kudihras 

Slings w’ho did crowns unjustly get, ' 

In hell ou burning thrones are set : 

And, oh ! uneasily their crowns they wear, 

And their own guilt amidst the guards they fear ; 

Cares, when they wake, their minds unquiet keep. 

And ghosts, in visions, lord it o’er their sleep. Dryden, Temp, 

VACUITY— Polly, Stupidity. 

The fool of nature stood with stupid eyes. 

And gaping mouth that testified surprise. 

Dryden, Cymon and Iphigenia, 107’ 
He trudged along, unknowing what he sought, 

And w^histled as he went, for w'ant of thought. 

Dry den, Cymon and Ipli, i. 84. 
You beat your pate, and fancy wit will come, 

Knock as you please, there’s nobody at home. Pope, Epigram, 

VA&ABOND. * 

Headstrong, determined in his own career, 

He thought reproof unjust, aud truth severe ; 

The soul’s disease was to its crisis come, — 

He first abus’d, and then abjur’d his home ; 

And when he chose a vagabond to be, 

He made his shame his glory — “ I’ll be free !” Cowper. 

VAIENTINES, VALENTINE’S DAY. 

This day dame Hature seemed in love. 

The lusty, sap began to move, 

Presh juice did stir th’ embracing vines. 

And birds had drawn their valentines. Sir K, IFolton, 

They are those wing’d postillions that can fly, 

PVom the Antarctic to the Arctic sky ; 

The heralds and swift harbingers that move 
Prom east to west on embassy of love. 

Jas. Kowell, Poems on Belters,. 



65 ^ 


VALENTINES, VALENTINE S DAT — ^VANITY. 


VALENTINES) VALENTINE’S DAY — conimmd^ 

Oft Lave I beard both youths and virgins say, 

Birds choose their mates, and couple too, this day ; 

But by their flight I never can divine 
When I shall couple with my Valentine. 

HerricJc^ A)nato)*y Odes^ 188. 
What, conscience, say, is it in thee, 

When I a heart had none. 

To take away that heart from me. 

And to retain thine own P 
For shame, or pity now incline 
To play a loving part ; 

Either to send me kindly thine. 

Or give mo back my heart. 

Covet not both ; but if thou dost 
Kesolve to pai-t with neither. 

Why, yet to shew that thou art just, 

Take me and mine together. Herrick, Amatory Odes, 41» 


Apollo has peeped through the shutter, 

And awaken’d the witty and fair ; 

The boarding-school belle’s in a flutter, 

The twopenny post’s in despair •, 

The broaih of the morning is flinging 
A magic on blossom and spray. 

And cockneys and sparrows are singing 

In chorus on Valentine’s Day. JPraed, \^tli of Fehruain^. 

On pspor curiously shaped 
Scribblers to-day of every sort, 

In versos Valentines y’clep’d. 

To Venus chime their annual court. 

I too will swell the motley throng, 

And greet the all auspicious day. 

Whose privilege permits my song, 

My love thus secret to convey. 

YALOTO— Contempt, Coorage. ^ 

Fear to do base unworthy things is valour; 

J f they be done to ns, to sufler them 

Is valour too. JBen jonsonf New Inn* 


Valour employ’d in an ill quarrel, turns 
To cowardice ; and virtue then puts on 
Foul vice's vizor. 

VANITY— Delights. ^ 

Light vanity, (insatiate cormorant 
Consuming means) soon jireys upon itself. 


Ma <3 singer* 


Sh, Bic. lU IT. !• 

uu 2 
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TAJriTr— TAEIETr. 


TATTITT — continited. 

Hoy day, wliafc a sweep of vanity comes tlds way. 8h 2^7#?. r. 2. 

Wliere now, yo lying vanities of life ! 

Ye ever- tempting, over-clieating train I 
"WTioro are ye now ? and wL.at is your amount P 
Yexation, disappointment, and remorse. 

Sad, sickening tliouglit! and yet deluded man, 

A scene of crude disjointed visions past. 

And broken slumbers, rises still resolved, 

With new-flushed hopes, to run the giddy round. 

Thomson^ Ifznter, 209. 
She, who fond of dress, of painfe, and place. 

Aims but to be a goddess in the face, 

Sinks, as her beauty fades and passion cools, 

The scorn of coxcombs, and the jest of fools. Jas» Cuwfhorn. 
But one admirer has the painted lass ; 

i^^orfiiidsthatone,but inher looking g\kas,Youn^,L,ofF.v. 220* 
What dotage will not vanity maintain ? 

What web too weak to catch a modern brain ? Cowper,JSxp.62S, 
Ecclesiastes said that all is vanity— 

Moat modern preachers say the same, or show it 
By their examples of true Christianity ; 

In short, all know, or very soon may know it ; 

And in this scone of all-confessed inanity, 

By saict, by sage, by preacher, and by poet. 

Must I restrain me through the fear of strife, 

Erom holding up tlie notlungness of life ? Bi^ron, D. J. vii. 6. 

The fool of vanity ; for her alone 

He lives, loves, writes — and dies but to be known. 

Canning, Nmo Morality, Anti Jacobin, 236. 
Thus felt Sir Owen as a man whose cause 
Is very good — it had his own applause. Crahbe, 

TAEIETT — see Change. 

Variety’s the source of joy below, 

From which still fresh revolving pleasures flow ; 

In books and love, the mind one end pursues. 

And only change the expiring flame renews. 14 

Nature, through all her works, in great degree. 

Borrows a blessing from varie^. 

Music itself her needful aid requires 
To rouse the soul, and wake our dying fires. 

Churchill, Apology, 370 

Varietj-’s the very spice of life, 

That gives it all its flavour. Cotoper, Taik, n. 606. 
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VENICE. 

I stood in Venice, on the Bridge of Sighs, 

A. palace and a prison on each hand : 

I saw from out the ware her structures rise 
As from the stroke of the enchanter’s and : 

A thousand years their cloudy wings expand 
Around me, and a dying Glory smiles 
O’er the far times, where many a subject land 
Look’d to the winged Lion’s marble piles, 

Where Venice sat in state, thron’d on her hundred isles! 

Ch, JEL, it. 1« 

In Venice Tasso’s echoes are no more. 

And silent rows the songlcss gondolier ; 

Her palaces arc crumbling to the shore. 

And music meets not always now the car : 

Those days are gone, but Beauty still is here. 

States fall, arts fade, but nature doth not die. 

Nor yet forget how Venice once was dear, 

The pleasant place of all festivity, 

The revel of tlie earth, the masque of Italy I li. CA. JS. it. 3« 
I loved her from my boyhood ; she to me 
Was as a fairy city of the heart, 

Hising hke water-columns from the sea, 

Of joy the sojourn, and of wealth the mart ; 

And Otway, Kadclifie, Schiller, Shakespeare’s art, 

Had stamp’d her image in me. Byron^ Ch, H. it. 18. 

VENISON. 

Thanks, my lord, for your yenison, for finer or fatter 
Ne’er ranged in a forest, or smoked in a platter ; 

The haunch was a picture for painters to study, 

The fat was so white, and the Jean was so ruddy. 

Goldsmith, Haunch of Venison, 1. 

VENGEANCE. 

I shall see 

The winged vengeance overtake such children. Sh, Lear, iii.7. 
VENTTIEINCI— Ambition, Banger, Baring. 

ines out of hope are compass'd oft with venturing. 

® ^ Sh Fen. ^ Ad. 95. 

fEN CTS. 

Creator Venus, genial power of love, 

V e bliss of men below, and gods above ! 

Beneath the sliding sun thou runn’st thy race, 

Lost fairest shine, and best become thy place ; 

For thee the winds their eastern blasts forbear, 

Thy month reveals the spring, and opens all the year $ 
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VENTTS— COM 

Thee, goddess, thee the storms of winter fly, 

Earth smiles with flowers renewing, laughs the sky, 

And birds to lays of love their tuneful notes apply; 

For thee the lion loathes the taste of blood. 

Dr^derif Palanion and Arctie, III. 125* 
O, Venus hail ! all hail immortal Queen ! 

Thou rei^’st unbounded o’er the human scene. 

Where the bright Thames shines forth in azure pride. 

To where the Ganges rolls its foamy tide. 

Where the redundSnt Nile expands his course. 

Or Niagara throws her headlong force ; 

Still from the east to west, from pole to pole. 

Thou e’er shall rule great Sovereign of the whole. MS» 
VEEBOSITY. 

He draweth out the thread of his verbosity 
Finer than the staple of his argument. S/i, Love's L, L, v. 1, 
VEESE— Poetry, Ehyme. 

A verse may find him who a sermon flies. 

And turn delight into a sacrifice. G. JBLerhert^ Church Porch. 
I’ll versify in spite, and do my best. 

To make as much waste paper as the rest. Bidden. 

Of little use, the man you may suppose, 

Who says in verse what others say m prose ; 

Yet let me show a poet’s of some weignt, 

And (though no soldier) useful to the state. 

What will a child learn sooner than a song? 

What better teach a foreigner the tongue ? 

What’s long or short, each accent where to place ? 

And speak in public with some sort of grace ? 

Popcy hn\t. of Horace^ 2, i. 201. 
r was a poet too but modern taste 
Is so refined and delicate and chaste, 

Thai verse, whatever fire the fancy warms, 

Without a creamy smoothness has no charms. 

Thus, all success depending on an ear, 

And thinking I might pur^ase it too dear, 

If sentiment were sacrific’d to sound. 

And truth cut short to make a period round, 

I judg’d a man of sense could scarce do worse 

Than caper in the morris-dance of verse. Cotoper , Ta.Talh, 510L 

Verse sweetens toil, however rude the sound ; 

AH at her works the village maiden sings ; 

Nor, as she turns the gidc^ wheel around, 

Hevolves the sad vicissitudes of things. R. &ifford,ConUmpl^ 
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VICE — see Crime, Sin. 

Tliero IS no vice so simple, but assumes 

Some mark of virtue on ids outward part. Sh, II. of Yen. iir. 2. 

Few love to bear tbe sins they love to act. Sh. Perh. i. 1. 

Tbe gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 

Make instruments to scourge us. S7i. Lear^ v. 3. 

Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied , 

And vice sometimes ’s by action dignified. Sh, Bom. il. 3. 
O, what a mansion have those vices got. 

Which for their habitation chose out thee ; 

Where beauty's veil doth cover every blot, 

A nd all things turn to fair, that eyes can sec I S7i. Son, 96. 
Vice never doth her just hate so provoke 
As when she rageth under virtue’s cloak. C7iapman, 

I hate when vice can bolt her arguments. 

And virtue has no tongue to check her pride. Milton^ Com.7Q0, 
JSTo penance can absolve our guilty fame ; 

Nor tears, that wash out sin, can wash out shame. 

Prior, Henr^ and JSmma, 
Count all th* advantage prosp rons vice attains, 

’Tis but what virtue flies from, and disdains. Pope,p}.M.T7.BQ. 
Vice is a monster of so frightful mien, 

As to be hated needs but to be seen ; 

Yet seen too oft, familiar with her face, 

We first endure, then pity, then embrace. Pope, JE.M, it. 217. 

When to mischief mortals bend ibeir will, 

How soon they find fit instruments of ill ! Ib, B.of L, iir. 126. 
When men of infamy to grandeur soar. 

They light a torch to shew their shame the more, 

Those governments which curb not evil’s cause I 

And a rich knave *s a libel on our laws. Young, L. ofF, 1. 

Ah, vice ! how soft are thy voluptuous ways 1 

While boyish blood is mantling, who can ’scape 

The fascination of thy magic gaze ? Byron, CTi. H. i. 66. 

Who called thee vicious was a Ijing elf, 

Thou art not vicious, thou art vice itself. Men' Hal, xi. 92. 

VIOE-OHANGEII.OES. 

Vice-Chancellors, whoso knowledge is but small, 

And Chancellors, who nothing know at all : 

Dl-brook*d the generous spirit in those days 
When learning was the certain road to praise. 

Churohill, Aitt7iorf 26t 
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YICISSmjDE-Jff^ Misforttine 

But yesterday tlie word of Csesar miglit 
Have stood against the world ; now lies he there, 

And none so poor to do Mm reverence. Sh, Jal, C. iii% Si 
Think on the slippery state of human things. 

The strange vicissitudes and sudden turns 
Of war and fate, recoiling on the proud, 

To crush a merciless and cruel victor : 

Think there are bounds of fortune, set above 
Periods of time, and progress of success, 

Which none can stop before th’ appointed limits, 

And none can push beyond. Dry den, Love THumpltant, 

A blossom full of promise is life's joy, 

That never comes to fruit. Hope, for a time, 

Suns the young floweret in its gladsome light. 

And it looks flourishing — a little while ^ 

*Tis pass'd, we know not whither, but *tis gone. L, JE. Laiidon, 

VICTOET. ^ 

So fought, so follow'd, and so fairly won. 

Came not till now, to dignify the times, 

Since Caesar’s fortune. Sh. Hev. iv, 2, i. 1. 

Thus far our fortune keeps an onward course, 

And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory. S/i. JI, VL 3, v. 3. 
It is not victory to win the field. 

Unless we make our enemies to yield 

More to our justice, than our force ; and so 

As well instruct, as overcome our foe. JSohert GomersaL 

There is a tear for all who die, 

A mourner o’er the humblest grave ; 

But nations swell the funeral cry, 

And triilmph weeps above the brave. 

Dyrou, Death of Sir P. ParJeer* 
Crown ye the brave ! crown y’e the brave ! 

As through your streets they ride, 

And the sunheams dance on the polish'd arms 
Of the warriors, side by side ; 

Shower on them your sweetest flowers. 

Let the air ring with their praise. Mrs* Semansk 

VILLACIEB. 

The villager, horn humbly and bred hard. 

Content his wealth, and poverty his guard, 

In action simply just, in conscience clear. 

By guilt untainted, undisturb'd by fearjj, 



viLLi.aEE — riEirE. 


6G5 


VZU^GEB — continmd. 

His means but scanty^ and Lis wants but few, 

Labour liis business, and Lis pleasure too. 

Enjoys more comforts in a single Lour 
Than ages give tLe wretcL condemn’d to po\rcr. 

C TT.T.ATKT S VILLANY. ChurthiU, QoUiam, Il7. 

WLicL is tLe villain ? Let me see Lis eyes ; 

TLat wLen T note aiiotLer man like Lini, 

I may avoid Lim. Sk, M* Jdo,y. 1- 

TLe multiplying villanies of nature 

Do swarm upon Lim. Sh. Mach. i. !• 

A fellow by the Land of nature mark’d, 

Quoted, and sign’d, to do a deed of sLame.^SA. K. Jokn^ iv.2. 
TLings ill-got Lad ever bad success. Sh. Hen. vi, 3, ii. 2. 
Do but observe tLe face of villany. 

How different from tLe brow of innocence ! 

See wLat a settled gloom obscures Lis visage, 

Sure emblem of tLe Lorror of Lis breast, 

Where Lis false heart enthron’d in native darkness 
(Unconscious and un wishing for l^e light), ^ 

Broods o'er new treasons, and enjoys the mischief. Sowardm 
VIB0IKS — see ICaidenLood. 

WLat tender maid but must a victim fall 
To one man’s treat, but for another’s ball ? 

^V^en Florio speaks, what virgin could withstand, 

Tf gentle Damon did not squeeze her Land ? 

With vaiying vanities, from every part, 

They shift the moving toyshop of their heart ; 

Wliere wigs with wigs, sword-knots with sword-knots strive. 
Beaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches drive. 

VniTirE— Conduct, Puritans, Vice. Hope, It. of It. I. 95* 

Virtue is more amiable and more sweet, 

When virtue and true majestie do meet. JEd. Spencer^ 

I held it ever. 

Virtue and knowledge were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches ; careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expCiid ; 

But immortality attends tho former. 

Making a man a god. Sh. Peric. in. 2« 

Heaven doth with ns, as we with torclies do ; 

Hot light them for themselves ; for if our virtues 

Did not go forth of us, ’twore all alike 

As if w© had thorn not. Sh. M.for M. i# m» 
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Her virtues, graced with extcraal gifts, 

Do breed love's settled passions in my heart. SLSen.ri,J»YJSt 

I’ll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind ; 

And would my fatlier had left mo no more I 
Dor all the rest is held at such a rate, 

As brings a thousand fold more care to keep, 

Than in possession any jot of pleasure, S/i. Sen* VL -h ii. 2. 

Men’s evil manners live in brass ; their \ irtues 

"We write in water. S/i. J£en. viii, iv. 2. 

Assume a virtue, if you have it not. Sh» 21am. iii. 4 

Virtue dies not, her tomb wc need not raise. 

Let them trust tombs who have outliv’d their praise. 

IVios. Bastard, 

Virtue in greatest danger is most shown, 

And though oppress’d, yet never is o’erthrown. S. Danish 

Virtue makes honour, as the soul doth sense. 

And merit far exceeds inheritance. Geo. Chapman. 

The path that leads to virtue’s court is narrow. 

Thorny, and up a hill, a bitter journey : 

JBut being gone through, you find all heavenly sweets ; 

Th* entrance is all flinty j but at th’ end 
To towers of pearls and crystal you ascend- 77m ?. Dehher. 
Virtue abhors to wear a borroiv’d face. Thos, Dehker. 

Virtue, if not in action, is a vice ; 

And, when womovonot forward, wo go backward. Massinger. 

Virtue may bo assail’d, but never hurt ; 

Surpris’d by unjust force, but not enthrall’d ; 

Yea, even that which mischief meant most harm, 

Shall in the happy trial prove most glory. Milton, Comus, 589. 

Tf Virtue’s self were lost, we might 
TVom your fair mind new copies write. 

All things but one you can restore : 

The heart you get returns no more. JSd. Waller. 

If there’s a power above us. 

And that there is all nature cries aloud 
Thro’ all her works, he must delight in virtue : 

Aaid that which he delights in mus>t be hnpiy Addison, Cato. 

The virtuous nothing fear but life with shame. 

And death’s a pleasant road that leads to fame. 

Laiisdoicne, Verses toriiten in ld9(X 
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TIBTTTE — continued. 

Shall ignorance of good and ill 
Dare to direct th* eternal will ? 

Seek virtue ; and, of that possessed, 

To Providence resign the rest. Fable 39* 

Why to true merit sliould they have regard ? 

They know that virtue is its own reward. Fp. toJfeihuen, 
Virtue she finds too painful an endeavour, 

^/ontent to dwell in decencies for ever. Pope, M. F, ii. 163. 
Virtuous and vicious every man must be, 

Pew in th* extreme, but all in the degree. Pope, F M. i. 231« 
Count all th’ advantage prosperous Vice attains, 

*T^s but what Virtue mes from and disdains : 

And grant the bad what happiness they would. 

One they must want — which is, to pass for good. 

Pope, F. II.iY.B9, 

But sometimes virtue starves while vice is fed. 

What then is the reward of virtue — ^bread ? Pope,F.M.\Y.\^, 

What nothing earthly gives, or can destroy,— 

The soul's cafin sunshine, and the heartfelt joy,— 

Is virtue's prize ; a better would you fix ? 

Then give humility a coach and six, 

Justice a conqueror's sword, or truth a gown, 

Or public spirit, its great cure, a crown. Pope, F. M. iv. 167. 
Know then this truth, enough for man to know, 

Virtue alone is happiness below. Pope, F. M. iv. 309. 

Virtue may choose the high or low degree, 

*Tis just mike to Virtue and to me ; 

Dwell in a monk, or light upon a king, 

She*s still the same belov’d contentecT thing. 

Pope, Fpilogue to the Satires, 1. 136. 
What, what is virtue, but repose of mind, 

A pure ethereal calm, that knows no storm ; 

Above the reach of wild Ambition’s wind, 

Above those passions that this world deform, 

And torture man. Thomson, Castle of Indolence, 1. 16. 

There breathes a felt divinity in na.ture. 

In candid, unassuming, generous virtue, ^ 

Whose very silence speata, and which inspires, 

Without proud formm lessons, a disdain 

Of mean injurious vice. Thomson, 

Keep virtue's simple patli before yo^ oyes, * o 

JSfor think from evil good can ever rise. Ib* Tancred, V. oi 
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Viibl'UJS — continued. 

Believe tlie muse, tlie wintry blast of death 
JSjUs not the buds of virtue ; no they spread. 

Beneath the heavenly beams of brighter suns. 

Thro’ endless ages, into higher powers Thom son, Summer^o^li 
The generous pride of virtue 
Disdains to weigh, too nicely, the returns 
Her bounty meets with. Like the liberal gods. 

From her own gracious nature she bestows, 

Hor stoops to ask reward Thomson* 

Well may your hearts believe the truth T tell ; 

*Tis virtue makes the bliss, where'er we dwell. 

Collins, Onenial JEclogues, 1, 
The virtuous to tj^ose mansions go 
Where pleasures unembitter d flow, 

Where, leading up a jocund band, 
y^our and Youth dance hand in hand, 

Whilst Zephyr, ith harmonious gales, 

Pipes softest music through the vales. 

And Spring and Flora, gaily crown'd, 

With velvet ' arpet spread the ground ; 

With livelier blush here roses bloom, 

And every slirub respires perfume. Churchill, Ghost, ii. 401. 
Weak is that throne, and in itself unsound. 

Which takes not solid vii*tue for its ground lb. Gotham, 107. 
Whatever farce the boastful hero plays, 

Yirtue alone has majesty in death. Young, N. T. it. 650i, 

Virtue, not rolling suns, the mind matures. 

That Hfe is long, which answers life's great end. 

The time that bears no fruit, deserves no name ; 

The man of wisdom is the man of years. Young, N. T. V.772L 
Virtue alone outbuilds the Pyramids ; 

Her monuments shall last, when Egypt's fall. 

Young, lY. T. vi. 312. 

Virtue, our present peace, our future prize, 

Man's unprecarious, natural estate. 

Improvable at will, in virtue lies ; 

Its tenure sure ; its income is divine. Young, N. T. vi. 479L 
Virtue, the strength and beauty of the soul, 

Is the best gift of Heaven ; a happiness 
That, even above the smiles and trowus of fate, 

Eralts great Nature's favourites ; a wealth 
That ne*er encumbers, nor can be transforr’d. 

Jj'mstrong, Art of Tres. II. iv. 284. 
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VIRWE — continited^ 

Virtue and sense are one; and, trust me, still 
A faitMess heart betrays the head unsound* : 

Virtue (for mere good nature is a fool) 

Is sense and spirit, with humanity; 

’Tis sometimes angry, and its frown confounds ; 

’Tis even vindictive, but in vengeance just ; 

JBmayes fain would laugh at it ; some great ones dare ; 

But in his heart the most undaunted son 

Of fortune dreads its name and awful charms. Ib, iv. 265. 

A virtuous deed should never be delay’d, 

The impulse comes from Heav’n, and he who strives 
A moment to repress it, disobeys 

The god within Jiis mind. Alex* Doio, Sethona., 

The only amaranthine flower on earth 

Is virtue, the only lasting treasure, truth. Cov)jper,Tas7e,ni3^%. 

- All private virtue is the public fund : 

As that abounds, th* state decays, or thrives : 

Each should contribute to the general stock, 

And who lends most, is most Ins country’s friend. 

Jepbeon, Braganxa* 

In vii*tues nothing earthly could surpass her, 

Savo thine ** ini omparable oil,” Macassar ! "Byron^ D, Jl 1. 17. 

Vice must have \ ariety, while virtue 

Stands like the sun, and all which rolls around 

Brinks life, and ligct, and glory from her aspect. Byron* 

VIRTUOSO — see Antiquary, Collector. 

His mansion was tho pink of taste and art : 

His charming pictures 1 — oJi, how they delighted you I 
In his saloon, Egyptian monsters frighted you : 

And pagods, on his stair-case, made you start. 

Nothing surpass’d his carpets, and Ins draperies. 

His clocks, chairs, tables, sofas, ottomans ; — ; 

His rooms were crowded with Etruscan aperies, 

Eine noseless busts, and Eoman pots, and pans. 

He had a marble Venus, on a stand, 

Wanting a leg, and a right hand ; 

A sweeter piece of art was never fonnd ; 

Had not those brutes, tbe sailors, rot ’em ! 

In bringing her from Home, knock’d off her bottom. 

She wouldnave sold for thirty thousand pound. 

Uohnan, Vagaries^ Two Ba/rsoju* 



670 


TI\EN — TOWS 


VIXEN. 

Doubt not her care should be 
To comb your noddle with a tliree-legg’d stool, 

And paint your face, and use you like a fool. S/i* Tam, S. 1. 1« 
VOCATION. 

^Tis no sin for a man to labour in bis Tocation. ShS,lv.l,i.2* 
VOICE see Eloq.ueiice, Singing. ^ 

Her voice was ever soft, 

Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman. Sh, Zear, v. S, 
Her voice, the music of the spheres. 

So loud, it deafens mortal ears. Butler, Sud, 2, i. 417- 
His voice, more gentle than the summer’s breeze, 

That mildly whispers tlirough the waving trees. 

Soft as the nightingale’s complaining song, 

Or murm’ring cuiTents as they roll along. Bryden, Bon Seb, 
His voice no touch of harmony admits, 

Irregularly deep, and shrill by fits ; 

The two extremes appear like man and wife, 

Coupled together for the sake of strife. ChurcMlf, Bose, 103. 
O ye voices round my own hearth singing ! 

As the winds of May to memory sweet. 

Might I yet return, a worn heart bringing, 

Would those vernal tones the wanderer greet ? Mrs, Remans, 
The voice that won me first ! 

O, what a tide of recollections rush 

Upon my drowning soul I Mrs. Louisa J. Rail {A^n,), 

VOLCANO. 

The dread volcano ministers to good : 

Its smother’d flames might undermine the world ; 

Loud ^tnas fulmiuate in love to man. Young, N, T, ix. 489. 
VOWELS. 

We arc little airy creatures. 

All of difierent voice and features ; 

One of us in cflaHs is set. 

One of us jou’ll find in^c^. 

T’other you may see in tin. 

And the fourth a box within. 

If the fifth you should pursue. 

It can never fly from you, Stc^fU 

YOWB-see Oaths. 

Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken. 8h, Two Q, ii. 6. 
Good vows are never broken with good deeds, 

Por then good deeds were bad : vows are but seeds, f 

And good deeds fruits. Geo, Clmjgman, 
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We know not how to vow, till love nnblind ns, 

And vows niad.e ignorantly never bind us. Qeo. Chapman^ 
No man takes or keeps a vow, 

But just as he sees others do ; 

Nor ai*e they 'blig’d to be so brittle 
As not to yield and bow a little : 

For as best temper’d blades are found, 

Before they break, to bond quite round ; 

So truest oaths are still more tough, 

And tho' they bow, are breaking proof. 

jBaiLei\ Hud, JSp. to his Lady, 76» 

WAITEES, WAITING. 

Taste your legs, sir ; put them to motion. Sli» T. iii. 1. 
You loggorheaded and unpolished grooms ! 

What ! no attendance, no regard, no duty P 

Where is tho foohsh knave I sent before r Sh. Tam, S, rv. 

WALDENSES. 

Avenge, 0 Lord ! thy slaughtered saints, whose bones 
Lie scattered on tho Alpine mountains cold ; 

Even them M’ho kept thy truth so pure of old, 

When all our fathers worshipped stocks and stones 
Forget not. Son, 18. 

WAXKING-STIOKS. 

Let beaux their canes with amber tip produce ; 

Be theirs for cm 2 )ty show, but thine for use. 

Imprudent men Heaven’s choicest gifts profane ; 

Thus some beneath their arms support the cane. 

The dirty point oft checks the carmess })ace. 

And muddy spots the clean cravat disgrace. 

Oh 1 may 1 never such misfortune meet ! 

May no such vicious persons walk the street ! Qap,Ti'ivta,i.7^^ 
WALL-ELOWEE. 

Tho rude stone fence, with wall-flowers gay. 

To mo more j>lcasure yields, 

Than all the pomps imperial domes display. Sir 7F. Scott* 
flTie wall- flower! tho wall-flower ! 

How beautiful it blooms ! 

It gleams above tbo ruin’d tower, 

Like sunlight over tombs ; 

It sheds a halo of repose 
Around the wreck or time ; — 

To beauty give the flaunting rose — 

The wall-flower is sublime. Delta {JS. Mbir)* 
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WALTZ, WALTZnra— Dancing. 

Bekold with downcast eyes and modest glance. 

In measur’d step, a well-dress*d pair advance. 

One hand on hers, the other on her hip, 

(But licens’d not to neighbouri^ parts to slip) ! 

Por thus the law’s ordain’d by Baron Trip. 

*Twas in such posture our first parents mov’d, 

When hand in hand thro’ Eden’s bowers they rov’d, 

Ere yet the devil, with practice foul and false. 

Turn’d their poor heads, and taught them how to waltz. 

Shendan% 

Imperial Waltz ! imported from the Bliine 
(Famed for the growth of pedi^ees and wine), 

Long be thine import from all duty free. 

And hock itself be less esteem’d than thee : 

In some few qualities alike — for hock 
Improves our cellar — thou our living stock. 

The head to hock belongs — ^thy subtler art* 

Intoxicates alone the heedless heart : 

Through the full veins thy gentler poison swims. 

And wakes to wantonness tlie willing limbs. JB^rou, TkeWaltZm 
Endearing Waltz ! to thy more melting tune 
Bow Irish jig, and ancient rigadoon. 

Scotch reefs, avaunt ! and country- dance, forego 
Tour future claims to each fantastic toe ! 

Waltz — Waltz alone— both legs and arms demands, 

Liberal of feet, and lavish of lior hands. The Waltz* 

TVHiat ! the girl I adore by another embrac’d ! 

What ! the balm of her lips shall another man taste ! 

What I touch’d in the twirl by another man’s knee I 
Wliat ! pant and recline on another than me ! 

Sir ! she’s yours ! Prom the grape you have press’d the soft 
blue ! 

From the rose you have shaken the tremulous dew ! 

What you’ve touch’d you may take I Pretty waltzcr, adieu 1 

IV/ay. Moore, 

WAEDEEEE, *W‘ALNDEBIN’0—5fd Exile. 

But me, not destin’d such delights to share. 

My prime of life in wandering spent and care : 

Impell’d. with steps unceasing, to pursue 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view ; 

That, like the circle bounding earth and skies. 

Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies ; 

My fortune leads to traverse realms alone, 

And find no spot of all the world my own. QoldsmUif IWnt- 
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WaJUT — WAB. 

WANT— CompasBion, Distxess, Poverty. 

-D » . 

Press d by their wants, all change is ever welcome. 

The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule, Ben Jon&on^CaliUmm 
That ev*ry man in want is knave or fool. 

“God cannot love (says Blunt, with tearless eyes) 

The wretch he starves **— and piously denies : 

But the good bishop, with a meeker air, 

Admits and leaves them Providence’s care. 

WAlNTONNESS — see Expression. 

The blood of youth burns not with such excess. 

As gravity’s revolt to wantonness. Sh, Loves L» L. v 2- 
W^— ffes Battle, Discord, Duelling, Fighting, Iffurder, Peace* 
Shall we, upon the footing of our land. 

Send fair-play orders, and make compromise, 

Insinuation, parley, and base truce. 

To arms invasive ? SJi. K, John, v. L 

The arms are fair. 

When the intent of bearing them is just. Sh, Sen, iv, 1, y. 2. 
Now ^ the youth of England are on fire. 

And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies ; 

Now thrive the armourers, and honour’s thought 

Peigns solely in the breast of eveiy man. SkMen, v, ii,Ghor, 

Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more s 

Or close the wall up with our English dead I 

In peace, there’s nothing so becomes a man 

As modest stillness, and humility ; 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears. 

Then imitate the action of the tiger : 

Stifien the sinews, summon up the blood. SJi, Hen, v, iii. L 
Dying like men, though buried in your dunghills, 

They shall be fam’d ; for there the sun shall greet them, 

And draw their honours reeking up to heaven ; 

Leaving their earthly parts to cnoke your clime. Ib, iv. 3. 
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel, 

And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns, 

Numb ’ring our ave-marias with our beads P 

Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 

Tell our devotion w ith revengeful arms ? 8h, Sen, Yi, 3, ii. 1. 

O war I thou son of hell, 

Whom angry heav'ns do make their minister, 

Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part 
Hot coals of vengeance 1 let no soldier fly; 

He that is truly dedicate to war. 

Hath no self-love ; for he that loves himself 
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WAS — continued. 

Hatli Bot essentially, but by circumstance, 

The name of valour. Sh. JS^en. Vi, 2, v. 2. 

Cry “ Havoclc/' and let slip tlic dogs of Trar. S/i* Jitl, C. in.l. 
Tell me, lie iliat knows, 

Vrhj are sueli daily cast of brazen cannon, 

And foreign mart of implements of war ? 

Wliy sueli impress of sliip-wriglits, wliose sore task 
I)ocs not divide tbo Sunday from the week ? 

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the ni^ht joint-labourer with the deg' ; 

Who is’t that can inform mo P S/i, Bam, i. 1 

To m}' shame I sec 

The imminent death of twenty thou-^and men, 

That for a fantasy and trick of fame 
Go to their gi'aves like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause 
Which is not tomb enough, and continent, 

To hide the slain. Sh. Ham, iv. 4« 

Ko war is right but that which needful is. Sam. Daniel. 

Wise men ever have preferred far, 

Th* uiijustest peace, befoi’o the justest war. Sam. Daniel. 
In eveiT’ lieart 

Are sown the sparks that kindle fiery war ; 

Occasion needs but fan them and they blaze ; 

Cain had already shed a brother s blood. Lord Broolct. 
He is imwise that to a market goes, 

Where there is nothing to be sold but blows. Aler/n, Ben. vil. 
Great cities seldom rest ; if there be none 
T’ invade from far, they’ll find worse foes at home. 

Bloody wars at first began, BerrieJe, Aph. 252. 

The artificial plague of man, 

■jfJiat from his own invention rise, 

" j scourge his own iniquities ; 

That if the heavens should chance to spare 
Supplies of constant poison’d air, 

They might not, with unfit delay, 

Bor lifigeting destruction stay ; 

Hor seek recruits of death so far, 

But plague themselves v^ith blood and war. JBuiler, Sat U. 
To broach a war, and not to bo assur’d 
Of certain means to make a fair defence. 

Howe’er the gi'ouiid he just, may iustly seem 
A wilful madness. W.Bemin^s, Jeie^s Tragedy, 
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WAB — cantiHited, 

"War, lie sung, is toil and trouble ; 

IFouour, but an empty bubble; 

Never ending, still beginning, 

NigUting still, and still destroying. Dr^den, Alex. 39* 

No lav\’ betwixt two sovereigns can decide, 

13 ut that oF ai'ins, where fortune is the judge, 

JSoldiers the la\^yors, and the bar the field. Ih. Love Trium^h^ 
'War 'v\astcs the noblest part of the creation, 

The boast and masterpiece of the great Maker, 

'J’liat cars in vain th^ impression of his image. 

Unprivileged from thee ! liotvet Tamerlane* 

IMy voice is still for w ar, 

Gods ! can a Itoman senate long debate 

Which of the tno to choose, slavery or death ?-d[i^d/5o72,Ca.n.l. 

Intestine war no more our passions wage, 

And giddy factions bear slx\ ay their rage. 

PopCt Ode on Cecilia's Da\f. 
Cease to consult, the time for action calls, 

AVar, horrid v ar, approaches to your walls I JZwi,ii.9C7. 
Itash fruitless ^^ar, from wanton glory w^aged. 

Is only splendid murder. Thomson^ JSdio. and Eleonora^ i. 1* 
War, my lord, 

Is of eternal use to human kmd;. 

For ever and anon w hen you have pass'd 
A few dull years in peace and propagation, 

The world is overstock’d w ith fools, and wants 
A pestilence at least, if not a hero. Gio, dcffei'ys, Edwin* 
Let the gull'd fool the toils of war pursue, 

Where bleed the many to enrich the few. 

Shenslone^ Judgment of Eercules^ 168. 
One to destroy is murder by the law. 

And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe ; 

I’e murder thousands takes a specious name, 

War's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. Young, L, of 7. 
So stood Eliza on the wood-crowned height 
C)'er Minden’s plain, spectatress of the fight ; 

Sought with bold eye amid the bloody strife 
Her dearer self, the partner of her lile ; 

From hill to hill the rushing host pursued. 

And view’d his banner, or beliov’d she view’d. 

Eaj'win, JLoves of tue Plants* 

ATar's a game vhich, were their subjects wise. 

Kings would not play at. Coicper, laslc, v* 187# 

® xx2 
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WAB. 


*WAB — continued. 

J^'oblood-staiii’d victory, in story briglit. 

Can gjvo tlie philosopluo mind delight ; 

us’d triumph please, -while rage and death destroy : 

Reflection sickens at the monstrous joy. 

Bloomfield, ^Farmers Boy^ Summit, 
We know, too, they are very fond of war, 

A pleasure — like all pleasures — ^rather dear.JBj^roWyjD.Jlii.lSfl, 
All was prepared — ^the fire, the sword, the men 
To wield them ia their terrible array. 

The army, hke a lion from his den. 

March’d forth with nerve and sinews bent to slay— 

A human Hydra, issuing from its fen 
To breathe destruction on its winding way, 

Whose heads wore heroes, which cut off in vain. 

Immediately in others grew again. Byron^ B. J*. viii. 2. 

Three hundred cannon throw up their emetic. 

And thirty thousand muskets flung their pills 
Like had, to make a bloody diuretic ; 

Mortality ! thou hast thy monthly bills ! 

Thy plagues, thy famines, thy physicians, yet tick, 

Like tlie death-watch, within our cars the ills 
Past, present, and to come ; but all may yield 
To the true portrait of the battle-field. Byron, JD. J. viii. 12. 
All that the mind would shrink from of excesses ; 

All that the body perpetrates of bad ; 

All that we read, hear, dream, of man’s distresses ; 

All that the devil would do, if run stark mad ; 

All that defies the worst which pen expresses ; 

All by which hell is peopled, or is sad 

As hell — ^mere mortals who their power abuse— 

Was here (as heretofore and since) let loose. Ib* B J* viii. 123'i. 
War’s a brain-spattering, windpipe-slitting art. 

Unless her cause by right be sanctified. Byron, B. J. ix. i. 

Heaven I it is a splendid sight to see 
(For one who hath no friend, no brother there) 

Their rival scarfs of mix’d embroidery. 

Their various arms that glitter in the air ! 

What gallant war-hounds rouse them from their lair. 

And gnash their fangs, loud yelling for the prey ! 

All join the chase, but few the triumph share ; 

The OTave shall bear the chiefest prhse away, 

And havoc scarce for joy can number their array. CA. JET. i.4(h 
War, war is still the cry, war even to the knife I ii&.{7.J5r.i.86k 
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WAR — donttuued 

Oh, world ! 

Oh, men I what are vo, and our bo&t designs, 

That wo must work by crime to punish crime ? 

And slay, as if d(‘ath had but this one gate, 

When a few years would make their sword superfluous ! Byrom* 

W’hat boots the oft-rcpcated tale of strife, 

The feast of vultures, and tlie waste of life? 

The varying fortune of each sepai*ate field, 

The fierce that vanquish, and tiie faint that yield P 
The smoking ruin and the crumbled wall? 

In this the struggle was the same with all. Byron, Lara. 
Thus, as the stream and ocean greet. 

With waves that madden as they meet — 

Thus join the bands whom mutual wrong, 

And mte and fury drive along. Byron^ Giaour. 

The death-shot hissing from afar — 

The shock — ^the shout— the groan of war^ 

Beverberate along that vale, 

More suited to the shepherd’s tale : 

Though few the numbers— their^s the strife. 

That neither spares, nor speaks for life. Byron, Giaour. 
I ovm my natural weakness ; I have not 
Yet leam*d to think of indiscriminate murder 
Without some sense of shuddering ; and the sight 
Of blood, which spouts through hoary scalps, is not, 

To me a thing of triumph, nor the death 
Of men surprised, a glory. Byron, Doge of Yen. ni. 2. 

With common men 

There needs too oft the show of war to keep 
The substance of sweet peace, and for a king, 

’Tis sometimes better to be fear’d than lov’d Ib.Sardanap. i. 2, 
War is honourable 

In those who do their native rights maintain ; 

In those whose swords an iron barrier are 
Between the lawless spoiler and the weak ; 

But is, in those who draw th’ offensive blade 
Por added power or gain, sordid and de^icable 
As meanest office of the worldly churl. Jo. Baillie, SthwaM. 
He saw that men, with rage and hate. 

Made war upon their kind. 

That the land was red with the blood they shed 
In their lust for carnage, blind. 
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WAH— WATEB. 


WAB — contiiwed. 

And ho said “ Alas ! that ever I made. 

Or that skill of mine should plan, 

Tho spear and the sword, for men whose joy 
Is to slay their fellow-man T* Cltirs. Mcwfcai/, Tubal Oainj 8. 
Such is war ! 

O heayens ! when will tho spiritual Sun arise, 

And with His beams effulgent, drive away 
The mists of error that so long have hung 
Their dark, unnatural drapery o’er tho mind. 

That broods o’er human carnage ! when will man 

Turn from the path of Cain, and learn to see 

A brother without hating ? liiifu^ Daices (Am,)* 

Tho warrior’s name would bo a name abhorred, 

And every nation that should lift a^ain 
His hand against a brother, on its forehead 
Should wear for evermore tho curse of Cain. Lontjfelhio, 
WARNING*— Caution. 

Men, that stumble at the threshold, 

Aro well foretold— that clanger lurks within. Sh. ir<?n.F7.3,TV.7. 

How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell, 

Striving to better, oft wo mar what’s well. Sh, Tear^ i. 4. 

WARRIOR. 

He was a man of rare, undoubted might. 

Famous throughout the world for warlike praise, 

And glorious spoils purchas’d in perilous fight; 

Full many doughty Icnights ho, in his days. 

Had done to death, subdued in equal frays. Spenser, F. Q* 

Tho painful warrior, famoused for fight. 

After a thousand victories once foiled. 

Is from tho books of honor razed quite. 

And all tho rest forgot for which he toiled. Sb. Son, 25. 

WASHINGTON. 

Washington’s a watchword such as ne’er 
Shall sink while there’s an echo left to air. Hijron^Age of Bronze, 
WAjCp — Thirst. 

• MIootli runs tho water, whore tho brook is deep 

Sh. lien, ri. 2, ill. 1, 
More water glidetli by the mill 
Than wots tho miller of; and easy ’tis 
Of a cut loaf to steal a sliivo. Sh, Til, And* ii. 1. 

Water the first of all things wo do holA. Pindar (A*Moor6)0* L 
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WATER — eoAttnued, 

Learn temperance, friends ; and lioar without disdain 
Tlie cTioice of water. Tims the Coan sage 
Opin’d, and thus the loarn’d of every school : 

What least of foreign principles partakes 
Is best ; the lightest then, nhich bears the touch 
Of fire the least, and soonest mounts the air ; 

The most insipid, the most void of smell. 

Arnutrong, Ait P, JET. n. 400b 
Till taught by pain. 

Men really know not what good water’s worth : 

If you had been in Turkey or in Spain, 

Or with a famish’d boat’s crew had your berth, 

Or in the desert heard the camel’s boll. 

You’d wish yourself uhere truth is— in a well. 

Wine, wine, thy power and praise Byi'on, I). J. ii. 84* 
Have ever been echo’d in minstrel lavs ; 

But water, I deem, hath a mightier claim 
To fill up a niche in the temple of fame. 

Traverse the desert, and then ye can toll 
What treasures exist in the cold deep well j 
Sink in despair on the red parch’d earth, 

And then ye may reckon what water is worth. JE, Coohf fVitUn 
Water is the mother of the vine, 

The nurse and fountain of fecundity, 

The adorner and refresher of the world. 

’Tis a little thing TheBionyna, 

To give a cup of winter ; yet its draught 
Of cool refreshment, drain’d by feverish lips 
May give a thrill of pleasure to the frame 
More cxmiisite thau when ncctarir.u juice 
Ecnews mo life of joy in happiest hours 'Palfow Son, ill. 
WEAKNESS— Tears. 

How sometimes nature will betray its folly, 

Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime 

To harder bosoms ! Sh, TVint, 37. i. 2. 

Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of such a feeble temper should 
So get tlio start of the majestic world, 

And bear tho palm alone. Sli, Jnh C. i. 2. 

If weakness may excuse. 

What murderer, what traitor, parricide, ^ 
ihcostuous, sacrilegious, but may plead it ? 

All wickedness is weakness ; that plea, therefore, 

With God or man wOl gain thee no remission. 

Milton, Sam, Agon 833i 



680 WEALTH. 

WEALTH —see Gold, Income, Independence, Money, Hiches. 

If thou art ricli, thou art poor ; 

For, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows, 

Thou bears’t thy heawy riches but a journey. 

And death unloads thee. Sh. M.forM, in. i. 

Yet in thy thriving still misdoubt some evil ; 

Lest gaining gain on thee, and make thee dim 
To all things else. Wealth is the conjurer’s devil ; 

Whom when he thinks he hath, the devil hath him. 

Gold thou may’st safely toucli ; but if it stick 

Unto thy hands, it woundcth to the quick. Herheyf^, Temple^ 

^Tis not those orient pearls our teeth. 

That you are so transported with : 

But those we wear about our necks, 

Broducc those amorous effects. Butler, Hud, Lcid;i/*$ A ns, 65. 
That wealth, which bounteous fortune sends 
As presents to her dearest friends, 

Is oft laid out upon a purchase 

Of two yards long in parish churches. Butler, Sat, ii. 

For wealth is all things that conduce 
To man’s des traction or his use ; 

A standard both to buy and sell 

All things from heaven down to hell. Butler, Sat, ir. 

We frequently misplace esteem. 

By judging men by what they seem, 

To birih, wealth, power, we should allow 

Precedence, and our lowest bow. Gay, Fahle 3, pt. 2. 

We know that wealth well understood, 

Hath frequent power of doing good ; 

Then fancy that the thing is done. 

As if the power and will were one ; 

Thus oft the cheated crowd adore 

The thriving knaves that keep them poor. Ih, 3, pt. 2. 

Wealth in the gross is death, but life diffus’d ; 

As poison heals in just proportions us’d ; 

In heaps, like ambergris, a stink it lies, 

But well dispers’d is incense to the skies. Bojpe, M,JE, iii. 263. 

Gan wealth give happiness look around, and see 
What gay distress ! what splendid misery ! 

Whatever fortunes lavishly can pour. 

The mind annihilates, and calls for more. Young, L,ofF sat, 6. 
Wealth imparts 

ConTenience, plenty, elegance, and arts. 


Goldsmith, 
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■WTSAXTH — WEDDISa-, TVEDLOOK. 

WEALTH — eontmued. 

To purchase heaven, has gold the power ? 

Can^ gold remove the mortal hour P 
In life, can love he bought with gold P 
Are friendship’s pleasures to be sold P 
No ; aU that’s worth a wish — thought — 

Fair virtue gives unbrib’d, unbought ; 

Cease, then, on trash thy hopes to bind. 

Let nobler views engage thy mind. Dr, Johnson, to a Friend, 

Perhaps he hath great projects in his mind, 

To build a college, or to found a race, 

An hospital, a church — and leave behind 
Some dome surmounted by his meaOTe face, 

Perhaps he fain would liberate maiiind 
Even with the very ore which makes them base ; 

Perhaps he would be wealthiest of his nation, 

Or revel in the joys of calculation. Byron, D J, xii. 10. 

Wealth is substantial good the fates allot : 

We know we have it, or we have it not. 

But all those graces, which men highly rate, 

Their minds themselves imagine and create. Crahhe. 

These grains of gold are not grains of wheat i 
These bars of silver thou canst not eat ; 

These jewels and pearls and precious stones 
Cannot cure the aches in thy bones, 

Nor keep the feet of death one hour 
From climbing the stairways of thy tower ! 

Longfellow, Kamlalu* 

WEDDHrO, Love, Harriage. 

How happy a thing were a wedding. 

And a beading. 

If a man might purchase a wife 
For a twelvemonth and a day ; 

But to live with her all a man’s life, 

For ever and for aye. 

Till she grow as grey as a eat, 

Good faith, Mr. Parson, excuse me from ^^[xsA>,Thos.FlatmaH* 

Grave authors say, and witty poets sing. 

That honest wedlock is a glorious thing. Fope^ Jan, ^ May, 21. 

Talk but six times with the same single lady, 

And you may get the wedding dresses ready. : 

Byron, 2).' *7! xii. 59. 
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WEDDmO, TTEDL'-CK— WnTOa. 


WXDDHTG, WEDLOCK —cmtin n&t, 

Now, whether fate decreed this pair should wed, 

And blindly drove them to the marriage bed ; 

Or whether love in some soft hour inclin'd 
The damsel’s heart, and n on her to be kind. 

Is yet unsung : they wore an ill-match*d pair, 

But both disposed to wed -and wed they were. 

WEEDS. CrahhCi lilrtU of Flatierp^ 

Now ’t is the spring, and weeds are shallow- rooted ; 

Suffer them now, and tlicy ’ll o’erriin tlie garden, 

And choke the herbs for wantof husbandry. jSA.ZTea. r7.2,lll.L j 
WEEPING— stfc Distress Misery, Mourning, Sorrow. 

The eye that wet‘p«, shall yet be dry, 

And cloudless as i. summer sky : 

Tliough watering now with counlless tears. 

The garden of departed years 

The eye tliat weeps shall j^et be ]>riglifc 

As golden morning’s flashing bglit; 

Though eJoinled be its ray aw Iiile. 

That eye sludJ beam a radiant smile. H JPndeattx* 

WELCOME. 

Sir, you are very welcome to our house ; 

It must appear in other ways than words, 

Therefore I scant this breathing courtesy. Sh, .1/. of Ten. v. 1. 

A general welcome from his grace 

Salutes ye all : this night ho dedicates 

To fair content, and you : none here, ho hopes, 

In all this noble bevy, has brought with her , 

One care abroad j he would have all as merry 
As first-goo.l company, good wine, good welcomo 
Can make good people. SA. ILen. Till i. 4 n 

A hundred thousand welcomes : I could weep, 

And I could laugh ; I am light and heavy— welcome ! 

CorioL TT. 1. 


To say you are welcome, were superfluous. SJi. PeHc, ii. 3. 
I am glad to see you well, 

Horatio— or I do forget mj'self. Sh.Uam. i. 2. 

When Hamilton appears, then dawns the day. 

And when she disappears, begins the night. 

WHIGS— PoUticiana Lansdoione, To the Dachess. 

Nought’s permanent among the human race, 

Except the Whigs not getting into place. B^ron, D.J.xi 82. 


But bees, on flowers alighting, cease tlndr hum. 

So, settling upon places, Wings grow dumb. 

TAos. Moore, Corrujption, Idl. 
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TOITTINGTON. 

Bo it fablo or tnith, about "Wlnttingtou’s youtb, 

Wliicb tlio tale of the magical ding-Jonff imparts; 

Yet the story that tells of the boy and the bells, 

Has a might and a moaning for many sad hearts. 

That boy sat him down, and look’d back on the toTO, 

A V here merchants, and honours, and money were rife ; 

With his wallet and stick, little fortuneless Dick^ 

Was desponding, till fairy chimes gave him now life. 

Saying, ‘ Turn again, Whittington !’ 

And up rose the boy, u ith the impulse of joy, 

And a vision that saw not the dust at his tott ; 

And retracing his road, he was found, with his load, 

In the city that gave him its loftiest scat. 

Hope, patience, and nill, made him bravely fulfil 
What tno eloquent tone of the chimes had foi'etold; 

And that echo still came, breathing light on his name, 

Wlicn by chance his hard fortune seemed ray less and cold. 
Saying, * Turn again, Whittington !* Bliza CooXu 

WIDOWS. 

May widows wed as -r^ften as they can, 

And ever for tho better change their man ; 

And some devouring plague pursue their lives, 

Who will not well bo governed by their wives. 

Drj/flen, of SMf 

Wliy are those tears ? v hy dr'oops your head ? 

Is then your other husband dead ? 

Or does a worse disgi’ace betide ? 

Hath no one since his death applied ? Fable 37* 

Thus, day by clay, and month by month, we pass’d ; 

It pleas’d the Lord to take my spouse at last. 

I tore my gown, I soil’d my locks with Just, 

And boat my breasts —as wretched widows must : 

Before my face my handkerchief I spread, 

To hide the flood of tears I did — not shed. 

Pqpc, IVife of Jlalhi 307* 
Tho widow can bake, an’ tho widow can brew, 

Tho widow can shape, and tho widow can sew. 

Itamsn^/i Gentle Sltep/terS* 
See, but glance briefly, sorrow-worn and pale. 

Those sniikon cheeks beneath the widow’s veil ! 

Alone she wanders where with him she trod, 

Hoarm to stay her ; — ^but she leans on God. 0. TFl IToImef 
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TV-IDOWS — ^WIFE, WIVES. 


WIDOWS — coniimted 
TVlien’er you see a widow weeping 
In public sight, 

-And still in flagrant notice keeping 
Her doleful plight, 

Aye talking of her dear departed ; 

One truth is plain, 

She will not languish broken-hearted. 

But wed again. Chas. MaeJeay, Safe Prediciion^t 

WIFE, WIVES— Dove, Marriage. 

G-ive me, next good, an understanding wife, 

By nature wise, not learned by much art ; 

Some knowledge on her side will all my life 
More scope for conversation then impart. 

Besides her inborn virtue fortify ; 

They are most good who best know why. Sir TIios, Ooei*hury, 
Happy in this, she is not yet so old. 

But she may learn ; and happier than this. 

She is not bred so dull but she can learn ; 

Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours, to be directed. Sk, M. of Ten. iii. 2. 
She is mine own ; 

And I as rich in having such a Jewel, 

As twenty seas, if all their sands were pearl, 

The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. S^. Two G. ii. 4.. 
Well leave a proof, by that which we will do, 

Wives may be merry, and yet honest too. Sk. Mer. JF. iv. 2. 
I will be ma^fter of what is mine own : 

She is my goods, iot chattels ; she is my house, 

My household-stu® my field, my barn. 

My horse, my ox, my ass, my any thing. Sh. Tain. S. iii. 2. 
I am asham’d, that women are so simple 
To offer war where they should kneel for peace ; 

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway. 

When they are l30und to serve, love, and obey. SLTam.S v. 2. 
Should aU despair. 

That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 

Would hang themselves. 8h. Wlnt. T. t. 2. 

Tou are my true and honourable wife ; 

As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 

That visit my sad heart. Sh. JuL C. ir. 1, 

As for my wife, 

I would you had her spirit in such another : 

The third o* the world is yours ; which with a snaffle ! 

You may pace easy, but not such a wife. Sk. Ant. Cleop. n. 2. 
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WIFE, WrrESi~-~eofiiimted, 

In the election of a wife, as in 
A project of war, to err but once Is 

To be undone for ever. Middleton^ Anything for a Qiuiet TAfe 


*What thou bidd[st 
CJnargued I obey ; so G-od ordains : 

God IS thy law ; tbou mine ; to know no more 
Is woman’s happiest knowledge and her praise. 

JSLlton, P. Z. IV. 631 
Thy likeness, thy fit help, thy oilier self, 

Thy wish, exactly to thy heart’ s desire. Ih* viii. 460. 

l^othing lovelier can be found 
In woman, than to study household good, 

And good works in her husband to promote. Jh. ix. 232‘. 

The wife, where danger or dishonour luiks, 

Safest and seemliest by her husband stays. 

Who guards her, or with her the worst endures. /O. ix. 267 


When you would give all worldly plagues a name. 

Worse than they have already, call ’em wife 
But a now married wife’s a teeming miscldef, 

Full of lierself. Why what a deal of horror 

Has that poor wretch to come, that married yesterday P 

. Otwaif, Orph^ 

I look on wives, as on good dull companions 
For elder brothers to sleep out tlieir time with ; 

All we can hope for in the maniage bed. 

Is but to take our rest ; and what care I 

Who lays my pillow for mo. Dryden, Eival Ladies- 

If 1 but hear wife nam’d. I’m sick that day ; 

The sound is mortal, and frights life away. Bi-ydtn, 

Here lies my wife : here lot her lie ! 

How she's at rest, and so am 1. Dry den, mgyesied Mpitaph. 


Sometimes my plague, sometimes my darling. 
Hissing to-day, to-moiTOW snarling. 

The Tnan to Jove his suit preferr’d i 
He begg’d a wife. His prayer was heard. 
Jove wonder’d at his hold addressing : 

For how precarious is the blessing I 

Beauty and worth in her alike contend, 

To charm the fancy, and to fix the mind ; 

In her, my wife, my mistress, and niy iriencl, 
I taste the joys of sense and reason jom d. 




Qayt Fable 39. 


Hammonds 
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WIFE, WIVES — continued, 

Lycoris of lier friends still makes an end : 

I would slie were to my wife sucli a friend. 

Martial, iv. 24 

A w ife becomes tlie truest, tend’rest friend, 

Tlie balm of comfort, and tlie source of joy ! 

Tliro' every various tuni of life tlie same. 

Saotge, Sir Thomas Ouerhurt/, 

Wliat so pure, wbicli envious tongues w'ill spare ? 

Some w icked w its have libell’d all the fair. 

With matchless impudence they style a wife. 

The dear-bought curse, and lawful plague of life ; 

A bosom serpent, a domestic evil, 

A night invasion, and a mid-day devil ; 

Let not the wise these sland’rous w'ords regard, 

But curse the bones of cv’ry living bard. Pope, Jan* Sf May, 43. 

Horses (thou say’st) and asses men may try, 

And ring suspected vessels ere they buy ; 

But wives, a random clioicc, untried they take ; 

U'hey dream in courtship, but in w edloek wake ; 

Then, nor till then, the veil ’s removed aw ay, 

And all the woman glares in open day. Pope, TTife of Bath, 101. 

Who build.? his house on sands, 

Pricks his blind horse across the fallow^ lands. 

Or lets his wdfe abroad w'ith pilgrims roam. 

Deserves a fool’s-cap and long ears at home. Pope, Ih. 247. 

Is’t not enough plagues, wars, and famines, rise 

To lash our crimes, out must our w'ives be wdse P 

"What is there in the vale of life Young, L, P. sat. 6, 

Half so delightful as a wife, 

When friendship, love, and peace combine 

To stamp the marriage bond divine P Cowper, Love Abused, 

Lord Erskine, on woman presuming to rail. 

Calls a wife ** a tin canister tied to ono^s tail ;** 

And fair Lady Anne, w*hile the subioct he carries on, 

Seems hurt at his lordship’s degrading comparison. 

But wherefore degrading? consider'd aright, 

A canister s polish’d, and useful, and bright ; 

And should dirt its original purity hide, 

That's the fault of the puppy to w’hom it is tied. Sheridan, 

‘Think you, if Laura had been Petrarch’s wife, 

Ho would hav^ written sonnets all Ins life Byron, 2). f m. ^ 
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WIPE, WITES— WILFULNESS. 

Wl3pX, "WIVES — coniinuGd. 

Ihc \r:fe \\as pretty, trifling", cliildisli, weak; 

Slie could not think, but would not cease to speak. 

. , . Crahbe, Struggles of Conscience^ 

Uli I t IS a precious thing, when wives are dead. 

To find such numbers who will serve instead • 

^d in whatever state a man bo thrown, 

'Tis that precisely they would wish their own. Ih, Learned Boy. 

At home my wife will supervise 
Each meal I take. I wish her eyes 
Were sometimes touch’d with blmdness I 
But no— they move not from my plate : 

God bless her ! how I love, yet hate 
Her ever watchful kindness. 

“ My dear ! you know you re bilious— pray 
Avoid the turtle soup to-day. 

And do not touch the salmon ; 

J ust take a cliicken ing, or leg, 

But no rich sauce- and let me beg 
You will not taste the gammon.’* 

Sorace Smithy Answer to an Old Man's Praise. 

The world well tried — the sweetest thing in life 

Is the unclouded welcome of a wife. JS\ P. Wdlis (Am.). 

A courage to endure and to obey — 

A hate of gossip parlance, and of sway. 

Crown’d Isabel, tnrough sill her placid life. 

The queen of marriage— a most perfect wife. Tennyson. 

A man may spare. 

And still bo bare, 

If his wife bo nowt, if his wife be nowt ; 

But a man may spend. 

And have money to lend, 

If his ifo be owt, if his wife be owt. 

The Gipsy's JEtkyme (AT. <J* Q , Feh 10, 1866). 
Of earthly goods, the best is a good wife ; 

A bad, the bitterest curse of human life. Sinunides, 

VILFULNESS. 

Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed ; 

Eor what I will, I will — and there’s an end Sh. Tioj G. i. 3. 
To wilful men, 

The injuries, that they themselves procure. 

Must be their schoolmasters. Sh, J^ear^ ii, 4r 
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WILL — see Argmnent. 

In idle wishes fools supinely stay, 

Be there a will, and wisdom finds a way. 

WULIIIGNESS. Crahbe, Bivih of 

A willing heart adds feathers to the heel, 

And makes the clown a winged Mercury. 

'^f rrx.T. a'vi. J^o, JBailliB) Be Montfordt 

Thou art to all lost lore the best, 

The only true plant found ; 

Wherewith young men and maids distrest, 

And left of love, are crown'd. BEerrioh, Amatory Ode, 108^ 
Willow’s a sentimental wood, 

And many sonneteers, to quicken ’em, 

A relic kept of that which stood 
Before Pope’s Tusculum at Twickenham. 

Borace Smith, Foot among the Bree^ 
Tree of the gloom, o’erhanging the tomb. 

Thou seem’st to love the churenyard sod j 
Q"hou ever art found on the charnel ground, 

Where the laughing and happy have rarely trod. 

When thy branches trail to the wintry gale. 

Thy wailmg is sad to the hearts of men ; 

When the world is bright in a summer’s light, 

’Tis only the wretched that love thee then. 

The golden moth and the shining bee 

Will seldom rest on the willow tree. Bliza CooJc, Willous Tree^ 

won). 

Except wind stands as never it stood, 

It is an ill wind turns none to good. 

Thos* Tusser, Moral Reflection on the Wind, 
What wind blew you hither, Pistol P 

Kot the ill wind which blows none to good. Bh. JS, iv, 2, v. S. 
Ill blows the wind that profits nobody. SJi. Men, ri, 3, ii 5. 
Seas are the fields of combat for the winds ; 

But when they sweep along some flowery coast. 

Their winds move mildly, and their rage is lost. 

Bryden, Rival Ladies, 

The winds come liglitly whispering from the west, 
Eissing,not ruffling, the blue deep’s serene Byron,Qh.JE[.iiJl\'i> 
Many are the notes 

Which in his tuneful course the wind draws forth. 

Prom rocks, woods, caverns, heath, and dashing shore. 

The gentle wind, a sweet and passionate wooer, Wordsworth, 
Xisseb the blushing leaf. Longfellow, 



WINDOWS— WIKB. 


689 


wnroows. 

Storied windows riclily diglit. 

Casting a dim religious liglit. Milton, II Fenseroso, 169. 

wnmsoB. 

Wliose are Windsor and Hampton, tlie pride of tlie land, 
With their treasures and trophies so varied and grand P 
The Queen's, you reply : — 

Deuce a bit ! you and 1 

Through their gates, twice a week, making privileg'd way. 
Tread their gilded saloons, 

View thei^ortraits, cartoons, 

And, like Crusoe, are monarchs of all we survey. 

Horace Smith, Unpossessed Possessions* 
WDTE — see Drinking, Nectar, Spirits. 

O thou invisible spirit of wine ! if thou hast 
Ho name to be known by let us call thee devil I Sh. OtJi* li, 3. 
Throe cups of wine a prudent man may take ; 

The first of tbem for constitution sake ; 

The second to the girl he loves the best ; 

The third, and last, to lull him to his rest. AlheneBus, m* 

What cannot wine perform P It brings to light 
The secret soul, it bids the coward fi^t : 

Gives being to our hopes, and from our hearts 
Drives the dull sorrow, and inspires new arts. 

Is there a wretch whom bumpers have not taught 
A flow of words, and loftiness of thought ? 

Even in th' oppressive grasp of poverty 

It can enlarge, and bid the soul be free. Ho7*ace, FmiciiS . v.‘i3. 

So Noah, when he anchor’d safe on 
The mountain's top, his lofty haven, 

And all the passengers he bore. 

Were on the new world set ashore, 

TEe made it next his chief design 
'Ib plant, and propagate the vine, 

Wluch since has overwhelm'd and drown'd 
Far greater numbers, on dry ground, 

Of wretched mankind, one by one, 

Than all the flood before had’ done. Bit'ler, Sat* 2. 

Wine fills the veins, and healths are understood 

To give our friends a title to our blood. Waller* 

Wine makes Love forget its care. 

And mirth exalts a feast. ‘ Parnell, Anaoreontic, ll. 

From wine what sudden friendship springs ! Pahle 6* 

xx 
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Let all my soldiers quaff 
That gen’rous juice, by juggling priests den 3 ’’tl. 

Lest it should Jiclp to whet our understauding'!, 

And ripen reason, to see through their crafts. 

Jas» Darcy^ Love and Aiihitioru 
I would not alwaj's dread the bowl, 

Nor every trespass shun: the feverish strife, 

Eous’d by the raro debauch, subdues, ovpcls 
The loitering crudities that burden life ; 

And, liltc a torrent full and rapid, clears 

The obstructed tubes. Avnisirony^ Art of P.IL ii. dCO. 

Oh I seldom may tho fated hours return 

Of drinking deep ! I would not daily taste. 

Except uhen life declines, even sober cups ; 

Weak withering age no rigid law forbids, 

With frugal nectar, smooth and slow uith calm, 

Tho sapless habit daily to bedew, 

And giro the hesitating u heels of life 

Glibber to play. ArtnstiOiig, Aid e/P. IL u, 

Few things surpass old wine ; and they imiy preach 
Who please — tho more because they preach in vain— 

Let us have wine and women, mirth and laughter. 

Sermons and soda-water tho day after. Bj/ron, JO. J. it. 1/L 
Wine cheers tho sad, revives the old, inspires 
The young, makes weariness forget his toil, 

And fear her danger ; opens a now world 

WTion this, tho present, falls. Byron, Surdawqvth:^, r. 2. 

Wine is like anger, for it makes us strong ; 

Blind and impatient, and it leads ns wrong ; 

The strength is quickly lost, wo feel tho error long. 


warNiHa. 


This swift business 


I must uneasy make, lest too light winning 
Make the prize light. 


WINTER— -we Season’, 


S/i. Temp. r. A 


Wlien icicles hang by tho wall, 

And Dick tho shepherd blows his nail, 

And Tom bears logs into tho hall. 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 

Wdien blood is nipp’d, and ways bo foul. 

Then nightly sings tho staring owl. 

Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note, 

Wliilo greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

S/u Loves L, L. vin. 2, Song> 
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WIXTEB — mdinuod. 

Sec, winter comes to rule tTio varied year. 

Sullen and sad, with all his rising train, 

Vapours, and clouds, and storms. Thomson^ tVintcr, L 

Now, when the cheerless empire of the sky 
To Capricorn the Centaur Archer yields, 

And fierce Aquarius stains th' inverted year ; 

Hung o’er the farthest verge of heaven, the sun 
Scarce spreads through ether tlic dejected day; 

Faint are his gleams and inelTecluar shoot 
His struggling rays, in horizontal lines. 

Through tlic thick air. Thomson ^ Winter y 

All nature feels the renovating force 
Of winter, only to the thoughtless eye 
In ruin seen. The frost-coiitraetcd glebe 
Draws in abundant vegetable soul, 

And gathers vigour fur the coming year, 

A stronger glow sits on the lively cheek 
Of ruddy fire ; and luculont along 
The purer rivers flow • their sullen deeps, 

Transparent, open to the sheplicrd’s gaze 
And mumiur hoarser at the fixing frost. Thomson, Winter^ 704* 
Miserable they I 

Who, hero entangled in tho gathering ice. 

Take their last look of tho descending sun, 

While, full of death, and fierce with tenfold frost, 

Tho long, long night, incumbent o’er their heads. 

Falls horrible. Thomsuiij Winter, 920» 

Dread Winter spreads his latest glooms, 

And reians tremendous o’er the conquer’d year. 

How dead the vegetable kingdom lies ; 

How dumb the tuneful : Horror wide extends 

His desolate domain. Thomson, ^Finler, 1024* 

To-day is snow array’d, stern winter rules 

The ravag’d plain ; anon the teeming earth 

Unlocks her stores, and Spring adorns tho year ; 

And shall not we, while fate like Winter frowns. 

Expect revolving bliss ? T. SmulIeiL 

No, vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 

But winter lingering chills the lap of May. Goldsmith, Ti\ 171. 

I erdwn thee king of intimate delights,^ 

Fire-side enjoyments, homo-born happiness. 

And all the comforts that ilie lowly roof 

Of undisturh’d retirement, and tho hours 

Of long, uninterrupted evening, know. Cowper, Ttuh, iv. 139. 

T r 2 
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WIKtEE ^eontinmd. 

Oil Winter ! ruler of tlie inverted jear. 

Thy scatter’d hair with sleet like ashes fill'd. 

Thy breath congeal’d upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Fring’d with a beard made white with other snows 
Than those of age ; thy forehead wrapt in clouds, 

A leafless branch thv sceptre, and thy throne 
A sliding car indebted to no wheels. 

But urged by storms a'ong its slippery way ; 

I love thee, all unlovely as thou seem’st, 

And dreaded as thou art. Tash^ iv. 120i 

When winter stern his gloomy front uprears, 

A sable void the bairen earth appears ; 

The meads no more their former verdure boast, 

Past-bound their streams, and all their beauty lost ; 

The herds, the flocks, in icy garments mourn, 

And wildly murmur for the Spring’s return : 

Prom snow-topp'd hills the whirlwinds keenly blow, 

Howl through the woods, and pierce the vales below, 
Through the sharp air a flaky torrent flies, 

Mocks the slow sight, and hides the gloomy skies. 

Geo. Crahhe, Jnehriei^. 
Let winter come ! let polar spirits sweep 
The darkening world and tempest-troubled deep 1 
Through boundless snows the wither’d heath deform. 

And the dim sun scarce wanders thro’ the storm ; 

Yet shall the smile of social love repay 

With mental light the melancholy day ! Camphell, PL of 

The bleak wind whistles — snow-showers, far and near, 

Prift without echo to the whitening ground ; 

Autumn hath past away, and cold and drear, 

Winter stalks in, with frozen mantle bound. Son.Mrs. Norton^ 
The dead loaves strew the forest-walk, 

And wither’d are the pale wild flowers ; 

The frost hangs blackening on the stalk. 

The dewdrops fall in frozen showers ; 

Gone are the spring’s green sprouting bowers, 

Gune, summer^s ridi and mantling vines ; 

And autumn, with her yellow hours. 

On hill and plain no longer shines. PaTna/rd* 

IfJSDOmisee Newton. ^ 

Wisdom and fortune combating together. 

If that the former dare but what it can, 

1^0 chance may shake it. 8/i, Ant. Cleop, iti. 11* 
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WISDOM — continited. 

Weal ill, witliout wisdom, may live more content 
Than wit’s enjoyers can, debarr’d of wealth ; 

All pray for riches, but I ne’er heard yet 
Of any since Solomon that pray’d for wit. 

John Tajflorj The Hog hath lost his jPearL 
All foreign wisdom doth amount to this, 

To take all that is given, whether wealth. 

Or love, or language ; nothing comes amiss ; 

A good digestion turneth all to hetslth, G.Herheri, the Temple^ 
The wise do always govern their own fates, 

And fortune with officious zeal attends 
To crown their enterprises with success. Abdicated Prlnoe* 
What is it to be wise P 
’Tis but to know how little can be known ; 

To see all others’ faults, and feel our own. Pope, E, If. iv. 260. 
Wisdom, slow product of laborious years, 

The only fruit that life’s cold winter bears ; 

Thy sacred seeds in vain in youth we lay. 

By the fierce storm of passion torn away ; 

Should some remain in a rich gen rous soil. 

They long lie hid, and must be rais’d with toil ; 

Baintly they struggle with inclement skies, 

N o soonerbom than the poor planter dies. Ladg^M. W^Mon tagttm 
Wisdom, though richer than Peruvian mines, 

And sweeter than the sweet ambrosial hive,— 

What is she, but the means of happiness P 

That unobtain’d, than folly more a fool. Young, N, T ii. 4P4 

The clouds may drop down titles and estates *, 

Wealth may seek us but wisdom must be sought ; 

Sought before all (but how unlike all else 

We seek on earth!) ’tis never sought in vain. Ih» viii. 62(k. 

Wisdom, awful wisdom, which inspects, 

Piscoms, compares, weighs, separates, infers. 

Seizes the right, and holds it to the last : 

How rare I in senates, synods, sought in vain ; 

Or, if there found, *tis sacred to the few. Ib. viii. 12ii7-. 
Teach me my days to number, and apply 
My trembling heart to wisdom. 1314k 

Be wise with speed ; 

A fool at forty is a fool indeed. Young, L. of F. ii. 233. 

Wisdom and G-oodness are twin bom, one heart 

Must hold both sisters, never seen apart. Gotoper, Exp Qdk 
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WISDOM — continued, 

"S^niion did wisdom oovet lengtli of days ? 

Or seek its l)li« in pleasure, wealth, or praise ? 

Ko: — wisdom views with an indifibronfc eye 
All finite things, as blessings born to die. Hamah 'Mnre^ 
The bearing and the training of a child 
Is woman’s \\isdom. Tennyson, Princess, 

WISHES, WISHING. 

^'iake this in good part, whoever thou bo, 

And wislimc no worse than I wish unto thoe.T«sJfi‘;’, 5 (X)^ci 7 ^j^s. 
Thy wish was father, Harry, to that thought. Sh, IL iv, 2, tv 4.. 
Pate wings, with every wish, ilie afflictive dart, 

IJach gift of nature, and each grace of art. 

Johnson, Yaniiy of Human Wis^tes, lo. 
"Wishing, of all employments, is the worst. 

Philosophy’s reverse ; and health’s decay ! Yount/, N T. iv.7L 
Our wishes lengthen, as our sun declines. Young, N. T, v. G(31. 
But Tihat arc wishes Wishes will not do : 

One cannot eat one’s cake and have it too 

Bicherstaff, Thomas ami SaUg, a lurlttta. 
In idle wishes fools supinely stay ; 

Be there a will, — and wisdom finds a way, 

(t. Crahhe, The Birth of Flattery, 
WIT —see Brevity, Jests, Vacuity. 

You can’t expect that they should be great wits. 

Who hare small purses ; they usually 
Sympathize together ; wit is expensive, 

It must bo dieted witli delicacies. 

It must bo suckled with the richest wines, 

Or else it will grow flat and dull. A, Neodle, 

Look, he’s winding up the watch of his wit ; 

By and by it will strike. Sh. Temp, ii. 1. 

Leave this keen encounter of our wits, 

And fall somewhat into a slower method. 8k. Ric, III. i, 2. 
A hit, a very palpable hit. 8h. Ham. T. 2. 

Wit’s an unruly engine, wildly striking 
Sometimes a friend, somotunes an engineer ; 

Hast thou the knack ? pamper it not with likin^* : 

But if thou want it, buy it not too dear. ^ 
jitTany aflectiiig vt it beyond their power, • 

Have got to be a dear fool for an hour. Q.HorherlJheTempU. 

things are big with jest, nothing that’s plain 
But may be witty, if thou hast the vein. Ib. the ^mple* 
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WIT — contuiUcd» 

Thougli wit never can be Icarn’d, 

It may be assum’d, and own’d, and earn’d. 

And, like our noblest fruits, improv’d. 

By being transplanted and remov’d. Butler^ Kud. 

^Ye grant, oltlio* lie bad mueb wit, 
lie was very sby of using it; 

As being lotli to wear it out, 

And tberefore bore it not about ; 

Unless on boly-da^^s, or so. 

As men their best apparel do. Butler , Hud. i. 1, 45 

Great wits and valours, like great estates, 

Do sometimes sink with their own weights. Ib. Hud. 2, i. 269. 
Too much or too little wit, 

Doth only render the owner fit 
For nothing but to be undone. 

Much easier than if he’d none. Btitlei\ Mine. Thoughts* 
All wit does but divert men from the road 
In which things vulgarly are understood. 

And force mistake and ignorance to own 
A better sense than commonly is known. Butler 2Iisc. Tho, 
Great wits are sure to madness near allied, 

And thin partitions do their bounds divide. 

Brgdtiu Absalom and AcldlojiJielt i, 1C3. 
Wit in northern climates vill not blow, 

Except, like orange trees, *tis housed from snow. Bojpe* 
Some, to whom Heaven in wit has been profuse, 

Want as much more to turn it to its use ; 

For u it and judgment often are at strite, 

Though meant each other’s aid, hke man and wife. 

Tope, E. a 80. 

Some to conceit alone their taste confine, 

And gliLteriiig thoughts struck out at ev’ry line ; 

Pleas’d with a work ^hcro nothing’s just or fit ; 

One glaring chaos and wild heap of wit. E. C. 2S9. 

True wit is nature to advantage dress’d. 

What oft was thought, but n<?er so well express’d, 
Something whose truth, convinc’d at sight, wo find, 

That gives us back the image of our mind. Pope, E. C. 297. 
Modest plainness sets off sprightly wit, 

For works may have more vit than does ’em good. 

As bodies perish through excess of blood. Pope, E. C, 302. 
A wit with dunces, and a dunce with wits. Vope, J>unc, iv. 90. 
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WTr — eoniinued. 

The pride of nature would as soon admit 
Competitors in empire as in wit ; 

Onward they rush at fame's imperious call, 

And less than greatest, would not be at all. Qhurcliill^ Ap. 

Against their wills, what numbers ruin shun. 

Purely through want of wit to be undone : 

I^ature has shown, by making it so rare. 

That wit’s a jewel which we need not wear. 

Young, to Pope, ii. 80, 
Sense is our helmet, wit is but the plume, 

The plume exposes, *tis our helmet saves. 

Sense is the diamond, weiglily, solid, sound ; 

When cut by wit, it casts a brighter beam ; 

Yet, wit apart, it is a diamond still. You>?g, N. T. Tin. 1259. 

Wit, how delicious to man's dainty taste ! 

*Tis precious as the vehicle of sense ; 

But, as its substitute, a dire disease ; 

Pernicious talent I flatter'd by the world* 

By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare. 

Wisdom is rare — wit abounds. 

Passion can give it ; sometimes wine inspires 

The lucky flash and madness rarely fails, lb, JY. T, viii. 1219. 

As in smooth oil, the razor best is whet. 

So wit is by politeness sharpest set ; 

Their want of edge from their offence is seen : 

Both pain us least when exquisitely keen. Ib. X. of, F, zi. 118. 

“What though wit tickles ? tickling is unsafe. 

If still ’tis painful while it makes us laugh ; 

Who, for tne poor renown of being smart, 

Would leave a sting within a brother's heart. Ib, L, ^jFlii.loSi. 

How hard soe’er it be to bridle wit, 

Yet memory oft no less requires the bit. StillingfleeL 

The rays of wit gild wheresoe’er they strike. 

But are not therefore fit for all alike ; 

They charm the lively, but the grave offend, 

And raise a foe as often as a friend. StUlUgfleet, 

He says but little, and that little said 
Owes all its weight, like loaded dice, to lead ; 

His wit invites you by his looks to come, * 

But when you knock, it never is at home. Cowp&r, Qonver, 303. 
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WIT — cmtmued. 

A Clirisfcian's wit is inoffensive liglit, 

A beam that aids, but never grieves the sight ; 

Vig’rous in age as in the flush of youth, 

'Tis always active on the side of truth. Cotoper, Conver$ 699- 

Men famed for wit, of dangerous talents vain, 

Treat those of common parts with proud disdain ; 

The powers that wisdom would, improving, hide. 

They blaze abroad, with inconsid’rate pride ; 

While yet but mere probationers for fame, 

They seize the honour they should then disclaim : 

Honour so hurried to the light must fade, 

Thelasting laurels flourish in the shade. Crahhe, Ttilts, Patron, 
True wit is like the brilliant stone, 

Dug from the Indian mine. 

Which boasts two different pow’rs in one, 

To out as well as shine. Notes and Queries, Aug, Wth, 1866* 

stitches. 

What are these, 

So wither’d, and so wild in their attire ; 

That look not like the inhabitants o’ the earth, 

And yet are on’t« Sh, Mach, !• S* 

How now, you secret, black, and midnight hags, 

What is’t you do P Sh, Mach, iv. 

Black spirits and white, red spirits and gray, 

Mingle, mingle, mingle, you that mingle may. 

Middleton, Witch ii. {Quoted in Stage Dir, ofSk, Mach, IV. 1.) 

Those midnight hags, 

By force of potent spells, of bloody characters, ^ 

And conjurations, horrible to hear. 

Call fiends and spectres from the yawning deep, * 

And set the ministers of hell at work. JRowe, Jane Shore* 

I ’spy’d a wither’d hag, with age grown double, 

Pickmg dry sticks, and mumbling to herself ; 

Her eyes with scalding rheum, were gall’d and red,^ 

Cold palsy shook her head, her hands seem’d wither'd, 

And on her crooked shoulders had she wrapp’d 
Tlie tatter’d remnants of an old striped hanging. 

Which serv’d to keep her carcase from the cold. Otioag, Orph* 

W^ES Adversity, Grief, Sorrow. 

So many miseries have craz’d my voice, 

That my woe-wearied tongue is &till aad muto. S^.I2w.Jir*iV,^ 



69S 


WOES — WOilAX, WOilKK. 


VTOlS&—co$itiitfH d. 

Woes cluster, rare are solitary woes ; 

Tliey love a train, they tread each other’s heel. 

Yoking, K, T, iiT. 63 

1^0 words suffice tlie secret soul to show. 

And truth denies all eloquence to wue. Corsair, rii.22» 

WOMAN, WOMEN — see Anger, Coquette, Courtship, Frailty, Love, 
Maidens, Buling Passion, Secrecy. 

He water ploughs and sowetli in the sand 
And hopes the flickering T\md with net fu hold, 

Who hath his hopes laid on a worirn’s hand. Sir P* Sgd/ieg 

Trust not llic treason of those smiling looks, 

Until ye have their guileful trains wt‘ll tried, 

For they are like unto the golden hooks, 

That from the foolish fish their bails do hide. Pd. Spenser. 
Extremely mad the man I surely di'om, 

That weens with watch and hard restraint to stav 
A woman’s \m 11, vliicli is dispos’d to go astray. !Ed. Sjencer. 

^ A woman’s love is rivor-like, vhieh stopl will overflow : 

* And when, tlie current finds no let, it often falls too low. 

There cannot ho a greater clog to man, 

Than to be weary of a wanton woman. 

He bears an honourable mind, 

And will not u&o a woman lavlc.ssly. 

Women arc as roses ; whose fair flower, 

' Eeing once display’d, doth fall that very hour. S/i. Ttc. AT. ri. 4. 
Women arc frail. 

Ay, as the glasses uhcre they view themselves ; 

'Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 

AYomen i help heaven ! men their creation mar 
In profiting by them. Sh. M.for YL. ii. 4 

We cannot fight for love as men may do ; 

We shouxd bo u oo’d, and were not made to woo. 

Sh. Mid. N. II. f 

What PI! I love ! 1 sue ! I seek a wife I 
A 'v\oman, that is like a German clock, 

Still a repairing, ever out of frame. 

And never going aright ; being a watch, ^ 

And being "w atch’d that it may still go right ! 

Sh. Loves L. X. ifl. 

If ladies be but young and fair, 

They have tbe gift to know it. 


W. Warner. 
Sir J. Jlarringtoiu 

Sh. Two O. Y. 3. 


Sh. As Y. X.iz.7> 
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'W'OMAir, WOMBS’. 

WOBEAIT, 'WOMEN — continued. 

All that life can rate 

"Wortli naino of life, in tlieo liatli estimate . 

Youlli, beauty, Trisclom, courage, yirtue, all 
That haiipiiicss and prime can nappy call. 8h. AlVs W. n. 1. 

Why are our bodies soft, and vrcat, and smooth, 

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world ; 

But that our soft conditions, and our hearts, 

Should well agree with our external parts. 8Ju Tam. 8. v. 2. 

*Tis a good heaiuug, when children are toward : 

But a harsh hearing, when women are fro ward Sh.Tam.8.Y.2. 

'Tis beauty, that doth oft malce women proud ; 

'Tis virtue, that doth make them most admired ; 

^Tis modesty, that makes them seem divine. 8Ji.JIen. rj.S,i 4. 

Women arc soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ; 

Thou stern, obdurate, flillt3^ rough, remorseless. 

Sh. Sen. VT, 3, i. 4 

Two women plac’d together makes cold weatlnr. 

A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loath’d, than an efFeminate man- 
In time of action 8h TroiL rii, 3 

0 most delicate friend ! 

• Who is’t can read a woman ? '^Sh. Cj/mh. v. 6. 

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 

So horrid, as in oman. Sh. Leai\ iv. 2. 

You are pictures out of doors. 

Bells in your paidours, wild cats in your kitchens, 

Saints in your injuries, devils being offended. 

Players in your housewifery, and housewives in your beds. 

Sh. 0th II. 1, 

Have you not heard it said full oft, 

A woman’s nay doth stand for naught P 8h. Vase. 'Pllg 1?. 

Among the many rare and fecial gifts, 

That in the feni.de sex arc found to sit. 

This one is chief, that they at merest shifts 
Give best advice, and shew most ready vt it ; 

But man, except he chew and think and sift. 

How every part may answer to their fii, 

By ftish abuse doth often over-shoot him, 

And doth accept the thiugs that do not boot him. J*. IFwoer. 
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TV'OMJlH', WGMBir, 


WOMAK, 'WOMEN — coniniiied. 

Women ! Keep me from women ! 

Place mo before a cannon, *tis a pleasure : 

,/ Stretch me upon a i*ack, a roereatioii : 

Put woman ! woman ! O the devil, woman ! 

Curtius* G-ulph was never half so dangerous ! 

JSeaumont ^ Fletcher, Custom of the Countr^t 
Woman, tliey say, was only made of man : 

Methinks *tis strange they should be so unlike ! 

It may be all the best w’as cut nw ay, 

To make the woman, and the naught was left 
Pehind W’ith him. JJeaamout 6^ Fletcher, Coxcomb* 

Women never 

Love beauty in their sex, but envy ever. Gao. Chapman* 
Ihe fox, 

Hysena, crocodile, and all beasts of craft, 

Have been distilfd to make one woman. Bandolph, JeaL Lev* 
^ Who trusts himself to woman, or to waves. 

Should never hazard what he fears to lose. 

Oldmixon, Governor of CyprtUm. 
How' sweetly sounds the voice of a good woman ! 

It is so seldom heard that, when it speaks, 

It ravishes all senses. Massinrier, Old Law, iv. 2. 

There’s not a grain of faith or honesty 

In all your sex; you’ve tongues like the hyaena. 

And only speak us fair, to ruin us ; 

you carry springs within your eyes, and can 

Outweep the crocodile, till our too much pity 

Petrayus to your merciless devouring. Shirlej/, Love & Ct uelty. 

He is a fool who thinks by force or skill 

To turn the current of a woman’s will. l\ckc,Ftve Hours, v. 9. 

Oh fairest of creation ! last and best 

Of all God’s works ! creature in whom excell’d 

Whatever can to sight or thought be form’d 

Holy, divine, good, amiable, or sweet I Milton, P. L. ix. S9S. 

The souls of women are so small. 

That some believe they’ve none at all ; 

Or if they have, like cripples, still 

They’ve but one faculty, the will. Bailer* Miscel. Thoughts. 
Who can describe 

Women’s hypocrisies I their subtle wiles, 

Petraying smiles, feign’d tears, inconstancies ! 

Their painted outsides, and corrupted minds. 

The sum of all their follies, and tlieir falsehoods. 
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WOMAK) "WOMEN — eoniinue^, 

O woman I lovely woman I Nature made tLee 
To temper man ; we liad been brutes without you. 

Angels are painted fair to look like you ; 

There’s in you all that we believe of heaven, 

* Amazing brightness, purity, and truth, 

Eternal joy, and everlasting love. Venice Pres* 1. 

Their sex is one gross cheat! their only study 
How to deceive, betray, and ruin man ! 

They have it by tradition from their mothers, 

. Which they improve each day, and grow more exquisite ! 
Their painting, patching, all their chamber-arts, 

And public affectations, are but tricks 

To di‘aw fond man into that snare, their love! Ottcay, Atheist* 

♦As for the women, though we scorn and flout* om. 

We may live with, but cannot live without ’em. 

JDryden, The Will^ V. 4* 

Women, with a mischief to their kind. 

Pervert, with bad advice, our better mind, 

A woman’s counsel brought us first to w’oo, 

And made her man his paradise forego, 

Wliere at heart’s ease he lived ; and might have been 
As free from sorrow as ho was from sin. 

For what the devil had their sex to do. 

That born to folly, tliey presumed to know, 

And could not see tlie serpent in the grass ? 

But I myself presume, and let it pass. 

Dryden, Cock and tJteFox, 655 

No woman takes herself to bo a monster ; 

Tet she would be so, if her eyes were stars, 

Her lips of roses, and her face of lilies ; 

Why, traps were made for foxes, gins for Iiares, 

Lime-twigs for bii'ds, and lies and oaths for women. 

, Sir Francis Fane, The Sacrifice* 

Beshrew my heart, but it is wond rous straige ; 

Sure there is something more than witcJicraft in them, 

That masters ev’n the wisest of us all. Rowe, Jane Shore, 

( W^^men, like summer stonns, awhile are cloudy, 

I Burst out in thunder, and impetuous showers : 

/I But straight the sun of beauiy dawns abroad, 

\ And all the fair horizon is serene. Rowe, Tamerlane, 
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WOSIAN, WOMEH. 

‘WOMAN, WOMEN — contiimerl. 

Manliind from Adam liavc been women's fools, 

Women, from Eve, Lave been tlio devir.s tools : 

Heaven mi«lit liavc spar’d one torment when we fell ; 

Hot left us women, or not tlireateii’d licll. 

Litnhdoicue, She GallantSy 
So many shapes Lave women for deceit, 

Tliat man’s a fool wlicncver tliey think fit. Ib, Jew of Venice* 
Who to a woman trusts Lis peace of mind, 

Trusts a frail bark v ith a tempestuous wind. Lansdowne, 
If the heart of a man is depressed with cores, 

The mist is dispell’d w lien a woman appears. Opera,\ i.l. 

And yet believe me, good ns well as ill, 

'VN'’ Oman’s at best a contradiction still. 

Heaven, when it strives to polish all it can 

Its last best works, forms but a soH-er man Poj/e, 2/ JS. ii. 26f>. 

Men, some to business, some to pleasiiiv take, 

But every woman is at heart a rake • 

AFcn, some to quiet, some to public stnfe, 

But every lady u ould be queen for life. JZ". E. ii. 215. 

Our grandsire, ere of Eve possess’d, 

Alone, and e’en in Paradise unblest, 

With mournful looks tbe blissful scenes survey’d, 

And wander’d in the solitary shade ; 

Tlie Maker saw, took pity, and be.stow’d 
Woman, the la^t, the best, reserv’d of God. Pope^Jan, 
Sliouldst thou search the spacious world around, 

Yet one good woman is not to be found Pope, Jan. S^'May * 

Heaven gave to woman tlic peculiar grace 
To spin, to weep, and cully numan race. Ih. Wfe of Bath^ IGO, 
A w’oman v ill, or won’t, depend on’t ; 

If she will slie will, and there’s an end on'fc. 

Aaron HAL Epilogue to Zara. 
Women were made to give our eyes delight ; 

A female slovt n is an odious sight. Love of Eame^ v. 

If you resent, and wish a woman ill, 

But tuna her o’er one moment to her will. JZ*. v. 425. 

A shameless woman is the worst of men. Ib. v. 472, 

One only care your gentle breasts should move, — 

Th* important buainess of j’our life is love. Lord Lyftelton^ 
Seek to be good, but aim not to be great, 

A wom-Ui's noblest station is retreat ; 

Her fairest virtues fly from public sight, sf Lord LytfeUoru 
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WOMAN, WOMEN. 

W OMj ^, WOIIEN — continued, 

Wlay, what a wilful, way war J thing is woman! 

Even in their best pursuits so loose of soul, 

That every breath of passion shahes their frame, 

And every fancy turns them. Fi ancis, Eugenieu 

Charming woman can true converts make, 

We love the precepts for the teacher’s sake ; 

Virtue in her appears so bright and gay, 

Wc hear with pleasure, and uith pride obey. Bcnj, Franhlin^ 

Says Montague to me, and in her own house, 

“ I do^ not care for you three skips of a louse.’* 

I forgive it ; for women, however well bred. 

Will still talk of that which runs most in their head. C.J,FoXm 

And nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O ; 

Her ’prentice hand slic tried on man, 

An* then she made the lasses 0. Burns, Qrcen grow the Rushes,, 

One moral’s plain— without more fuss ; 

Man’s rocial happiness all I’ests on us ; 

Through all the di'uma — whether damn’d or not — 

Love gilds the scene, and women guide the i)lot. 

Sheridan, Rp, io the Rivals, 
A tigress robb’d of young, a lioness, 

Or any interesting bea^^t of prey. 

Are similes at hand for the distress 

Of ladies who cannot have their own wa}' Bgrun, D.J.y 132. 

She was a soft landscape of mild earth. 

Where all was harinonv, and calm, and quiet, 

Luvuriaiit, budding ; cheerful without inirtli, 

Wliich, if not liapiuness, is much more nigh it 

Than are your mighty passions. Bgron, D J, Yi. 53. 

Fro seen your stormy seas and stormy women, 

And pity lovers rather more than seamen. 25. vi» 53. 

What a strange thing is man! and what a stranger 
Is woman ! What a whirlwind is her head, 

And wliat a whirlpool full of depth and danger 
Is all the rest about her ! Wliether wed, 

Or widow, maid or mother, she can change her 
Mij^d like the w'lnd ; whatever she has said 
0/ done, is light to w'liat slio’ll say or do ; — 

The oldest thing on record, and yet new ! Sgron, D, J, rx, 64» 
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WOKAir, ^(mss^eontinwd. 

Some waltz ; some draw ; some fathom the abyss 

Of metaphysics ; otliers are content 

With music ; the most moderate sliine as wits, 

While others have a genius turn’d for fits. B^ron, i>.«7‘.zii.52. 

And whether coldness, pride, or virtue, dignify 
A woman j so she’s good, what does it signify ? Ib. xiv. 67. 
The very first 

. Of human life must spring from w^oman’s breast : 

Tour first small words are taught you from her lips ; 

Tour first tears quench’d by her, and your last sighs 
Too often breath’d out in a woman’s hearing. 

When men have shrunk from the imoble care 

Of watching the last hour of him led them. Ih,8ard. r 2. 

Oh, woman ! in our hours of case, 

Uncertain, coy, and hard to please, 

And variable as the shade 

the light quivering aspen made ; 

When pain and anguish wring the brow, 

A ministering angel thou I Scoit, Marmion, 

Ladies, like towns besieg’d, for honour’s sake. 

Will some defence, or its appearance, make. &eo, Qralibe. 
The fair not always view with favouring eyes 
The very virtuous or extremely wise, 

But, odd it seems, will sometimes rather take 

Want with the spendthrift, riot with the rake. JElon* Q-* Lamb, 

Nought can to peace the busy female charm. 

And if she can’t do good, she must do harm. Son. Gr, Lamb* 
Now, had not woman work’d our fall. 

How many, who have trades, and avocations, 

Would shut up shop, in these our polish’d nations. 

And have no business to transact at all I 
In such an instance, -Nrhat, pray, would become 
Of all OUT reverend clergy t* 

They would be thought uncommonly hum-drum- 
And banish’d, in a trice. 

Who, zealously, for pay, should urge ye 
Not to be vicious, if there wore no vice P 
Again, — ^if we should never die, nor dress. 

But walk, immortally in nakedness, 

^Twould be a very losing game for those 
Who furnish us with funerals and clothes. 

To sum tlie matter up. then, briefiy. 

Losers through innoccncy would be, chiefly,— 
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TTO^IAK, -VVOMKIT. 

WOMAN, WOMEN — cojtUmeed. 

The lord chief justice, iindertalcers. 

Hatters, shoo, boot, and ])reeclies makers ; 

Jack Ketches, parsons, tailors, proctors, 

Mercers and milliners— perhaps, quack doctors ; 

Hosiei*s, and rcsurrection-men, 

Sextons, the Bow Street odicers, and, then 
Those infinitely j^ander (^dges. 

The big-wigg’d circuiteering judges. 

Colman, Yagaries, Tkaa Pancna. 
Three things a wise man will not trust, 

The wind, the sunshine of an April day. 

And woman’s plighted faith. I nave beheld 
The weaUiercock upon the steeple point 
Steady from morn till eve, and I have scon 
Tlic bees go forth upon an Api*il morn, 

Secure the sunshine will not end in showers ; 

But when was woman true P Southey, Modoc, ii. 23 

What will not woman, gentle woman, dare, 

When strong aflection stirs her spiiit up. Ib. ii. 186* 

And say, witliout our hopes, without our fears, 

' Without Iho home tlxat plighted love endears, 

Without the smile from partial beauty won, 

Oh ! wliat were man 1 — a world without a ^im.Qam]phell,P^H* 

Oh woman ! who from realms above 
Hast brouglit to earth the heaven of love. 

Terrestrial angel, beautiful as pure 1 

JSTo pains, no penalties dispense 

On thy traducers — their onence 

Is its own punishment, most sharp and sure. 

jEorare Smith, Lachiymose Writers, 
Oh woman ! whoso form and whose soul 
Are the spell and the light of each path we pursue ; 

^ WTiother sunn’d in the tropics, or cliiird at the pole, 

If woman be there, there is happiness too. 

T. Moore, On Leaving Philadei^Jiia^ 
My only books were woman’s looks. 

And folly’s all they’ve taught me, Moore, The Ttme ive Lost, 
Away, away — you’re all the same, 

A fluttering, smiling, jilting throng ! 

Oh, Hy my soul 1 bum with shame, rr 

To think I’ve been your slave so long ! T, Jlooro, 

Woman’s grief is like a summ-^r storm, 

Bhort as it is violent. Joanna Batlhe, Banl 
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WOMATST — -VrOMETT. 


WOlilAN, WOMEN — continued. 

Join to a slender shape a syren’s head, 

IVo eyes of basilisks, a serpent’s tongue, 

The heart and whining of a crocodile, 

The dazzling of the sun tli^ moon’s inconstancy ; 

To this odd compound give but hands and feet, 

And cover all with a soft skin, and fair complexion, 

You*!! make a perfect woman. JEE. Smithy Princess of Parma, 

Fairest and loveliest of created things, 

By our great author in the image form’d 
Of his celestial glory, and design’d 

To be man’s solace. JEEon. WLlliam Herberi, 

The man, who sets his heart upon a woman, 

Is a chameleon, and doth feed on air ; 

From air he takes Ids colours, holds his life — 

Changes with every wind — ^grows lean or fat— 

IRosy with hope, or green with jealousy, 

Or pallid witli despair — just as the gale 
Vanes from north to south —from heat to cold. 

Oh, woman ! woman 1 thou should’st have few sins 
Of thine own to answer for! Thou art the author 
Of such a book of follies in a man. 

That it would need the tears of all the angels 

To blot the record out! Bufiver Lytton, Lady of 1, 

Not for hei’self was woman first create. 

Nor yet to be man’s idol, but las mate. Jljn. Mrs. Nortoiu 

Woman may err, woman may give her mind 
To evil thoughts, and lose lier pure estate ; 

But for one woman who affronts her kind 
By wicked passions and remorseless liate, 

A thousand make amends in age and youth, 

By heavenly pity, by sweet sympathy, 

By patient kindness, by enduring truth. 

By love, supremest in adversity. G. Mackay, Praise of ]for^en 

Wlieno^er a woman vows to love you 
In fortune’s spite ; 

Makes protestations that would prove you 
Her soul’s delight. 

Swears that no other love shall win her 
By passion stirr’d ; o 

Believe her not ; — the charming sinner 
. Will break her word. Qhas. Maekay, Sofa Predictions. 

Woman is the lesser man. Tennysass 
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WOMAN, WOMEN— 

0 'vrornan ! woman I tliou primitive seducer, 

TJiafc with the serpent clublb*d for our damnation ! 

Man was forewarn’d, and could have stood liis guile ; 

But thou, the greater fiend, not being suspected, 

Finish’d what Satan but imperfect drew I 

Mounifordf Successful Strangerk 
Men have many faults ; poor women have but two : 

There’s nothing good they say, and nothing right they do. 
Wliere is the man who has the power and skill Anongmoua 
To stem the torrent of a woman^s will P 
For if she will, she will, you may depend on*t. 

And if she won’t, she won’t, so there’s an end on’t. 

On a J^dlar at Canterhui*y {See Notes Sf QueiHes, in. 2851. 
The man’s a fool who trios by force or skill 
To stem the current of a woman’s will ; 

For if she will, she will, you may depend on’t, 

And if she won’t, she won’t, and there’s an end on't. 
WOODMAN. ^ See N. ^ Q. I. 247* 

Forth goes tlie woodman, leaving unconcern’d 
The clioorful haunts of man to wield the axo 
And drive the wedge in yonder forest drear ; 

From morn to eve his solitary task; 

Shaggy, and lean, and shrewn, with pointed cars. 

And tail cropp’d short, half lurcher and half cur, 

His dog attends him* CowpeCi TasJe^ v. 41. 

WOOINO— Courtship. 

’Tis an old lesson ; Time approves it true, 

And those who know it best, deplore it most ; 

When all is won that all desire to woo. 

The paltry prize is hardly worth the cost • 

Youth wasted, minds degraded, honour lost. 

These are thy fruits, successful Passion ! these I 
If, kindly cruel, early hope is crost, 

Still to the last it rankles, a disease, 

Hot to he cur’d when love itself forgets to please. 

Woo the fair one when around Bgron^ Oh. H, ii. 

Early birds are singing ; 

When o’er all the fragrant ground 
Early flowers are springing; 

When the brookside, bank, and grove 
All with blossoms laden. 

Shine with beauty, breathe of love. 

Woo the timid maiden. FF, C, Bryant (AnK). 

* The fiist two lines are from Sir Samuel Take’s Play, ** Adventures of Five 
Ho rd. 
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Caltuzmy, Eloquence, Heedlessness, Better, Slander. 

Few words well couch’d do most content the w'lse. li. Greens 

One dotli not know' 

How much an ill word may empoison hking./S7/.iir.jl/)?o,ni. 1 
Words 

Windy attorneys to lljeir client woes, 

.Airy sucer'eders of intestate joys, 

Poor breathing oratoi's of miseries. 

Let them liavo scope : Ihoiigli uliat they do impart 

Help notliing else, 3 "et do the}' ease tlio heart. S/t. li* iv. 4. 

My words tly up, 1113 ' thoughts remain below: 

Words, witlioiit tliouglits, "never to heaven go. Sh* Jlam.iii.Z, 
Words arc v ords ; I never yet did liear, 

That the bruis’d heart u as pierced through tlio car. Sh. OtJui.Z. 

Men do foulest wlien they fine.st speak. Sam, Daniel* 

Words are the soul’s ambassadors, that go 
Abroad upon her errands, to and fro ; 

Tliey are the solo expounders of the mind. 

And eorrespcndence keep ’twixt all mankind. James Howell* 

Words beget anger : anger bidngs forth blows ; 
jBlo\^ s makes of dearest i'rieiuls immortal foes. 

Henidi, JIfsp, 486. 
Apt words liave power to ’suage 
Tlie tumours of a troubled mind. 

And arc as balm to fester’d wounds. Milton , Sam. A(j, 186. 

Words are but pictures, true or false design’d, 

To draw the lines and features of the mmd ; 

Tlie characters and artificial draughts, 

T* express the inward images of thoughts ; 

And artists say a picture may be good, 

Altliough the moral be not understood ; 

Whence some infer they may admire a style, 

Tliouglx all the rest be o’er so mean and vile ; 

Applaud th’ outsides of words, but never mind 

With what fantastic tawdry they are lin’d. Butler, Sat. 1. 

Wliat you keep by 3 '^ou, you may change and mend ; 

But words once spoke can never bo recall’d. 

Boscomnwn, Art of Boetry 
Men ever had, and ever will have, leave 
To coin now words well suited to the age. 

Words are like leaves, some wither every year. 

And o\ cry year a younger race succeeds. Ib, Art of Poetry 
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WOABS — continued^ 

Soft words, with nothing in tliem, make a song- 

Waller, to Mr, Oreech 

Where do the words of Greece and Rome excel, 

Tliat England may not please the ear as well? 

WTiat mighty magic’s in the place or air, 

That all perfection needs must centre there ? 

Ckurckill, jEtosdadi 201. 
Words are things ; and a small drop of ink, 

Falling like dew upon a thought, produces 

That which makes thousands, perhaps millions, think. 

Thy words had such a melting flow, Byron, 2>. J 

And spoke of truth so sweetly well. 

They dropp’d, like heaven’s serenes t snow. 

And all was brightness where they fell I Thos, Moore* 

WORDSWOBTH. 

Pedlars, and boats, and waggons I Oh ye shades 
Of Pope and Dryden, are we come to this P 
That trash of each sort not alone evades 
Contempt, but from the bathos’ vast abyss 
Floats scum-like uppermost, and these Jack Cades, 

Of sense and song above your graves may hiss — 

The * Little Boatman,’ and his ‘ Peter Bell,* 

Can sneer at him who drew * Achitophel.’ Byron, 2?. iTIill.llC, 


WOBKS. 

If faith produce no works, I see 
That faith is not a living tree. 

Thus faith and works together grow, 

No separate life they e’er can know ; 

They’re soul and body, hand and heart ; — 

What God hath join’d, let no man part. Hannah More* 


WOEIJ)— wtf Age, Time. 

Why, then, the world’s mine oyster. 

Which I with sword will open. Sh, Mer* W, ii. 2. 

I hold the world but as the world, Gratumo ; 

A stage, where eveiy man must play a part. 

And mine a sad ono. ojr Ven* i. 1, 


You have too much respect upon the world 

They lose it, that do buy it with much care. Sh* As x,L* 1. 1. 

0,Jiow full of briars is this working-day world ! Ib, i. 3. 

OK what a world is this, when what is conaely. 

Envenoms binn that bears it 1 As x* /*» ir. o 
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WOELB —continued, 

Tliou seest, we are not all alone unliappy: 

Tills wide and universal tlieatre 

Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 

Wherein wo play it. Sh, As JT. L, xx« ?. 

This eai*thly world ; here to do harm 

Is often laudable ; to do good, sometimes 

Accounted dangerous folly. Sh, Mach, !▼. % 

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 

Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 

Fie on't I oh, fie I tis an unwoeded garden. 

That grows to seed ; tlimgs rank, and gross in nature. 
Possess it merely. Sh. Ham, i, 2. 

The world contains 

Princes for arms, and counsellors for brains, 

Jjawyers for tongues, divines for hearts, and more, 

^'he rich for stoinaclis, and for backs the poor ; 

The officers for hands, merchants for feet. 

By w hich remote and distant countries meet. Donne. 

There was an ancient sage philosopher. 

That had read Alexander itoss over, 

And swore the w orld, as he could prove. 

Was made of fighting and of love. Hud. i. 2, L 

The world’s a wood, in which all lose their w'ay, 

Though by a different path each goes astray. Bucking ham. 

Like pilgrims to th* appointed place we tend ; 

The world's an inn, and death the journey's end. 

^*en kings but play ; and when their part is done. 

Some other, worse or better, mounts the throne. 

J)i*yden, Palamon. and Aroite^ iii. 897. 
Tmth, modesty, and shame, the world forsook, 

Praud, avarice, and force their places took. Drgden. 

What is this world ?— -A term which men have got. 

To signify not one in ten knows what ; 

A term, which with no more precision passes 
To point out herds of men than herds of asses ; 

In common use no more it means, we find, 

Than many fools in same opinions joined. Churchill^ Ni. 353. 
What is this world P Thy school, 0 misery I 
Our only lesson is to learn to suffer, 

And he who knows not that, was born for nothing. * 

Young f Recenge^ 2. 1 

Lei not the cooings of the world allure thee ; 

Whichof her lovers ever found her trueP Y(yungjily. 2lyziT.l2?E 
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WOELD — continued. 

The world is a vrell-fiimisli'd table, 

"Where guests are promiscuously set: 

W'liere all fare as well as they’re able, 

And scramble for w hat they can got. BU kerstaf, 

The world is a bundle of hay, 

M ankind are tlio asses who pull ; 

Each tugs it a different way, 

And the gi-eatest of all is J ohn Bull. Byvon^ 

How beautiful is all this visible world ! 

How glorious in its action and itself! 

But we, who name ourselves its sovereigns, we. 

Half dust, half deity, alike unfit 
To sink or soar, w’ith our mix'd essence make 
A conflict of its elements, and breathe 
A breath of degradation and of pride. 

Contending with low wants and lofty will. 

Till our mortality predominates. 

And men are — what they name not to themselves, 

And trust not to each other. Byron, Manfred, i. 2« 

Well — ^well, tlie world must turn upon its axis. 

And all mankind turn with it, heads or tails. 

And live and die, make love and pay the taxes. 

And as the veering wind sliifts, shift our sails ; 

The king commands us, and the doctor quacks us. 

The priest instructs, and so our life oxhales, 

A little breath, love, ^ine, ambition, fame, 

Eighting, devotion, dust,— perhaps a name. Byron, D. *71 ir. 1. 

This same wmrld of ours ; 

*Tis but a pool amid a stonn of raiu, 

And we the air bladders that course up and down. 

And joust and tilt in every tournament ; 

And when one bubble runs foul of another. 

The weaker needs must break. S. T* Coleridge^ 

This world is all a fleeting show, 

Eor man’s illusion given ; 

The smiles of joy, the tears of woe, 

Peceitful shine, deceitful flow— 

There’s nothing true but Heaven. 

1\ Moore, The World is all a Fheting 

'Ti? a very good world that we live in, 

To lend, or to spend, or to give in. 

But to beg, or to borrow, or get a man’s own, 

*Ti8 the very orst world that ever was known. Old Sotu/t 
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WORLD — con Hutted. 

O world ! so few the years we liye, 

Would that the life which thou dost give 
Were life indeed ! 

Alas ! thy sorrows fall so fast. 

Our happiest hour is when at last 

The soul is freed. Longfellow^ Tranelafioee 

The world is just as hollow as an egg-shell, 

It is a surface not a solid, round ; 

And all this boasted knowledge of the world 
To me seems but to mean acquaintance with 
Low things, or evil, or indifferent. Bailey^ Feeiue 

WORMS. 

A man may fish with a wonn that liath eat of a king. 

8k> Ham. ir. 3 

WORSHIP — see Devotion, Prayer. 

First worship God ; ho that forgets to pray, 

Bids not himself good-morrow, nor good-day. T. BandoJph, 
WORTH, WORTHINESS- see Courage, Misery, Poverty. 

Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellovv ; 

The rest is all but leather or prunella. Pope, JS. Jf. iv. 203. 

To hide true worth from public view, 

Is burying diamonds in tueir mine ; 

All is not gold that shines, 'tis true : 

But all that is gold — ought to shine. S. Bishop, 

WRATH— Anger, Passion, Rage. 

Come not witliin the measure of my wrath. Sh. Two G. v, 4, 
WRETCH. ^ 

A needy, hollow-eyed, sharp -looking wretch, 

A living dead man. Sk. Com. of Mr. v. 1. 

WRINKLES — Age. 

Fled are the charms that grac'd that ivory brow. 

Where smil’d a dimple, gapes a wrinkle now. 

Mohert Treat Paine (Am.). 

WRITERS, WRITING* — see Authorship, Criticism, Poetry. 

Sound judgment is the ground of writing well. 

And when philosophy directs your choice. 

To proper subjects ruddy understood, 

Words from the pen will naturally flow. 

Roscommon, from Horace. 

'Tis hard to say, if greater want of skill • 

Appear in writing or in judging ill. H. O. L 

You write with ease to show your breeding, 

But easy writing's curs'd hard reading. Sheridan, Clio* s Prat 



